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If  thou  indeed  deriye  thy  light  finom  Heaven, 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  that  heaven-bom  ligHty 

Shine,  Poet  1  in  thy  place,  and  be  content ;  — 

The  stars  pre-eminent  in  magnitude. 

And  they  that  fVom  the  zenith  dart  their  beams. 

(Visible  though  they  be  to  half  the  earth. 

Though  half  a  sphere  be  conscious  of  their  brightneflt^) 

Are  yet  of  no  diviner  origin, 

No  purer  essence,  than  the  one  that  bums, 

Like  an  untended  watch-fire,  on  the  ridge 

Of  some  dark  mountain ;  or  than  those  which  i 

Humbly  to  hang,  like  twinkling  winter  lamps, 

Among  the  branches  of  the  leafless  trees; 

All  are  the  undying  offspring  of  one  Sire : 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  the  light  vouchsafed, 

Shine,  Poet  I  in  thy  place,  and  be  cooteo^ 
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William  Wobdsworth  was  bom  at  CSocker- 
mouth  in  Cumberland  on  the  7th  of  April,  1770, 
the  second  of  five  children.  His  father  was  John 
Wordsworth,  an  attomej-at-law,  and  agent  of  Sir 
James  Lowther,  afterwards  first  Earl  of  Lonsdale. 
His  mother  was  Anne  Cookson,  the  daughter  of 
a  mercer  in  Penrith.  His  paternal  ancestors  had 
been  settled  immemorially  at  Penistone  in  York- 
shire, whence  his  grand^her  had  emigrated  to 
Westmoreland.  His  mother,  a  woman  of  piety 
and  wisdom,  died  in  March,  1778,  being  then  in 
her  thirtynsecond  year.  His  father,  who  never 
entirely  cast  off  the  depression  occasioned  by  her 
death,  survived  her  but  five  years,  dying  in  De- 
cember, 1788,  when  William  was  not  quite  four- 
teen years  old. 

The  poef  s  early  childhood  was  passed  partly 
at  Cockermouth,  and  partly  with  his  maternal 
grandfisiiher  at  Penrith.  His  first  teacher  appears 
to  have  been  Mrs.  Anne  Birkett,  a  kind  of  Shen- 
itone's  Schoolmistress,  who  practised  the  memory 
9f  her  pupils,  teaching  them  chiefly  by  rote,  aod 
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not  endeayoring  to  cultivate  their  reasoning  fiuml* 
ties,  a  process  by  which  children  are  converted 
horn  natural  logicians  into  impertinent  sophists. 
Among  his  schoolmates  here  was  Marj  Hutchin- 
son, who  aflerwards  became  his  wife. 

In  1778,  he  was  sent  to  a  school  founded  bj 
Edwin  Sandys,  Archbishop  of  York,  in  the  year 
1585,  at  Hawkshead  in  Lancashire.  Hawkshead 
is  a  small  market-town  in  the  vale  <^  Esthwaite, 
about  a  third  of  a  mile  northwest  of  the  lake. 
Here  Wordsworth  passed  nine  years,  among  a  peo- 
ple of  simple  habits  and  scenery  of  a  sweet  and 
pastoral*  dignity.  The  boys  were  boarded  among 
the  dames  of  the  village,  thus  enjoying  a  freedom 
from  scholastic  restraints,  which  could  be  nothing 
but  beneficial  in  a  place  where  the  temptatiooB 
were  only  to  sports  that  hardened  the  body,  whik 
they  fostered  a  love  of  nature  in  the  spirit  and 
habits  of  observation  in  the  mind.  Wordsworth'z 
ordinary  amusements  here  were  hunting  and  fish- 
iDg,  rowing,  skating,  and  long  walks  around  the 
lake  and  among  the  hills.  His  life  as  a  school- 
boy was  favorable  also  to  his  poetic  development, 
in  being  identified  with  that  of  the  people  among 
whom  he  lived.  Among  men  <^  simple  habits, 
and  where  there  are  small  diversities  of  condition, 
the  feelings  and  passions  are  displayed  with  less 
restraint,  and  the  young  poet  grew  acquainted 
^th  that  primitive  human  basis  of  character 
^here  the  Muse  finds  firm  footliold,  and  to  which 
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he  ever  aflerward  cleared  his  way  through  all  the 
overlying  drift  of  conventionalism. 

At  school  he  wrote  some  task-verses  on  subjects 
imposed  by  the  master,  and  also  some  voluntaries 
of  his  own,  equally  undistinguished  by  any  peculiar 
merit.  But  he  seems  to  have  made  up  his  mind  as 
early  as  in  his  fourteenth  year  to  become  a  poet. 
In  commenting,  sixty  years  afterward,  on  a  couplet 
in  one  of  these  poems,  — 

**  And,  fronting  the  bright  west,  the  oak  entwhies 
ItB  darkening  bonghs  and  leaves  in  stronger  lines,"  — 

he  says:  "  This  is  feebly  and  imperfectly  expressed, 
but  I  recollect  distinctly  the  very  spot  where  this 
first  struck  me. The  moment  was  im- 
portant in  my  poetical  history ;  for  I  date  from  it 
my  consciousness  of  the  infinite  variety  of  natural 
appearances  which  had  been  unnoticed  by  the 
poets  of  any  age  or  country,  so  far  as  I  was  ac- 
quainted with  them,  and  I  made  a  resolution  to 
supply  in  some  degree  the  deficiency." 

The  great  event  of  Wordsworth's  school-days 
was  the  death  of  his  father,  who  left  what  may 
be  called  a  hypothetical  estate,  consisting  chiefly 
of  claims  upon  the  first  Earl  of  Lonsdale,  the 
payment  of  which,  though  their  justice  was  ac- 
knowledged, that  nobleman  contrived  in  some 
unexplained  way  to  elude  as  long  as  he  lived.  In 
October,  1787,  he  left  school  for  St.  John's  College, 
Cambridge.     He  was  already,  we  arc  told,  a  fair 
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Latin  scholar,  and  had  made  some  progrees  io 
mathematics.  The  earliest  books  we  hear  of  his 
reading  were  Don  Quixote,  Gil  Bias,  Gullivers 
Travels,  and  the  Tale  of  a  Tub ;  but  at  school  he 
had  also  become  familiar  with  the  works  of  some 
English  poet*^,  particularly  Goldsmith  and  Gray, 
of  whose  poems  he  had  learned  many  by  heart. 
What  is  more  to  the  purpose,  he  had  become, 
without  knowing  it,  a  lover  of  Nature  in  all  her 
moods,  and  the  same  mental  necessities  of  a  soli- 
tary life  which  compel  men  to  an  interest  in  the 
transitory  phenomena  of  scenery,  had  made  him 
also  studious  of  the  movements  of  his  own  mind, 
and  the  mutual  interaction  and  dependence  of  the 
external  and  internal  universe. 

Doubtless  his  early  orphanage  was  not  without 
its  effect  in  confirming  a  character  naturally  impa- 
tient of  control,  and  his  mind,  left  to  itself,  clothed 
itself  with  an  indigenous  growth,  which  grew  fairly 
and  freely,  unstinted  by  the  shadow  of  exotic 
plantations.  It  has  become  a  truism,  that  re- 
markable persons  have  remarkable  mothers ;  but 
perhaps  this  is  chiefly  true  of  such  as  have  made 
themselves  distinguished  by  their  industry,  and 
by  the  assiduous  cultivation  of  faculties  in  them- 
selves of  only  an  average  quality.  It  is  rather  to 
be  noted  how  little  is  known  of  the  parentage  of 
men  of  the  first  magnitude,  how  often  they  seem  in 
Bome  sort  foundlings,  and  how  early  an  apparently 
adverse  destiny  begins  the  culture  of  those  who 
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are  to  encounter  and  master  great  intellectaal  or 
spiritual  experiences. 

Of  his  disposition  as  a  cliild,  little  is  known,  but 
that  little  is  characteristic  He  himself  tells  us 
that  he  was  ^  stiff,  moody,  and  of  violent  temper." 
His  mother  said  of  him  that  he  was  the  only  one 
of  her  children  about  whom  she  felt  any  anxiety, 
—  for  she  was  sure  that  he  would  be  remarkable 
for  good  or  evil.  Once,  in  resentment  at  some 
fancied  injury,  he  resolved  to  kill  himself,  but  his 
heart  failed  him.  "  On  another  occasion,"  he  says, 
"  while  I  was  at  my  grandfather's  house  at  Penrith, 
along  with  my  eldest  brother  Richard,  we  were 
whipping  tops  together  in  the  long  drawing-room, 
on  which  the  carpet  was  only  laid  down  on  par- 
ticular occasions.  The  walls  were  hung  round 
with  family  pictures,  and  I  said  to  my  brother, 

*  Daro  you  strike  your  whip  through  that  old 
lady's  petticoat?'      He  replied,  'No,  I  won't.' 

*  Then,'  said  I,  '  here  goes,'  and  I  struck  my  lash 
through  her  hooped  petticoat,  for  which,  no  doubt, 
though  I  have  forgotten  it,  I  was  properly  pun- 
ished. But,  possibly  from  some  want  of  judgment 
in  punishments  inflicted,  I  had  become  perverse 
and  obstinate  in  defying  chastisement,  and  rather 
proud  of  it  than  otherwise."  This  last  anecdote 
la  as  happily  typical  as  a  bit  of  Greek  mythology 
which  always  prefigured  the  lives  of  heroes  in  the 
itories  of  their  childhood.  Just  so  do  we  find  him 
tflerward  striking  his  defiant  lash  through  the 
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hooped  petticoat  of  the  artificial  style  of  poetiy, 
and  proudly  unsubdued  by  the  punbhment  of  the 
Reviewers. 

Of  his  college  life  the  chief  record  is  to  be  found 
in  "  The  Prelude."  He  did  not  distinguish  himself 
as  a  scholar,  and  if  his  life  had  any  incidents,  they 
were  of  that  interior  kind  which  rarely  appear 
in  biography,  though  they  may  be  of  governing 
influence  upon  the  life.  He  speaks  of  reading 
Chaucer,  Spenser,  and  Milton  while  at  Cam- 
bridge,* but  no  reflection  from  them  is  visible  in 
his  earliest  published  poems.  The  greater  part  of 
his  vacations  was  spent  in  his  native  Lake-coun- 
try, where  his  only  sister,  Dorothy,  was  the  com- 
panion of  his  rambles.  She  was  a  woman  of  large 
natural  endowments,  chiefly  of  the  receptive  kind, 
and  had  much  to  do  with  the  formation  and  ten- 
dency of  the  poet's  mind.  It  was  she  who  called 
forth  the  shier  sensibilities  of  his  nature,  and 
taught  an  originally  harsh  and  austere  imagination 
to  surround  itself  with  fancy  and  feeling,  as  the 
rock  fringes  itself  with  ferns.  She  was  his  first 
public,  and  belonged  to  that  class  of  prophetically 
appreciative  temperaments  whose  apparent  ofllce 
it  is  to  cheer  the  early  solitude  of  original  minds 
with  messages  from  the  future.  Through  the 
^ater  part  of  his  life  she  continued  to  be  a  kind 
of  poetical  conscience  to  him. 

♦  Prelude,  Book  III.  Ho  studied  Italian  also  at  Cam- 
bridge; his  teacher,  whose  name  was  Isola,  had  formeiij 
*aught  the  poet  Gray. 
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Wordsworth's  last  college  vacation  was  spent  io 
ft  foot  journey  upon  the  Continent  In  January, 
1791,  he  took  his  degree  of  B.  A.,  and  left  Cam- 
bridge. During  the  summer  of  this  year  he  vis- 
ited Wales,  and,  after  declining  to  enter  upon  holy 
orders  under  the  plea  that  he  was  not  of  age  for 
ordination,  went  over  to  France  in  November,  and 
remained  during  the  winter  at  Orleans.  Here  he 
became  intimate  with  the  republican  General 
Beaupuis,  with  whose  hopes  and  aspirations  he 
ardently  sympathized.  In  the  spring  of  1792  he 
was  at  Blois,  and  returned  thence  to  Orleans,  which 
he  finally  quitted  in  October  for  Paris.  He  re- 
mained here  as  long  as  he  could  with  safety,  and 
at  the  close  of  the  year  went  back  to  England, 
thus  probably  escaping  the  fate  which  soon  after 
overtook  his  friends  the  Brissotins. 

As  hitherto  the  life  of  Wordsworth  may  be 
called  a  fortunate  one,  not  less  so  in  the  training 
and  expansion  of  his  faculties  was  this  period  of 
his  stay  in  France.  Bom  and  reared  in  a  coun- 
try where  the  homely  and  familiar  nestles  confid- 
ingly amid  the  most  savage  and  sublime  forms  of 
Lature,  he  had  experienced  whatever  impulses  the 
creative  faculty  can  receive  from  mountain  and 
doud  and  the  voices  of  winds  and  waters,  but  he 
had  only  known  man  as  an  actor  in  fireside  histo- 
ries and  tragedies,  for  which  the  hamlet  supplied 
an  ample  stage.  In  France  he  first  felt  the  aa* 
tbentic  beat  of  a  nation's  heart ;  he  was  a  spect»> 
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tor  at  one  of  those  dramas  where  the  terrible  foot- 
fisdl  of  the  Eumenides  is  heard  nearer  and  nearer 
in  the  pauses  of  the  action ;  and  he  saw  man  such 
as  he  can  only  be  when  he  is  vibrated  by  the  or- 
gasm of  a  national  emotion.  He  sympathized  with 
the  hopes  of  France  and  of  mankind  deeply,  as 
was  fitting  in  a  young  man  and  a  poet ;  and  if  his 
faith  in  the  gregarious  advancement  of  men  was 
afterward  shaken,  he  only  held  the  more  firmly 
by  his  belief  in  the  individual,  and  his  reverence 
for  the  human  as  something  quite  apart  from  the 
popular  and  above  it  Wordsworth  has  been  un- 
wisely blamed,  as  if  he  had  been  recreant  to  the 
liberal  instincts  of  his  youth.  But  it  was  inevi- 
table that  a  genius  so  regulated  and  metrical  as 
his,  a  mind  which  always  compensated  itself  for 
its  artistic  radicalism  by  an  involuntary  leaning 
toward  external  respectability,  should  recoil  from 
whatever  was  convulsionary  and  destructive  in 
politics,  and  above  all  in  religion.  He  reads  the 
poems  of  Wordsworth  without  understanding,  who 
does  not  find  in  them  the  noblest  incentives  to  faith 
in  man  and  the  grandeur  of  his  destiny,  founded 
always  upon  that  personal  dignity  and  virtue,  the 
capacity  for  whose  attainment  alone  makes  uni- 
versal liberty  possible  and  assures  its  perma- 
nence. 

In  December,  1792,  Wordsworth  had  returned 
to  England,  and  in  the  following  year  published 
**  Descriptive  Sketches,"  and  "An  Evening  Walk.** 
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He  did  this,  as  he  says  in  one  of  his  letters,  tc 
diow  that,  although  he  had  gained  no  honors  at 
the  University,  he  catdd  do  something.  They 
met  with  no  great  success,  and  he  afterward  cor- 
rected them  so  much  as  to  destroy  all  their  inter- 
est as  juvenile  productions,  without  communicating 
to  them  any  of  the  merits  of  maturity.  During 
the  same  year  (1793)  he  wrote,  but  did  not  pub- 
lish, a  political  tract,  in  which  he  avowed  himself 
opposed  to  monarchy  and  to  the  hereditary  prin- 
ciple, and  desirous  of  a  republic,  if  it  could  be 
had  without  a  revolution.  He  probably  con- 
tinned  to  be  all  his  life  in  favor  of  that  ideal  re- 
public *^  which  never  was  on  land  or  sea,"  but 
fortunately  he  gave  up  politics  that  he  might  de- 
vote himself  to  his  own  nobler  calling,  to  which 
politics  are  subordinate,  and  for  which  he  found 
fireedom  enough  in  England  as  it  was.  But 
meanwhile.  Want,  which  makes  no  distinctions  of 
Monarchist  oi  Republican,  was  pressing  upon 
him.  The  debt  due  to  his  father's  estate  had  not 
been  paid,  and  Wordsworth  was  one  of  those  rare 
idealists  who  esteem  it  the  first  duty  of  a  friend 
of  humanity  to  live  for,  and  not  on,  one's  neigh- 
bor. He  at  first  proposed  establishing  a  periodi- 
cal journal  to  be  called  "  The  Philanthropist,"  but 
luckily  went  no  further  with  it,  for  the  receipts 
from  an  organ  of  opinion  which  professed  repub- 
Hcanism,  and  at  the  same  time  discountenanced 
the  plans  of  all  existing  or  defunct  republicanE 
^OL.  I.  b 
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would  have  been  necessarily  scanty.  There  being 
no  appearance  of  any  demand,  present  or  prospec- 
tive, for  philanthropists,  he  tried  to  get  employ- 
ment as  correspondent  of  a  newspaper.  Here 
also  it  was  impossible  that  he  should  succeed ;  he 
was  too  great  to  be  merged  in  the  editorial  We, 
and  had  too  well  defined  a  private  opinion  on  all 
subjects  to  be  able  to  express  that  average  of  pub- 
lic opinion  which  constitutes  able  editorials.  But 
so  it  is  that  to  the  prophet  in  the  wilderness  the 
birds  of  ill  omen  are  already  on  the  wing  with 
food  from  heaven ;  and  while  Wordsworth's  rela- 
tives were  getting  impatient  at  what  they  consid- 
ered his  waste  of  time,  while  one  thought  he  had 
gifts  enough  to  make  a  good  parson,  and  another 
lamented  the  rare  attorney  that  was  lost  in  him,* 
the  prescient  muse  guided  the  hand  of  Raisley 
Calvert  while  he  wrote  the  poet's  name  in  hia 
will  for  a  legacy  of  £900.     By  the  death  of  Cal- 


♦  Speaking  to  one  of-  his  neighbors  in  1845,  ho  said,  "  that, 
after  he  had  finished  his  college  course,  he  was  in  great  donbt 
as  to  what  his  fnture  employment  should  be.  He  did  not  feel 
himself  good  enough  for  the  Church ;  he  felt  that  his  mind 
was  not  properly  disciplined  for  that  holy  office,  and  thet  the 
ttroggle  between  his  conscience  and  his  impulses  would  have 
made  life  a  torture.  lie  also  shrank  from  the  Law,  although 
Southey  often  told  him  that  he  was  well  fitted  for  the  higher 
parts  of  the  profession.  He  had  studied  military'  history  with 
great  interest,  and  the  strategy  of  war;  and  lie  always  fancied 
(Hat  he  had  talents  for  command;  and  he  at  one  time  thought 
Ufa  military  life,  but  then  he  was  without  comiectioos,  and  ha 
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lert,  in  1795,  this  timely  help  came  to  Words- 
worth at  the  turning-point  of  his  life,  and  made  it 
honest  for  him  to  write  poems  that  will  never  die, 
instead  of  theatrical  critiques  as  ephemeral  as 
plaj-bills,  or  leaders  that  led  only  to  oblivion. 

In  the  autumn  of  1795,  Wordsworth  and  his 
Bister  took  up  their  abode  at  Racedown  Lodge, 
near  Crewkeme,  in  Dorsetshire.  Here  nearly 
two  years  were  passed,  chiefly  in  the  study  of 
poetry,  and  Wordsworth  recovered  from  the  fierce 
disappointment  of  his  political  dreams,  and  re« 
gained  that  equable  tenor  of  mind  which  alone  is 
consistent  with  a  healthy  productiveness.  Here 
Coleridge,  who  had  contrived  to  see  something  more 
in  the  '** Descriptive  Sketches  *'  than  the  public 
had  discovered  there,  first  made  his  acquaintance. 
The  sympathy  and  appreciation  of  an  intellect  like 
Coleridge's  supplied  him  with  that  external  motive 
to  activity  which  is  the  chief  use  of  popularity,  and 
justified  to  him  his  opinion  of  his  own  powers. 


felt,  if  he  were  ordered  to  the  West  Indies,  his  talents  would 
•ot  save  him  from  the  yellow-fever,  and  he  gave  that  up.** 
(Memoirs,  II.  466.)  It  is  curious  to  fancy  Wordsworth  a  sol- 
dier. Certain  points  of  lilceness  between  him  and  Wellington 
^ave  often  struck  us.  They  resemble  each  otlier  in  practical 
good  sense,  fidelity  to  duty,  courage,  and  also  in  a  kind  of 
precise  uprightness  which  made  their  personal  character  some- 
what uninteresting.  But  what  was  decorum  in  Wellington  was 
piety  in  Wordsworth,  and  the  entire  absence  of  imaginatioo 
tthe  great  pomt  of  dissimilarity )  perhaps  helped  as  much  ti 
inything  to  make  Wellington  a  great  commander. 
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It  was  now  that  the  tragedy  of  ^  The  Borderers  " 
was  for  the  most  part  written,  and  that  plan  <rf 
the  ^*  Lyrical  Ballads  **  suggested  which  gave 
Wordsworth  a  clew  to  lead  him  out  of  the  meta- 
physical labyrinth  in  which  he  was  entangled.  It 
was  agreed  between  the  two  young  friends,  that 
Wordsworth  was  to  be  a  philosophic  poet,  and,  by 
a  good  fortune  uncommon  to  such  conspiracies, 
Nature  had  already  consented  to  the  arrangement. 
In  July,  1797,  the  two  Wordsworths  removed  to 
AUfoxden  in  Somersetshire,  that  they  might  be 
near  Coleridge,  who  in  the  meanwhile  had  mar- 
ried and  settled  himself  at  Nether-Stowey.  In 
November  "  The  Borderers "  was  finished,  and 
Wordsworth  went  up  to  London  with  his  sister  to 
offer  it  for  the  stage.  The  good  Genius  of  the 
poet  again  interposing,  the  play  was  decisively 
rejected,  and  Wordsworth  went  back  to  Allfox- 
den,  himself  the  hero  of  that  first  tragi-comedy  so 
common  to  young  authors. 

He  now  applied  himself  to  the  preparation  of 
the  first  volume  of  the  "  Lyrical  Ballads  "  for  the 
press,  and  it  was  published  toward  the  close  of 
1798.  The  book,  which  contained  also  "  The  An- 
cient Mariner"  of  Coleridge,  attracted  little  notice, 
uid  that  in  great  part  contemptuous.  When  Mr, 
Cottle,  the  publisher,  shortly  after  sold  his  copy- 
rights to  Mr.  Longman,  that  of  '*•  The  Lyrical  Bal- 
lads "  was  reckoned  at  zero,  and  it  was  at  last 
given  up  to  the  authors.    A  few  persons  were  not 
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iraatiiig,  however,  who  discovered  the  dawn- 
Btreaks  of  a  new  day  in  that  light  which  the  criti- 
cal fire-brigade  thought  to  extinguish  with  a  few 
contemptuous  spirts  of  cold  water. 

Lord  BjTon  describes  himself  as  waking  one 
morning  and  finding  himself  famous,  and  it  is 
quite  an  ordinary  fact,  that  a  blaze  may  be  made 
with  a  little  saltpetre  that  will  be  stared  at  by 
thousands  who  would  have  thought  the  sunrise 
tedious.  Wordsworth  might  have  said  that  he 
awoke  and  found  himself  infamous,  for  the  publi- 
cation of  the  Lyrical  Ballads  undoubtedly  raised 
him  to  the  distinction  of  being  the  most  unpopular 
poet  in  England.  Parnassus  has  two  peaks  ;  the 
one  where  improvising  poets  cluster ;  the  other 
where  the  singer  of  deep  secrets  sits  alone,  —  a 
peak  veiled  sometimes  from  the  whole  morning  of 
a  generation  by  earth-bom  mists  and  smoke  of 
kitchen-fires,  only  to  glow  the  more  consciously  at 
sunset,  and  after  nightfall  to  crown  itself  with 
imperishable  stars.  Wordsworth  had  that  self- 
trust  which  in  the  man  of  genius  is  sublime,  and 
in  the  man  of  talent  insufferable.  With  all  the 
reviewers  in  a  chorus  of  laughter  behind  him,  he 
went  quietly  over  to  Germany  to  write  more  Lyr- 
ical Ballads,  and  to  begin  a  poem  on  the  growth 
of  his  own  mind,  at  a  time  when  there  were  only 
two  men  in  the  world  (himself  and  Coleridge)  who 
vere  aware  that  he  had  one,  or  at  least  one  anywise 
iifiering  from  those  mechanically  uniform  ones 
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which  are  stuck  drearily,  side  by  side,  in  the  grett 
pin-paper  of  society. 

In  Germany  Wordsworth  dined  in  company 
with  Klopstock,  and  after  dinner  they  had  a  con- 
versation, of  which  Wordsworth  took  notes.  The 
respectable  old  poet,  who  was  passing  the  evening 
of  his  days  by  the  chimney-comer,  Darby  and 
Joan  like,  with  his  respectable  Muse,  seems  to 
have  been  rather  bewildered  by  the  apparition  of 
a  living  genius.  The  record  is  of  value  now 
chiefly  for  the  insight  it  gives  us  into  Words- 
worth's mind.  Among  other  things  he  said  "  that 
it  was  the  province  of  a  great  poet  to  raise  people 
up  to  his  own  level,  not  to  descend  to  theirs,"  — 
memorable  words,  the  more  memorable  that  a 
literary  life  of  sixty  years  was  in  keeping  with 
them. 

After  spending  the  winter  at  Goslar,  Words- 
worth and  his  sister  returned  to  England  in  the 
spring  of  1799,  and  settled  at  Grasmere  in  West- 
moreland. In  1800,  the  first  edition  of  the 
**  Lyrical  Ballads "  being  exhausted,  it  was  re- 
published with  the  addition  of  another  volume,  Mr. 
Longman  paying  £100  for  the  copyriglit  of  two 
editions.  The  book  passed  to  a  second  edition  in 
1802,  and  to  a  third  in  1805.*     Wordsworth  sent 


*  Wordsworth  found  (as  other  original  minds  have  shioe 
'«one)  a  hearing  in  America  sooner  than  in  England.  JamM 
Humphreys,  a  Philadelphia  bookseller,  was  encouraged  by  • 
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a  oop7  of  it,  with  a  manly  letter,  to  Mr.  Fox,  par* 
ticalarlj  recommending  to  his  attention  the  poems 
"  Michael "  and  '*  The  Brothers,"  as  dispkying 
the  strength  and  permanence  among  a  simple  and 
rara]  population  of  those  domestic  affections  which 
were  certain  to  decay  gradually  under  the  influ- 
ence of  manufactories  and  poor-houses.  Mr.  Fox 
wrote  a  civil  acknowledgment,  saying  that  his 
favorites  among  the  poems  were  **  Harry  Gill," 
"  We  are  Seven,"  "  The  Mad  Mother,"  and  "  The 
Idiot,"  hut  that  he  was  prepossessed  against  the 
use  of  blank-verse  for  simple  subjects.  Any  polit- 
ical significance  in  the  poems  he  was  apparently 
unable  to  see.  To  this  second  edition  Words- 
worth prefixed  an  argumentative  Preface,  in  which 
he  nailed  to  the  door  of  the  cathedral  of  Enghsh 
song  the  critical  theses  which  he  was  to  maintain 
against  all  comers  in  his  poetry  and  his  life.  It 
was  a  new  thing  for  an  author  to  undertake  to 
show  the  goodness  of  his  verses  by  the  logic  and 
learning  of  his  prose ;  but  Wordsworth  carried  to 
the  reform  of  poetry  all  that  fervor  and  faith  whicli 
had  lost  their  political  object,  and  it  is  another 
proof  of  the  sincerity  and  greatness  of  his  mind, 
and  of  that  heroic  simplicity  which  is  their  con- 


•oiBcient  liMt  of  wbtcnbent  to  reprint  the  first  edition  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads.  The  second  English  edition,  however,  har- 
ing  been  published  before  he  had  wholly  completed  his  re- 
printhig,  was  substantially  followed  in  the  first  American, 
irhieh  was  published  in  1802. 
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comitont,  that  he  could  do  so  calmly  what  was 
Bare  to  seem  ludicrous  to  the  greater  number  of 
his  readers.  Fifty  years  have  since  demonstrated 
that  the  true  judgment  of  one  man  outweighs  any 
counterpoise  of  false  judgment^  and  that  the  faith 
of  mankind  is  guided  to  a  man  only  by  his  faith 
in  himself.  To  this  Defensio  Wordsworth  after- 
ward added  a  supplement,  and  the  two  form  a 
treatise  of  permanent  value  for  philosophic  state- 
ment and  decorous  English.  Their  only  ill-effect 
has  been,  that  they  have  encouraged  many  other- 
wise deserving  young  men  to  set  a  Sibylline  value 
on  their  verses  in  proportion  as  they  were  unsal- 
eable. The  strength  of  an  argument  for  self-reli- 
ance drawn  from  the  example  of  a  great  man  de- 
pends wholly  on  the  greatness  of  him  who  uses  it ; 
such  arguments  being  like  armor,  which  may  serve 
the  strong  against  arrow-flights  and  lance-thrusts, 
but  only  suffocates  the  weak  or  sinks  him  the 
sooner  in  the  waters  of  oblivion. 

In  1800  the  friendship  of  Wordsworth  with 
Lamb  began,  and  was  thenceforward  never  inter- 
rupted. He  continued  to  live  at  Grasmere,  con- 
scientiously diligent  in  the  composition  of  poems, 
secure  of  finding  the  materials  of  glory  within  and 
around  him  ;  for  his  genius  taught  him  that  inspi- 
mtion  is  no  product  of  a  foreign  shore,  and  that 
no  adventurer  ever  found  it,  though  he  wandered 
as  long  as  Ulysses.  Meanwhile  the  appreciation 
of  the  best  minds  and  the  gratitude  of  the  purest 
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hearts  gradually  centred  more  and  more  towards 
him.  In  1802  he  made  a  short  visit  to  France, 
in  company  with  Miss  Wordsworth,  and  soon 
after  his  return  to  England  was  married  to  Mary 
Hutchinson,  on  the  4th  of  October  of  the  same  year. 
Of  the  good  fortune  of  this  marriage  no  other 
proof  is  needed  than  the  purity  and  serenity  of  his 
poems,  and  its  record  is  to  be  sought  nowhere 
else.  Domestic  happiness  furnishes  few  materials 
for  history;  its  incidents  are  as  unmemorable  as  the 
shifting  shadows  of  the  vine  and  fig-leaves  under 
which  it  sits,  as  noiseless  as  the  smoke  which  rises 
from  its  hearthstone  to  lose  itself  in  the  kindred 
blue  of  heaven.  The  man  of  equable  tempera- 
ment may  enjoy  quiet,  but  the  clear-aired  level  of 
happiness  can  only  be  maintained  by  him  who, 
gifted  with  energetic  passions,  can  by  the  force  of 
character  compel  them  to  serve  him,  — can  trans- 
fuse his  intellect  with  them,  and  find  in  them  the 
motive  power  of  his  daily  occupations. 

On  the  18th  of  June,  1803,  his  first  child,  John, 
was  bom,  and  on  the  14th  of  August  of  the  same 
year  he  set  out  with  his  sister  on  a  foot  journey 
into  Scotland.  Coleridge  was  their  companion 
during  a  part  of  this  excursion,  of  which  Miss 
Wordsworth  kept  a  full  diary.  In  Scotland  he 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Scott,  who  recited  to 
him  a  part  of  the  "  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,"  then 
in  manuscript.  The  travellers  returned  to  Gras- 
mere  on  the  25th  of  September.     It  was  during 
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this  year  that  Wordsworth's  intimacj  with  the  ex- 
cellent Sir  George  Beaumont  began.  Sir  George 
was  an  amateur  painter  of  considerable  merit,  and 
his  friendship  was  undoubtedly  of  service  to  Words- 
worth in  making  him  familiar  with  the  laws  of  a 
sister  art,  and  thus  contributing  to  enlarge  the 
sympathies  of  his  criticism,  the  tendency  of  which 
was  toward  too  great  exclusiveness.  Sir  George 
Beaumont,  dying  in  1827,  did  not  forego  his  re- 
gard for  the  poet,  but  contrived  to  hold  his  affec- 
tion in  mortmain  by  the  legacy  of  an  annuity  of 
£100,  to  defray  the  charges  of  a  yearly  journey. 

In  March,  1805,  the  poet's  brother,  John,  lost 
his  life  by  the  shipwreck  of  the  Abergavenny  East- 
Indiaman,  of  which  he  was  captain.  He  was  a 
man  of  great  purity  and  integrity,  and  sacrificed 
himself  to  his  sense  of  duty  by  refusing  to  leave  the 
ship  till  it  was  impossible  to  save  him.  Words- 
worth was  deeply  attached  to  him,  and  felt  such 
grief  at  his  death  as  only  solitary  natures  like  his 
are  capable  of,  though  mitigated  by  a  sense  of  the 
heroism  which  was  the  cause  of  it.  The  need  of 
mental  activity  as  affording  an  object  to  intense 
emotion  may  account  for  the  great  productive- 
ness of  this  and  the  following  year.  He  now 
completed  "  The  Prelude,"  wrote  "  The  Wag- 
oner," and  increased  the  number  of  his  smaller 
^oems  enough  to  fill  two  volumes,  which  were 
published  in  1807. 

This  collection,  which  contained  some  of  the 
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most  beautiful  of  his  shorter  pieces,  and  among 
others  the  incomparable  Odes  to  Duty  and  on  Im- 
mortalitj,  did  not  reach  a  second  edition  till  1815. 
The  reviewers  had  another  laugh,  and  rival  poets 
pillaged  while  they  scoffed,  particularly  Byron, 
among  whose  verses  a  bit  of  Wordsworth  showed 
as  incongruously  as  a  sacred  vestment  on  the  back 
of  some  buccaneering  plunderer  of  an  abbey. 
There  was  a  general  combination  to  put  him 
down,  but  on  the  other  hand  there  was  a  powerful 
party  in  his  favor,  consisting  of  William  Words- 
worth. He  not  only  continued  in  good  heart  hinr.- 
self,  but,  reversing  the  order  usual  on  such  occa- 
sions, kept  up  the  spirits  of  his  friends.* 

Wordsworth  passed  the  winter  of  1806-7  in 
a  house  of  Sir  Greorge  Beaumont's,  at  Coleorton 
in  Leicestershire,  the  cottage  at  Grasmere  hav- 
ing become  too  small  for  his  increased  family. 
On  his  return  to  the  Vale  of  Grasmere,  he 
rented  the  house  at  Allan  Bank,  where  he  lived 


♦  The  Rev.  Dr.  Wordsworth  has  encumbered  the  memory 
of  his  uncle  with  two  volumes  of  "  Memoirs,"  which  for  con- 
fused dreariness  are  only  matched  by  the  Rev.  Mark  Noble's 
**  History  of  the  Protectorate  House  of  Cromwell."  It  is  a 
misfortune  that  his  materials  were  not  put  into  the  hands 
of  Professor  Reed,  whose  notes  to  the  American  edition  are 
among  the  most  valuable  parts  of  it,  as  they  certainly  are  the 
clearest.  The  book  contains,  however,  some  valuable  letters 
of  Wordsworth;  and  those  relating  to  this  part  of  his  life 
should  be  read  by  every  student  of  his  works,  for  the  light 
ttiey  throw  upon  the  prhiciples  which  governed  him  io  tbt 
eompoeition  of  his  poems. 
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three  years.  During  this  period  he  appears  to 
have  written  very  little  poetry,  for  which  his  bi- 
ographer assigns  as  a  primary  reason  the  smoki- 
ness  of  the  Allan  Bank  chimneys.  This  will 
hardly  account  for  the  failure  of  the  summer  crop, 
especially  as  Wordsworth  composed  chiefly  in  the 
open  air.  It  did  not  prevent  him  from  writing  a 
pamphlet  upon  the  Convention  of  Cintra,  which 
was  published  too  late  to  attract  much  attention, 
though  Lamb  says  that  its  effect  upon  him  was 
like  that  which  one  of  ]Mil ton's  tracts  might  have 
had  upon  a  contemporary.  It  was  at  Allan  Bank 
that  Coleridge  dictated  "  The  Friend,"  and  Words- 
worth contributed  to  it  two  essays,  one  in  answer 
to  a  letter  of  Mathetes*  (Professor  Wilson), 
and  the  other  on  Epitaphs,  republished  in  the 
Notes  to  "  The  Excursion."  Here  also  he  wrote 
his  "  Description  of  the  Scenery  of  the  Lakes." 
Perhaps  a  truer  explanation  of  the  comparative 
silence  of  Wordsworth's  Muse  during  these  years 
is  to  be  found  in  the  intense  interest  which  he 
took  in  current  events,  whose  variety,  picturesque- 
ness,  and  historical  significance  were  enough  to 
absorb  all  the  energies  of  his  imagination. 

In  the  spring  of  1811,  Wordsworth  removed  to 
the  Parsonage  at  Grasmere.  Here  he  remained 
two  years,  and  here  he  had  his  second  intimate 
experience  of  sorrow  in  the  loss  of  two  of  his  chil- 
dren, Catharine  and  Thomas,  one  of  whom  died  4th 

*  The  first  essay  in  the  third  volume  of  the  second  editkxk 
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Jone,  and  the  other  1st  December,  1812.*  EarW 
in  1813,  he  bought  Rydal  Mount,  and  having 
removed  thither,  changed  his  abode  no  more  dur- 
ing the  rest  of  his  life.  In  March  of  this  year  he 
was  appointed  Distributor  of  Stamps  for  the  coun- 
ty of  Westmoreland,  an  office  whose  recefpts  ren- 
dered him  independent,  and  whose  business  he 
was  able  to  do  by  deputy,  thus  leaving  him  am- 
ple leisure  for  nobler  duties.  De  Quincey  speaks 
of  this  appointment  as  an  instance  of  the  remark- 
able good-luck  which  waited  upon  Wordsworth 
through  his  whole  life.  In  our  view  it  is  only 
another  illustration  of  that  Scripture  which  de- 
scribes the  righteous  as  never  forsaken.  Good- 
luck  is  the  willing  handmaid  of  upright,  energetic 
character,  and  conscientious  observance  of  duty, 
Wordsworth  owed  his  nomination  to  the  friendly 
exertions  of  the  Earl  of  Lonsdale,  who  desired  to 
atone  as  far  as  might  be  for  the  injustice  of  the 
first  Earl,  and  who  respected  the  honesty  of  the 
man  more  than  he  appreciated  the  originality  of 
the  poet.t    The  Collectorship  at  Whitehaven  (a 

♦  Wordsworth's  children  were,  — 

John,  bom  18th  June,  1803;  still  living,  a  clergyman; 

Dorotliy,  bom  16th  August,  1804,  died  9th  July,  1847; 

Thomas,  bom  ICth  June,  1806,  died  Ist  December,  1812; 

Catharine,  bom  6th  September,  1808,  died  4th  June,  1812; 

William,  bom  12th  May,  1810,  succeeded  his  father  ti 
Itunp-distributor. 

t  Good-luck  (in  the  sense  of  Chance)  seems  properly  to  h% 
ttw  occurrence  of  Opportunity  to  one  who  has  neither  d«- 
Mrred  nor  knows  how  to  use  it.    In  such  hands  it  commonly 
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more  lucrative  office)  was  afterwards  offered  to 
Wordsworth,  and  declined.  He  had  enough  for 
mdependence,  and  wished  nothing  more.  Stall 
later,  on  the  death  of  the  Stamp-Distributor  for 
Cumberland,  a  part  of  that  district  was  annexed 
to  Westmoreland,  and  Wordsworth's  income  was 
raised  to  something  more  than  £1,000  a  year. 

In  1814,  he  made  his  second  tour  in  Scotland, 
visiting  Yarrow  in  company  with  the  Ettrick 
Shepherd.  During  this  year  the  "  Excursion " 
was  published,  in  an  edition  of  five  hundred  copies, 
which  supplied  the  demand  for  six  years.  An- 
other edition  of  the  same  number  of  copies  was 
published  in  1827,  and  not  exhausted  till  1834. 
In  1815,  "  The  White  Doe  of  Rylstone  "  appeared, 
and  in  1816,  "  A  Letter  to  a  Friend  of  Burns,"  in 
which  Wordsworth  gives  his  opinion  upon  the 
limits  to  be  observed  by  the  biographers  of  liter- 
ary men.  It  contains  many  valuable  suggestions, 
but  allows  hardly  scope  enough  for  personal  de- 
tails, to  which  he  was  constitutionally  indifferent 
Nearly  the  same  date  may  be  ascribed  to  a 
rhymed  translation  of  the  first  three  books  of  the 
-^neid,  a  specimen  of  which  was  printed  in  the  Cam- 
bridge "  Philological  Museum."     In  181 9, «  Peter 

turns  to  Ill-lnck.  Moore*s  Bermudan  appointment  is  an  in- 
ttonce  of  it.  Wordsworth  had  a  sound  common-sense  and 
practical  conscientiousness,  which  enabled  him  to  fill  his  ofltoe 
18  well  as  Dr.  Franklin  could  have  done.  A  fitter  man  oonld 
aot  have  been  found  in  Westmoreland. 
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Bell,"  written  twenty  years  before,  was  published, 
and,  perhaps  in  consequence  of  the  ridicule  of  the 
reyiewers,  found  a  more  rapid  sale  than  any  of 
his  previous  volumes.  "  The  Wagoner,"  printed 
at  the  same  time,  was  less  successful  His  next 
publication  was  the  volume  of  Sonnets  on  the  River 
Duddon,  with  some  miscellaneous  poems,  1820. 
A  tour  on  the  Continent  in  1820  furnished  the 
subjects  for  another  collection,  published  in  1822. 
This  was  accompanied  in  the  same  year  by  the 
volume  of  "  Ecclesiastical  Sketches."  His  subse- 
quent publications  were  "  Yarrow  Revisited," 
1835,  and  the  tragedy  of  "The  Borderers," 
1842. 

During  all  these  years  his  fame  was  increasing 
slowly  but  steadily,  and  his  age  gathered  to  itself 
the  reverence  and  the  troops  of  friends  which 
his  poems  and  the  nobly  simple  life  reflected  in 
them  deserved.  Public  honors  followed  private 
appreciation.  In  1838,  the  University  of  Dublin 
conferred  upon  him  the  degree  of  D.  C.  L.  In 
1839,  Oxford  did  the  same,  and  the  reception  of 
the  poet  (now  in  his  seventieth  year)  at  the  Uni- 
versity was  enthusiastic  In  1842,  he  resigned 
his  office  of  Stamp-Distributor,  and  Sir  Robert 
Peel  had  the  honor  of  putting  him  upon  the  civil 
list  for  a  pension  of  £  300.  In  1843,  he  was  ap- 
pointed Laureate,  with  the  express  understanding 
that  it  was  a  tribute  of  respect,  involving  no  duties 
except  such  as  might  be  self-imposed.     His  only 
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olRcial  production  was  an  Ode  for  the  installation 
of  Prince  Albert  as  Chancellor  of  the  University 
of  Cambridge.  His  life  was  prolonged  yet  seven 
years,  almost,  it  might  seem,  that  he  might  receive 
that  honor  which  he  had  truly  conquered  for  him- 
self by  the  unflinching  bravery  of  a  literary  life 
of  half  a  century,  unparalleled  for  the  scorn  with 
which  its  labors  were  received,  and  the  victorious 
acknowledgments  which  at  last  croAvrned  them. 
Surviving  nearly  all  his  contemporaries,  he  had, 
if  ever  any  man  had,  a  foretaste  of  immortality, 
enjoying  m  a  sort  his  own  posthumous  renown, 
for  the  hardy  slowness  of  its  growth  gave  a  safe 
pledge  of  its  lastingness.  He  died  on  the  23d  of 
April,  1850,  the  anniversary  of  the  deaths  of 
Shakespeare  and  Cervantes. 

We  have  thus  briefly  sketched  the  life  of 
Wordsworth,  a  life  uneventful  even  for  a  man  of 
letters  ;  a  life  like  that  of  an  oak,  of  quiet  self-de- 
velopment, throwing  out  stronger  roots  toward  the 
side  whence  the  prevailing  storm-blasts  blow,  and 
of  tougher  fibre  in  proportion  to  the  rocky  nature 
of  the  soil  in  which  it  grows.  The  life  and 
growth  of  his  mind,  and  the  influences  which 
shaped  it,  are  to  be  looked  for,  even  more  than  is 
the  case  with  most  poets,  in  his  works,  for  he  de- 
liberately recorded  them  there. 

Of  his  personal  characteristics  little  is  related. 
He  wiis  somewhat  above  the  middle  height,  but, 
according  to  De  Quincey,  of  indifferent  figure,  the 
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ihoulders  being  narrow  and  drooping.  His  finest 
feature  was  the  eye,  which  was  gray  and  full  of 
spiritual  light.  Leigh  Hunt  says  :  "  I  never  be- 
held eyes  that  looked  so  inspired,  so  supernatui-a). 
They  were  like  fires,  half  burning,  half  smoulder- 
ing, with  a  sort  of  acrid  fixture  of  regard.  One 
might  imagine  Ezekiel  or  Isaiah  to  have  had 
such  eyes."  The  best  likeness  of  him,  in  De 
Quincey's  judgment,  is  the  portrait  of  Milton  pre- 
fixed to  Richardson's  notes  on  Paradise  Lost. 
He  was  active  in  his  habits,  composing  in  the 
open  air,  and  generally  dictating  his  poems.  His 
daily  life  was  regular,  simple,  and  frugal ;  his 
manners  were  dignified  and  kindly  ;  and  in  his  let- 
ters and  recorded  conversations  it  is  remarkable 
how  little  that  was  personal  entered  into  his  judg- 
ment of  contemporaries. 

The  true  rank  of  Wordsworth  among  poets  is 
perhaps  not  even  yet  to  be  fairly  estimated,  so 
hard  is  it  to  escape  into  the  quiet  hall  of  judgment 
uninflamed  by  the  tumult  of  partisanship  which 
besets  the  doors.  Fortunately,  our  providce  here 
is  not  chiefly  that  of  critic. 

Coming  to  manhood,  predetermined  to  be  a 
great  poet,  at  a  time  when  the  artificial  school  of 
poetry  -was  enthroned  with  all  the  authority  of 
long  succession  and  undisputed  legitimacy,  it  was 
almost  inevitable  that  Wordsworth,  who,  both  by 
nature  and  judgment  was  a  rebel  against  the  ex- 
isting order,  should  become  a  partisan.     Unfor^ 
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iunately,  he  became  not  onlj  the  partisan  of  « 
system,  but  of  William  Wordsworth  as  its  repre- 
sentative. Right  in  general  principle,  he  thus 
necessarily  became  wrong  in  particulars.  Justly 
convinced  that  greatness  only  achieves  its  ends  by 
implicitly  obeying  its  own  instincts,  he  perhaps 
reduced  the  following  hL^  instincts  too  much  to 
a  system,  mistook  his  own  resentments  for  the 
promptings  of  his  natural  genius,  and,  compelling 
principle  to  the  measure  of  his  own  temperament, 
or  even  of  the  controversial  exigency  of  the  mo- 
m'ent,  fell  sometimes  into  the  error  of  making 
naturalness  itself  artificial.  If  a  poet  resolve 
to  be  original,  it  will  end  commonly  in  his  being 
merely  peculiar. 

Wordsworth  himself  departed  more  and  more 
in  practice,  as  he  grew  older,  from  the  theories 
which  he  had  laid  down  in  his  prefaces ;  but 
those  theories  undoubtedly  had  a  great  effect  in 
retarding  the  growth  of  his  fame.  He  had 
carefully  constructed  a  pair  of  spectacles  through 
which  his  earher  poems  were  to  be  studied,  and 
the  public  insisted  on  looking  through  them  at 
bis  mature  works,  and  were  consequently  un- 
able to  see  fairly  what  required  a  different  fo- 
cus. He  forced  his  readers  to  come  to  bis 
poems  with  a  certain  amount  of  conscious  prep- 
aration, and  thus  gave  them  beforehand  the 
impression  of  something  like  mechanical  artifice, 
and  deprived  them  of  the  contented  repose  of  ini- 
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plidt  faith.  To  the  child  a  watch  seems  to  be  a 
living  creature ;  but  Wordsworth  would  not  let  his 
readers  be  children,  and  did  injustice  to  himself 
bj  giving  them  an  uneasy  doubt  whether  creations 
which  really  throbbed  with  the  very  heart's-blood 
of  genius,  and  were  alive  with  nature's  life  of  life, 
were  not  contrivances  of  wheels  and  springs.  A 
naturalness  which  we  are  told  to  expect  has  lost 
the  crowning  grace  of  nature.  The  men  who 
walked  in  Cornelius  Agrippa's  visionary  gardens 
had  probably  no  more  pleasurable  emotion  than 
that  of  a  shallow  wonder,  or  an  equally  shallow 
self-satisfaction  in  thinking  they  had  hit  upon  the 
secret  of  the  thaumaturgy ;  but  to  an  oak  that  has 
grown  as  God  willed  we  come  without  a  theory 
and  with  no  botanical  predilections,  enjoying  it 
simply  and  thankfully ;  or  the  Imagination  recre- 
ates for  us  its  past  summers  and  winters,  the  birds 
that  have  nested  and  sung  in  it,  the  sheep  that 
have  clustered  in  its  shade,  the  winds  that  have 
visited  it,  the  cloud-bergs  that  have  drifted  over 
it,  and  the  snows  that  have  ermined  it  in  wmter. 
The  Imagination  is  a  faculty  that  flouts  at  fore- 
ordination,  and  Wordsworth  seemed  to  do  all  he 
eould  to  cheat  his  readers  of  her  company  by  lay- 
ing out  paths  with  a  peremptory  Do  not  step  off  the 
gravel!  at  the  opening  of  each,  and  preparing  pit- 
falls for  every  conceivable  emotion,  with  guide- 
hoards  to  tell  each  when  and  where  it  must  he 
caught. 
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But  if  these  things  stood  in  the  waj  of  imnie* 
diate  appreciation,  he  had  another  theory  whicb 
interferes  more  seriously  with  the  total  and  perma- 
nent effect  of  his  poems.  He  was  theoretically 
determined  not  only  to  be  a  philosophic  poet,  but 
to  be  a  great  philosophic  poet,  and  to  this  end  he 
must  produce  an  epic  Leaving  aside  the  ques- 
tion whether  the  epic  is  obsolete  or  not,  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  the  history  of  a  single  man's 
mind  is  universal  enough  in  its  interest  to  furnish 
all  the  requirements  of  the  epic  machinery,  and 
it  may  be  more  than  doubted  whether  a  poet's 
philosophy  be  ordinary  metaphysics,  divisible  into 
chapter  and  section.  It  is  rather  something  which 
is  more  energetic  in  a  word  than  in  a  whole  trea^ 
tise,  and  our  hearts  unclose  themselves  instinc- 
tively at  its  simple  Open  sesame!  while  they  would 
stand  firm  against  the  reading  of  the  whole  body  of 
philosophy.  In  point  of  fact,  the  one  element  of 
greatness  which  "The  Excursion  "  possesses  indis- 
putably is  heaviness.  It  is  only  the  episodes  that 
are  universally  read,  and  the  effect  c£  these  is  di- 
luted by  the  connecting  and  accompanying  lectures 
on  metaphysics.  Wordsworth  had  his  epic  mould 
to  fill,  and,  like  Benvenuto  Cellini  in  casting  his 
Perseus,  was  forced  to  throw  in  everything,  de- 
basing the  metal,  lest  it  should  run  short  Sep- 
arated from  the  rest,  the  episodes  are  perfect 
poems  in  their  kind,  and  without  example  in  tha 
language. 
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It  cannot  be  denied  tbat  in  Wordsworth  the 
rery  highest  powers  of  the  poetic  mind  were  asao- 
eiated  with  a  certain  tendency  to  the  difinse  and 
commonplace.  It  is  in  the  Understanding  (always 
prosaic)  that  the  great  golden  veins  of  his  imagi- 
nation are  imbedded.  He  wrote  too  much  to  write 
always  well ;  for  it  is  not  a  great  Xerxes-army  of 
words,  but  a  compact  Greek  ten  thousand,  that 
march  safely  down  to  posterity.  He  set  tasks  to 
his  divine  faculty,  which  is  much  the  same  as  try- 
ing to  make  Jove's  eagle  do  the  service  of  a  cluck- 
ing hen.  Throughout  «  The  Prelude  "  and  *«  The 
Excursion  "  he  seems  striving  to  bind  the  wizard 
Imagination  with  the  sand-ropes  of  dry  disquisi- 
tion, and  to  have  forgotten  the  potent  spell-word 
which  would  make  the  particles  cohere.  There 
is  an  arenaceous  quality  in  the  style  which  makes 
progress  wearisome.  Yet  with  what  splendors  as 
of  mountain-sunsets  are  we  rewarded !  what  gold- 
en rounds  of  verse  do  we  not  see  stretching  heav- 
enward with  angels  ascending  and  descending! 
what  haunting  melodies  hover  around  us  deep 
and  eternal  like  the  undying  barytone  of  the  sea  I 
and  if  we  are  compelled  to  fare  through  sands  and 
desert  wildernesses,  how  often  do  we  not  hear  airy 
shapes  that  syllable  our  names  with  a  startling 
personal  appeal  to  our  highest  consciousness  and 
our  noblest  aspiration,  such  as  we  wait  for  in  vain 
in  any  other  poet  I 

Take  from  Wordsworth  all  which  an  honest 
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criticism  cannot  but  allow,  and  what  is  lefl  wiD 
show  how  truly  great  he  was.  He  had  no  humor, 
no  dramatic  power,  and  his  temperament  was  of 
that  dry  and  juiceless  quality,  that  in  all  his  pub- 
lished correspondence  you  shall  not  find  a  letter, 
but  only  essays.  If  we  consider  carefully  where 
he  was  most  successful,  'we  shall  find  that  it  was 
not  so  much  in  description  of  natural  scenery,  or 
delineation  of  character,  as  in  vivid  expression  of 
the  effect  produced  by  external  objects  and  events 
upon  his  own  mind,  and  of  the  shape  and  hue 
(perhaps  momentary)  which  they  in  turn  took 
from  his  mood  or  temperament  His  finest  pas- 
sages are  always  monologues.  He  had  a  fondness 
for  particulars,  and  there  are  parts  of  his  poems 
which  remind  us  of  local  histories  in  the  undue 
relative  importance  given  to  trivial  matters.  He 
was  the  historian  of  Wqrdsworthshire.  This  power 
of  particularization  (for  it  is  as  truly  a  power  as 
generalization)  is  what  gives  such  vigor  and  great- 
ness to  single  lines  and  sentiments  of  Wordsworth, 
and  to  poems  developing  a  single  thought  or  word. 
It  was  this  that  made  him  so  fond  of  tlie  sonnet. 
His  mind  had  not  that  reach  and  elemental  move- 
ment of  Milton's,  which,  like  the  trade-wind, 
gathered  to  itself  thoughts  and  images  like  state- 
ly fleets  from  every  quarter;  some  deep  with 
silks  and  spicery,  some  brooding  over  the  silent 
thunders  of  their  battailous  armaments,  but  all 
iwept  forward  in  their  destined  track,  over  th« 
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long  billows  of  his  verse,  every  inch  of  canvas 
strained  by  the  unifying  breath  of  their  common 
epic  impulse.  It  was  an  organ  that  Milton  mas« 
tered,  mighty  in  compass,  capable  equally  of  the 
trumpet's  ardors  or  the  sUm  delicacy  of  the  flute, 
and  sometimes  it  bursts  forth  in  great  crashes 
through  his  prose,  as  if  he  touched  it  for  solace  in 
the  intervals  of  his  toil.  If  Wordsworth  some- 
times puts  the  trumpet  to  his  lips,  yet  he  lays  it 
aside  soon  and  willingly  for  his  appropriate  instru- 
ment, the  pastoral  reed.  And  it  is  not  one  that 
grew  by  any  vulgar  stream,  but  that  which  Apol- 
lo breathed  through,  tending  the  flocks  of  Adme- 
tus,  —  that  which  Pan  endowed  with  every  melody 
of  the  visible  universe,  —  the  same  in  which  the 
soul  of  the  despairing  nymph  took  refuge  and  gift- 
ed with  her  dual  nature,  —  so  that  ever  and  anon^ 
amid  the  notes  of  human  joy  or  sorrow,  there 
oomes  suddenly  a  deeper  and  almost  awful  tone, 
tnrilling  us  into  dim  consciousness  of  a  forgotten 
divinity. 

None  of  our  great  poets  can  be  called  popular 
in  any  exact  sense  of  the  word,  for  the  highest 
poetry  deals  with  thoughts  and  emotions  which 
inhabit,  like  rarest  sea-mosses,  the  doubtful  limits 
of  that  shore  between  our  abiding  divine  and  our 
fluctuating  human  nature,  rooted  in  the  one,  but 
living  in  the  other,  seldom  laid  bare,  and  otherwise 
visible  only  at  exceptional  moments  of  entii'e  calm 
«nd  clearness.     Of  no  other  poet  except  Shake- 
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jpeare  have  so  many  phrases  become  household 
words  as  of  Wordsworth.  If  Pope  has  made  cur- 
rent more  epigrams  of  worldly  wisdom,  to  Words- 
worth belongs  the  nobler  praise  of  having  defined 
for  us,  and  given  us  for  a  daily  possession,  those 
faint  and  vague  suggestions  of  other-worldliness  of 
whose  gentle  ministry  with  our  baser  nature  the 
hurry  and  bustle  of  life  scarcely  ever  allowed  us 
to  be  conscious.  He  has  won  for  himself  a  secure 
immortality  by  a  depth  of  intuition  which  makes 
only  the  best  minds  at  their  best  hours  worthy, 
or  indeed  capable,  of  his  companionship,  and  by 
a  homely  sincerity  of  human  sympathy  which 
reaches  the  humblest  heart  Our  language  owes 
him  gratitude  for  the  purity  and  abstinence  of  his 
style,  and  we  who  speak  it,  for  having  embold- 
ened us  to  take  delight  in  simple  things,  and  to 
trust  ourselves  to  our  own  instincts.  And  he  hath 
his  reward.     It  needs  not  to  bid 

**  Renowned  Spenser  lie  a  thought  more  nigh 
To  learned  Chaucer,  and  rare  Beaumont  lie 
A  little  nearer  Spenser";  — 

for  there  is  no  fear  of  crowding  in  that  little  soci- 
ety with  whom  he  is  now  enrolled  as  fifth  in  the 
luccession  of  the  great  English  Poets. 
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Of  the  Poems  in  this  class,  "  The  Evening  Walk"  and 
"Descriptivk  Sketches"  were  first  published  in  1793. 
They  are  reprinted  with  some  altcmtions  that  were  chiefly 
made  very  soon  after  theur  publication. 

This  notice,  which  was  written  some  time  ago,  scarcely  ap- 
plies to  the  Poem,  "  Descriptive  Sketches,"  as  it  now  stands. 
The  corrections,  thougli  numerous,  are  not,  however,  such  as 
to  prevent  its  retaining  with  propriety  a  place  in  the  class  ol 
Javenile  Pieces. 
1886. 


I. 
EXTRACT 


nwm  THE   CONCLUSION   OP  A  POEM,  COMPOSED  IN  AMTHH* 
PATION  OP  LEAVING  SCHOOL. 

Dear  native  regions,  I  foretell, 
From  what  I  feel  at  this  farewell. 
That,  wheresoe*er  my  steps  may  tend, 
And  whensoe'er  my  course  shall  end, 
If  in  that  hour  a  single  tie 
Survive  of  local  sympathy. 
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My  soul  will  cast  the  backward  view, 
The  louging  look  alone  on  you. 

Thus,  while  the  Sun  sinks  down  to  rest 
Far  in  the  regions  of  the  west, 
Though  to  the  vale  no  parting  beam 
Be  given,  not  one  memorial  gleam, 
A  lingering  light  he  fondly  throws 
On  the  dear  hills  where  first  he  rose. 


1786 


II. 

WBrmm  nr  vert  early  youth. 

Calm  is  all  nature  as  a  resting  wheel. 

The  kine  are  couched  upon  the  dewy  grass ; 

The  horse  alone,  seen  dimly  as  I  pass, 

Is  cropping  audibly  his  later  meal : 

Dark  is  the  ground ;  a  slumber  seems  to  steal 

O'er  vale,  and  mountain,  and  the  starless  sky. 

Now,  in  this  blank  of  things,  a  harmony. 

Home-felt,  and  home-created,  comes  to  heal 

That  grief  for  which  the  senses  still  supply 

Fresh  food  ;  for  only  then,  when  memory 

Is  hushed,  am  I  at  rest.     My  Friends  !  restrain 

Those  busy  cares  that  would  allay  my  pain ; 

Oh !  leave  me  to  myself,  nor  let  me  feel 

The  officious  touch  that  makes  me  droop  again 
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ni. 
AN  EVENING  WALK. 

ADDBESSED  TO  A  YOUNO  LADT. 

Qsneral  Sketch  of  the  Lakes.  —  Author's  Regret  of  his  Youth 
which  was  passed  amongst  them.  —  Short  Description  of 
Noon.  —  Cascade.  —  Noontide  Retreat.  —  Precipice  and  slop- 
ing Lights.  —  Face  of  Nature  as  the  Sun  declines.  —  Moun- 
tain Farm,  and  the  Ck)ck.  —  Slate-Quarry.  —  Sunset.  —  Su- 
perstition of  the  Country  connected  with  that  Moment. 
—  Swans.  —  Female  Beggar. —  Twilight  Sounds.  —  Western 
Lights.  —  Spirits.  —  Night —  Moonlight.  —  Hope.  —  Night 
Sounds.  —  Conclusion. 

Fab  from  my  dearest  Friend,  *t  is  mine  to  rove 
Through  bare  graj  dell,  high  wood,  and  pastoral 

cove; 
Where  Derwent  rests,  and  listens  to  the  roar 
That  stuns  the  tremulous  cliffs  of  high  Lodore ; 
Where  peace  to  Grasraere's  lonely  island  leads. 
To  willowy  hedge-rows,  and  to  emerald  meads ; 
Leads  to  her  bridge,  rude  church,  and  cottaged 

grounds. 
Her  rocky  sheep  walks,  and  her  woodland  bounds ; 
Where,  undisturbed  by  winds,  Winander*  sleeps, . 
"Mid  clustering  isles,  and  holly-sprinkled  steeps ; 
Where  twilight  glens  endear  my  Esthwaite's  shore, 
And  memory  of  departed  pleasures,  more. 

*  These  lines  are  only  applicable  to  the  middle  part  of  that 
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Fair  scenes,  erewhile,  I  taught,  a  happy  child; 
The  echoes  of  your  rocks  my  carols  wild : 
Tlie  spirit  sought  not  then,  in  cherished  sadness, 
A  cloudy  substitute  for  failing  gladness, 
111  youth's  keen  eye  the  livelong  day  was  bright, 
The  sun  at  morning,  and  the  stars  at  night, 
Alike,  when  first  the  bittern's  hollow  bill 
Was  heard,  or  woodcocks*  roamed  the  moonlight 
hUl. 

In  thoughtless  gayety  I  coursed  the  plain, 
And  hope  itself  was  all  I  knew  of  pain ; 
For  then,  the  inexperienced  heart  would  beat 
At  times,  while  young  Content  forsook  her  seat, 
And  wild  Impatience,  pointing  upward,  showed, 
Through  passes  yet  unreached,  a  brighter  road. 
Alas  !  the  idle  tale  of  man  is  found 
Depicted  in  the  dial's  moral  round  ; 
Hope  with  reflection  blends  her  social  rays 
To  gild  the  total  tablet  of  his  days ; 
Yet  still,  the  sport  of  some  malignant  power, 
He  knows  but  from  its  shade  the  present  hour. 

But  why,  ungrateful,  dwell  on  idle  pain  ? 
To  show  what  pleasures  yet  to  me  remain, 
Say,  will  my  Friend,  with  unreluctant  ear. 
The  history  of  a  poet's  evening  hear  ? 


*  In  the  beginning  of  winter,  these  mountains  are  frequent 
ed  by  woodcocks,  which  in  dark  nights  retire  into  the  wood& 
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When,  in  the  south,  the  wan  noon,  brooding  still, 
Breathed  a  pale  steam  around  the  glaring  hill, 
And  shades  of  deep-embattled  clouds  were  seen, 
Spotting  the  northern  cliffs  with  lights  between ; 
When  crowding  cattle,  checked  by  rails  that  make 
A  fence  far  stretched  into  the  shallow  lake, 
Lashed  the  cool  water  with  their  restless  tails, 
Or  from  high  points  of  rock  looked  out  for  fanning 

gales; 
When  schoolboys  stretched  their  length  upon  the 

green; 
And  round  the  broad-spread  oak,  a  glimmering 

scene, 
In  the  rough  fern-clad  park,  the  herded  deer 
Shook  the  still-twinkling  tail  and  glancing  ear ; 
When  horses  in  the  sunburnt  intake  *  stood, 
And  vainly  eyed  below  the  tempting  flood, 
Or  tracked  the  passenger,  in  mute  distress, 
With  forward  neck  the  closing  gate  to  press  — 
Then,  while  I  wandered  where  the  huddling  rill 
Brightens  with  water-breaks  the  hollow  ghyllf 
As  by  enchantment,  an  obscure  retreat 
Opened  at  once,  and  stayed  my  devious  feet. 
While  thick  above  the  rill  the  branches  close, 
In  rocky  basin  its  wild  waves  repose, 
Diverted  shrubs,  and  moss  of  gloomy  green, 

*  The  word  intake  is  local,  and  signifies  a  mountain  In- 
closure. 

•  Ghyll  is  also,  I  believe,  a  term  confined  to  this  conntryi 
j^lijll,  and  dingle,  have  the  same  meaning. 
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Cling  from  the  rocks,  with  pale  wood-weeds  be- 
tween ; 
And  its  own  twilight  soflens  the  whole  scene, 
Save  where  alofl  the  subtle  sunbeams  shine 
On  withered  briers  that  o'er  the  crags  recline ; 
Save  where,  with  sparkling  foam,  a  small  cascade 
Illumines,  from  within,  the  leafy  shade ; 
Beyond,  along  the  vista  of  the  brook, 
Where  antique  roots  its  bustling  course  o'erlook. 
The  eye  reposes  on  a  secret  bridge,* 
Half  gray,  half  shagged  witji  ivy  to  its  ridge ; 
There,  bending  o*er  the  stream,  the  listless  swain 
Lingers  behind  his  disappearing  wain. 
—  Did  Sabine  grace  adorn  my  living  line, 
Blandusia's  praise,  wild  stream,  should  yield  to 

thine ! 
Never  shall  ruthless  minister  of  death 
'Mid  thy  soft  glooms  the  glittering  steel  unsheath ; 
No  goblets  shall,  for  thee,  be  crowned  with  flowers, 
No  kid  with  piteous  outcry  thrill  thy  bowers ; 
The  mystic  shapes  that  by  thy  margin  rove 
A  more  benignant  sacrifice  approve,  — 
A  mind,  that,  in  a  calm,  angelic  mood 
Of  happy  wisdom,  meditating  good, 
Beholds,  of  all  from  her  high  powers  required, 
Much  done,  and  much  designed,  and  more  desired,— 


*  The  reader  who  has  made  the  tour  of  this  country  will 
k^cognize,  in  this  description,  the  features  wliich  characteriM 
the  lower  waterfall  in  the  grounds  of  Rydal. 
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Harmonloas  thoughts,  a  soul  by  truth  refined, 
Entire  afTection  for  all  human  kind. 

Dear  Brook,  farewell !  To-morrow's  noon  again 
Shall  hide  me,  wooing  long  thy  wild-wood  strain ; 
But  now  the  sun  has  gained  his  western  road, 
And  eve's  mild  hour  invites  my  steps  abroad. 

While,  near  the  midway  cliff,  the  silvered  kite 
In  many  a  whistling  circle  wheels  her  flight ; 
Slant  watery  lights,  from  parting  clouds,  apace 
Travel  along  the  precipice's  base ; 
Cheering  its  naked  waste  of  scattered  stone, 
By  lichens  gray,  and  scanty  moss,  o'ergrown  ; 
Where  scarce  the  foxglove  peeps,  or  thistle's  beard, 
And  restless  stone-chat,  all  day  long,  is  heard. 

How  pleasant,  as  the  sun  declines,  to  view 
The  spacious  landscape  change  in  form  and  hue  I 
Here,  vanish,  as  in  mist,  before  a  flood 
Of  bright  obscurity,  hill,  lawn,  and  wood  ; 
There,  objects,  by  the  searching  beams  betrayed, 
Come  forth,  and  here  retire  in  purple  shade ; 
Even  the  white  stems  of  birch,  the  cottage  white, 
Soften  their  glare  before  the  mellow  light ; 
The  skiffs,  at  anchor  where  with  umbrage  wide 
Yon  chestnuts  half  the  latticed  boat-house  hide, 
Shed  from  their  sides,  that  face  the  sun's  slant  beami 
Strong  flakes  of  radiance  on  the  tremulous  stream ; 
Raised  by  yon  travelling  flock,  a  dusty  cloud 
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Mounts  from  the  road,  aod  spreads  its  moving 

shroud ; 
The  shepherd,  all  involved  in  wreaths  of  fire, 
Now  shows  a  shadowy  speck,  and  now  is  lost  entire 

Into  a  gradual  calm  the  breezes  sink, 
A  blue  rim  borders  all  the  lake's  still  brink ; 
There  doth  the  twinkling  aspen's  foliage  sleep, 
And  insects  clothe,  like  dust,  the  glassy  deep : 
And  now,  on  every  side,  the  surface  breaks 
Into  blue  spots,  and  slowly  lengthening  streaks ; 
Here,  plots  of  sparkling  water  tremble  bright 
With  thousand  thousand  twinkling  points  of  light ; 
There,  waves  that,  hardly  weltering,  die  away, 
Tip  their  smooth  ridges  with  a  softer  ray ; 
And  now  the  whole  wide  lake  in  deep  repose 
Is  hushed,  and  like  a  burnished  mirror  glows, 
Save  where,  along  the  shady  western  marge. 
Coasts,  with  industrious  oar,  the  charcoal  barge. 

Their  panniered  train  a  group  of  potters  goad, 
Winding  from  side  to  side  up  the  steep  road ; 
The  peasant,  from  yon  cliff  of  fearful  edge 
Shot,  down  the  headlong  path  darts  with  his  sledge ; 
Bright  beams  the  lonely  mountain-horse  illume, 
Feeding 'mid  purple  heath,  "green  rings,"*  and 

broom ; 
While  the  sharp  slope  the  slackened  team  confounds, 

•  "  Vivid  riugs  of  green." — G  kkkx  wood's  Pitem  on  SliooUnQ 
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Downward  the  ponderoas  timber-wain  resounds ; 
In  foamy  breaks  the  rill,  with  merry  song, 
Dashed  o'er  the 'rough  rock,  lightly  leaps  along; 
From  lonesome  chapel  at  the  mountain's  feet, 
Three  humble  bells  their  rustic  chime  repeat ; 
Sounds  from  the  water-side  the  hammered  boat ; 
And  blasted  quarry  thunders,  heard  remote  ! 

Even  here,  amid  the  sweep  of  endless  woods, 
Blue  pomp  of  lakes,  high  cliffs  and  falling  floods, 
Not  undelightful  are  the  simplest  charms. 
Found  by  the  grassy  door  of  mountain  farms. 

Sweetly  ferocious,*  round  his  native  walks, 
Pride  of  his  sister-wives,  the  monarch  stalks ; 
Spur-clad  his  nervous  feet,  and  firm  his  tread ; 
A  crest  of  purple  tops  the  warrior's  head. 
Bright  sparks  his  black  and  rolling  eyeball  hurls 
Afar,  his  tail  he  closes  and  unfurls ; 
On  tiptoe  reared,  he  strains  his  clarion  throat, 
Threatened  by  faintly  answering  farms  remote : 
Again  with  his  shrill  voice  the  mountain  rings, 
While,  flapped  with  conscious  pride,  resound  his 
wings! 

Where,  mixed  with  graceful  birch,  the  sombrous 
pine 

* "  Dolcemente  feroce."  —  Tasso.  In  this  description  of 
the  cock,  I  remembered  a  spirited  one  of  the  same  animal  in 
L*Agriciiltiire,  ou  les  Gtorgiques  Francoises,  of  M.  Rossunt 
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And  yew-tree  o'er  the  silver  rocks  recline ; 
I  love  to  mark  the  quarry's  moving  trains, 
Dwarf  panniered  steeds,  and  men,  and  numerooi 

wains : 
How  busy  all  the  enormous  hive  within, 
While  Echo  dallies  with  its  various  din ! 
Some  (hear  you  not  their  chisels' clinking  sound?) 
Toil,  small  as  pigmies  in  the  gulf  profound ; 
Some,  dim  between  the  lofty  cliffs  descried, 
O'erwalk  the  slender  plank  from  side  to  side ; 
These,  by  the  pale-blue  rocks  that  ceaseless  ring, 
In  airy  baskets  hanging,  work  and  sing. 

Just  where  a  cloud  above  the  mountain  rears 
An  edge  all  flame,  the  broadening  sun  appears ; 
A  long  blue  bar  its  aBgis  orb  divides, 
And  breaks  the  spreading  of  its  golden  tides ; 
And  now  that  orb  has  touched  the  purple  steep 
Whose  softened  image  penetrates  the  deep. 
*Cross  the  calm  lake's  blue  shades  the  cliffs  aspire, 
With  towers  and  woods,  a  "  prospect  all  on  fire  " : 
While  coves  and  secret  hollows,  through  a  ray 
Of  fainter  gold,  a  purple  gleam  betray. 
Each  slip  of  lawn  the  broken  rocks  between 
Shines  in  the  light  with  more  than  earthly  green  : : 
Deep  yellow  beams  the  scattered  stems  illume. 
Far  in  the  level  forest's  central  gloom : 
Waving  his  hat,  the  shepherd,  from  the  vale, 
Directs  his  winding  dog  the  cliffs  to  scale,  ^- 
The  dog,  loud  barking,  'raid  the  glittering  rocks. 
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Hunts,  where  his  master  pomts,  the  intercepted 

flocks. 
Where  oaks  o'erhang  the  road,  the  radiance  shoots 
On  tawny  earth,  wild  weeds,  and  twisted  roots ; 
The  druid-stones  a  brightened  ring  unfold ; 
And  all  the  babbling  brooks  are  liquid  gold ; 
Sunk  to  a  curve,  the  day-star  lessens  still, 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  and  drops  behind  the  hilL* 

In  these  secluded  vales,  if  village  fame. 
Confirmed  by  hoary  hairs,  belief  may  claim. 
When  up  the  hills,  as  now,  retired  the  light, 
Strange  apparitions  mocked  the  shepherd's  sight 

The  form  appears  of  one  that  spurs  his  steed 
Midway  along  the  hill  with  desperate  speed ; 
Unhurt  pursues  his  lengthened  ilight,  while  all 
Attend,  at  every  stretch,  his  headlong  fall. 
Anon,  appears  a  brave,  a  gorgeous  show 
Of  horsemen-shadows  moving  to  and  fro ; 
At  intervals  imperial  banners  stream. 
And  now  the  van  reflects  the  solar  beam ; 
The  rear  through  iron  brown  betrays  a  sullen  gleam. 
While  silent  stands  the  admiring  crowd  below, 
Silent  the  visionary  warriors  go. 
Winding  in  ordered  pomp  their  upward  way,t 

*  Fiom  Thomson. 

t  See  a  description  of  an  appearance  of  this  kind  in  Clark's 
Sonrey  of  the  Lakei^  accompanied  by  youcliers  of  its  vera- 
"sity,  that  may  amuse  the  render. 
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Till  the  last  banner  of  their  long  array 
Has  disappeared,  and  every  trace  is  fled 
Of  splendor  —  save  the  beacon's  spiry  head 
Tipt  with  eve's  latest  gleam  of  burning  red. 

Now,  while  the  solemn  evening  shadows  sail. 
On  slowly  waving  pinions,  down  the  vale ; 
And,  fronting  the  bright  west,  yon  oak  entwines 
Its  darkening  boughs  and  leaves,  in  stronger  lines 
*Tis  pleasant  near  the  tranquil  lake  to  stray, 
Where,  winding  on  along  some  secret  bay. 
The  swan  uplifts  his  chest,  and  backward  flings 
His  neck,  a  varying  arch,  between  his  towering 

wings : 
The  eye  that  marks  the  gliding  creature  sees 
How  graceful,  pride  can  be,  and  how  majestic,  ease. 
While  tender  cares  and  mild  domestic  loves 
With  furtive  watch  pursue  her  as  she  moves, 
The  female  with  a  meeker  charm  succeeds. 
And  her  brown  little  ones  around  her  leads, 
Nibbling  the  water-lilies  as  they  pass. 
Or  playing  wanton  with  the  floating  grass. 
She,  in  a  mother's  care,  her  beauty's  pride 
Forgetting,  calls  the  wearied  to  her  side ; 
Alternately  they  mount  her  back,  and  rest 
Close  by  her  mantling  wings'  embraces  prest. 

Long  may  they  float  upon  this  flood  serene  ; 
Theirs  be  these  holms  untrodden,  still,  and  green, 
Where  leafy  shades  fence  olF  the  blustering  gale, 
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And  breathes  in  peace  the  lily  of  the  vale ! 
Yon  isle,  which  feels  not  even  the  milkmaid's  feet, 
Yet  hears  her  song, "  by  distance  made  more  svjeet," 
Yon  isle  conceals  their  home,  their  hut-like  bower 
Green  water-rushes  overspread  the  floor ; 
Long  grass  and  willows  form  the  woven  wall, 
And  swings  above  the  roof  the  poplar  talL 
Thence  issuing  oflen  with  unwieldy  stalk. 
They  crush  with  broad  black  feet  their  flowery 

walk ; 
Or,  from  the  neighboring  water,  hear  at  mom 
The  hound,  the  horse's  tread,  and  mellow  horn ; 
Involve  their  serpent-necks  in  changeful  rings, 
Rolled  wantonly  between  their  slippery  wings, 
Or,  starting  up  with  noise  and  rude  delight. 
Force  half  upon  the  wave  their  cumbrous  flight 

Fair  Swan !  by  all  a  mother's  joys  caressed, 
Haply  some  wretch  has  eyed,  and  called  thee 

blessed ; 
When  with  her  infants,  from  some  shady  seat 
By  the  lake's  edge,  she  rose  —  to  face  the  noontidfl 

heat; 
Or  taught  their  limbs  along  the  dusty  road 
A  few  short  steps  to  totter  with  their  load. 

I  see  her  now,  denied  to  lay  her  head. 
On  cold  blue  nights,  in  hut  or  straw-built  shed, 
Turn  to  a  silent  smile  their  sleepy  cry, 
By  pointing  to  the  gliding  moon  on  high. 
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*— When  low-huDg  clouds  each  star  of  summer 

hide, 
And  fireless  are  the  valleys  far  and  wide, 
Where  the  brook  brawls  along  the  public  road 
Dark  with  bat-haunted  ashes  strefching  broad, 
0(1  has  she  taught  them  on  her  lap  to  laj 
The  shining  glow-worm ;  or,  in  heedless  play, 
Toss  it  from  hand  to  hand,  disquieted ; 
While  others,  not  unseen,  are  free  to  shed 
Green  unmolested  light  upon  their  mossy  bed. 

Oh  I  when  the  sleety  showers  her  path  assail. 
And  like  a  torrent  roars  the  headstrong  gale  ; 
No  more  her  breath  can  thaw  their  fingers  cold, 
Their  frozen  arms  her  neck  no  more  can  fold ; 
Weak  roof  a  cowering  form  two  babes  to  shield, 
And  faint  the  fire  a  dying  heart  can  yield  1 

ress  the  sad  kiss,  fond  mother  !  vainly  fears 
Thy  flooded  cheek  to  wet  them  with  its  tears ; 
No  tears  can  chill  them,  and  no  bosom  warms, 
Thy  breast  their  death-bed,  coffined  in  thine  arms ! 

Sweet  are  the  sounds  that  mingle  from  afar. 
Heard  by  calm  lakes,  as  peeps  the  folding  star. 
Where  the  duck  dabbles  'mid  the  rustling  sedge, 
And  feeding  pike  starts  from  the  water's  edge, 
Or  the  swan  stirs  the  reeds,  his  neck  and  bill 
Wetting,  that  drip  upon  the  water  still ; 
And  heron,  as  resounds  the  trodden  shore, 
Shoots  upward,  darting  his  long  neck  beforet 
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Now,  with  religioas  awe,  the  farewell  light 
Blends  with  the  solemn  coloring  of  night ; 
Tllid  groves  of  clouds  that  crest  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  round  the  west's  proud  lodge  their  shadows 

throw, 
Like  Una  shining  on  her  gloomy  way, 
The  half-seen  form  of  Twilight  roams  astray ; 
Shedding,  through  paly  loopholes  mild  and  small. 
Gleams  that  upon  the  lake's  still  bosom  fall ; 
Soft  o'er  the  surface  creep  those  lustres  pale. 
Tracking  the  motions  of  the  fitful  gale. 
With  restless  interchange,  at  once  the  bright 
Wins  on  the  shade,  the  shade  upon  the  light. 
No  favored  eye  was  e'er  allowed  to  gaze 
On  lovelier  spectacle  in  faery  days  ; 
When  gentle  Spirits  urged  a  sportive  chase, 
Brushing  with  lucid  wands  the  water's  face ; 
While  music,  stealing  round  the  glinmiering  deeps, 
Charmed  the  tall  circle  of  the  enchanted  steeps. 
— ^The  lights  are  vanished  from  the  watery  plains . 
No  wreck  of  all  the  pageantry  remains. 
Unheeded  night  has  overcome  the  vales : 
On  the  dark  earth  the  wearied  vision  fails ; 
The  latest  lingerer  of  the  forest  train. 
The  lone  black  fir,  forsakes  the  faded  plain ; 
Last  evening  sight^  the  cottage  smoke,  no  more, 
Lost  in  the  thickened  darkness,  glimmers  hoar  ; 
And,  towering  from  the  sullen  dark-brown  mere, 
Like  a  black  wall,  the  mountain  steeps  appear. 
—  Now  o'er  the  soothed,  accordant  heart  we  feel 
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A  sympathetic  twilight  slowly  steal, 

And  ever,  as  we  fondly  muse,  we  find 

The  soft  gloom  deepening  on  the  tranquil  mind. 

Stay !  pensive,  sadly-pleasing  visions,  stay  I 

Ah  no !  as  fades  the  vale,  they  fade  away : 

Yet  still  the  tender,  vacant  gloom  remains ; 

Still  the  cold  cheek  its  shuddering  tear  retains. 

The  bird,  who  ceased,  with  fading  light,  to  thread 
Silent  the  hedge  or  steamy  rivulet's  bed, 
From  his  gray  re-appearing  tower  shall  soon 
Salute  with  gladsome  note  the  rising  moon. 
While  with  a  hoary  light  she  frosts  the  ground, 
And  pours  a  deeper  blue  to  -Other's  bound ; 
Pleased,  as  she  moves,  her  pomp  of  clouds  to  fold 
In  robes  of  azure,  fleecy-white,  and  gold. 

Above  yon  eastern  hill,  where  darkness  broods 
O'er  all  its  vanished  dells,  and  lawns,  and  woods ; 
Where  but  a  mass  of  shade  the  sight  can  trace. 
Even  now  she  shows,  half  veiled,  her  lovely  face : 
Across  the  gloomy  valley  flings  her  light. 
Far  to  the  western  slopes  with  hamlets  white ; 
And  gives,  where  woods  the  checkered  upland  strew, 
To  the  green  corn  of  summer,  autumn's  hue. 

Thus  Hope,  first  pouring  from  her  blessed  horn 
Her  dawn,  far  lovelier  than  the  moon's  own  mom 
Till  higher  mounted,  strives  in  vain  to  cheer 
The  weary  hills,  impervious,  blackening  near ; 
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Yet  does  she  still,  undaunted,  throw  the  while 
On  darling  spots  remote  her  tempting  smile. 

Even  now  she  decks  for  me  a  distant  scene, 
(For  dark  and  broad  the  gulf  of  time  between,) 
Gilding  that  cottage  with  her  fondest  ray, 
(Sole  bourn,  sole  wish,  sole  object  of  my  way ; 
How  fair  its  lawns  and  sheltering  woods  appear ! 
How  sweet  its  streamlet  murmurs  in  mine  ear!) 
Where  we,  my  Friend,  to  happy  days  shall  rise, 
nil  our  small  share  of  hardly  paining  sighs 
(For  sighs  will  ever  trouble  human  breath) 
Creep  hushed  into  the  tranquil  breast  of  death. 

But  now  the  clear  bright  Moon  her  zenith  gains, 
And,  rimy  without  speck,  extend  the  plains : 
The  deepest  cleft  the  mountain's  front  displays 
Scarce  hides  a  shadow  from  her  searching  rays ; 
From  the  dark-blue  faint  silvery  threads  divide 
The  hills,  while  gleams  below  the  azure  tide  ; 
Time   softly  treads ;    throughout  the   landscape 

breathes 
A  peace  enlivened,  not  disturbed,  by  wreaths 
Of  charcoal-smoke,  that,  o'er  the  fallen  wood. 
Steal  down  the  hill,  and  spread  along  the  flood. 

The  song  of  mountain  streams,  unheard  by  day 
Now  hardly  heard,  beguiles  my  homeward  way. 
Air  listens,  like  the  sleeping  water,  still. 
To  catch  the  spiritual  music  of  the  hill, 
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Broke  only  by  the  slow  clock  tolling  deep, 
Or  shout  that  wakes  the  ferry-man  from  sleep, 
The  echoed  hoof  nearing  the  distant  shore, 
The  boat's  first  motion,  made  with  dashing  oai ; 
Sound  of  closed  gate,  across  the  water  borne, 
Hurrying  the  timid  hare  through  rustling  com  ; 
The  sportive  outcry  of  the  mocking  owl ; 
And  at  long  intervals  the  mill-dog's  howl  ; 
The  distant  forge's  swinging  thump  profound  ; 
Or  yell,  in  the  deep  woods,  of  lonely  hound. 

17S7-M 


IV. 

LINES 

WBTTTEN  WHILE  SAILING  IN  A  BOAT  AT  BVENIVO. 

How  richly  glows  the  water's  breast 
Before  us,  tinged  with  evening  hues. 
While,  facing  thus  the  crimson  west. 
The  boat  her  silent  course  pursues  ! 
And  see  how  dark  the  backward  stream, 
A  little  moment  past  so  smiling ! 
And  still,  perhaps,  with  faithless  gleam 
Some  other  loiterers  beguiling. 

Such  views  the  youthful  Bard  allure; 
But,  heedless  of  the  following  gloom, 
He  deems  their  colors  shall  endure 
Till  peace  go  with  him  to  the  tomb. 
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—And  let  him  nurse  his  fond  deceit, 
And  what  if  he  must  die  in  sorrow  I 
Who  would  not  cherish  dreams  so  sweet, 
Though  grief  and  pain  may  tome  to  morrow? 

1789. 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  COLLINS, 

O0MFO8ED  UF02ff  THS  THAMES  NXAB  lUCHXOHD. 

Glide  gently,  thus  for  ever  glide, 
O  Thames  I  that  other  hards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  side 
As  now,  fair  river  I  come  to  me. 
O,  glide,  fair  stream !  for  ever  so 
Thy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing. 
Till  all  our  minds  for  ever  flow 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 

Vain  thought  I  —  Yet  be  as  now  thou  art, 

Tliat  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 

The  image  of  a  poet's  heart. 

How  bright,  how  solemn,  how  serene  ! 

Sui;h  as  did  once  the  Poet  bless. 

Who,  murmuring  here  a  later  ♦  ditty, 

*  CoUins's  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Thomson,  the  Inst  written,  1 
believe,  of  the  poems  wliich  were  published  during  his  life 
tixne.    This  Ode  is  also  alluded  to  in  the  next  stanza. 
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Could  find  no  refuge  from  distress 
But  in  the  milder  grief  of  pity. 

Now  let  us,  as  we  float  along, 
For  htm  suspend  the  dashing  oar ; 
And  pray  that  never  child  of  song 
May  know  that  Poet's  sorrows  more. 
How  calm  !  how  still !  the  only  sound. 
The  dripping  of  the  oar  suspended  I 
•—The  evening  darkness  gathers  round. 
By  virtue's  holiest  Powers  attended. 

1789^ 


VI. 
DESCRIPTIVE  SKETCHES 

TAKXN 
DURING  A  PEDESTRIAN  TOUR  AMONG  THE  ALPti 


TO 
THE  REV.  ROBERT  JONES, 

PKLLOW  OF  8T.  JOHN'S  COLLEGE,  CAHBRIDOB. 


Dear  Sir:— 

However  desirous  I  might  have  been  <if  giving  yoa  proofo  of 

/he  high  place  you  hold  in  my  esteem,  I  should  have  beeo 

cautious  of  wounding  your  delicacy  by  thus  publicly  address- 

mg  you,  had  not  the  circumstance  of  our  having  been  corn- 
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panions  among  the  Alps  seemed  to  give  tiiis  dedication  ■ 
pfopriety  sufficient  to  do  away  any  scruples  which  your  mod 
atty  might  otherwise  have  suggested. 

In  inscribing  this  little  work  to  you,  I  consult  my  heart. 
Tou  know  well  how  great  is  the  diflference  between  two  com- 
panions lolling  in  a  post-cluiise,  and  two  travellers  plodding 
slowly  along  the  road,  side  by  side,  each  with  his  little  knap 
sock  of  necessaries  upon  his  shoulders.  How  much  more  of 
heart  between  the  two  latter! 

I  am  happy  in  being  conscious  that  I  shall  have  one  readei 
who  will  approach  the  conclusion  of  these  few  pages  with  re- 
gret. You  they  must  certainly  interest,  in  reminding  yon  of 
moments  to  wliich  }tra  can  hardly  look  back  without  a  pleas- 
ure not  the  less  dear  from  a  shade  of  melancholy.  You  will 
meet  with  few  hnages  without  recollecting  the  spot  where  we 
observed  them  togetlier;  consequently,  whatever  is  feeble  in 
my  design,  or  spiritless  in  my  cotoring,  will  be  amply  supplied 
by  your  own  memory. 

With  still  greater  propriety  I  might  have  inscribed  to  you  a 
description  of  some  of  the  features  of  your  native  mountains, 
throngli  which  we  have  wandered  together,  m  the  same  manner, 
with  so  much  pleasure.  But  the  sea-sunsets,  which  give  such 
splendor  to  the  vale  of  Clwyd,  Snowdon,  the  chair  of  Idris, 
the  quiet  village  of  Bethgelert,  Menai  and  her  Druids,  tlie  Al 
pine  steeps  of  the  Conway,  and  the  still  more  interesting  windings 
of  the  wizard  stream  of  the  Dee,  remain  yet  untouched.  Ap 
prehensive  that  my  pencil  may  never  be  exercised  on  these 
subjects,  I  cannot  let  slip  tliis  opportunity  of  thus  publicly  as- 
suring yon  with  how  much  aflection  and  esteem 
I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Most  sincerely  yours, 

W.  WOBDSWOBTfl. 

Lombm,  1798. 


Bappiness  (if  she  had  been  to  be  found  on  Earth)  among  th« 
Charms  of  Nature.  —  Pleasures  of  the  Pedestrian  Trnvcller. 
~  Author  crosses  France  to  the  Alps.  —  Present  State  of 
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the  Grando  Ghartrense. — Lake  of  Como. — Time,  Snnset.  — 
Same  Scene,  Twilight  —  Same  Scene,  Morning;  its  volap- 
tuous Character;  Old  Man  and  Forest-cottnge  Music— Riv- 
er Tusa.  —  Via  Mala  and  Grison  Gypsy.  —  Sckellenen-thaL 

—  Lake  of  Uri,— Stormy  Sunset.  —  Chapel  of  William  TelL 

—  Force  of  local  Emotion.  —  Chamois-chaser.  —  View  of 
the  higher  Alps.  —  Manner  of  Life  of  a  Swiss  Mountaineer, 
interspersed  with  Views  of  the  higher  Alps.  —  Golden  Age  of 
the  Alps. — Life  and  Views  continued.  —  Ranz  des  Vachee, 
famous  Swiss  Air.  —  Abbey  of  Einsiedlon  and  its  Pilgrims. 
—Valley  of  Chamouny.  —  Mont  Blanc.  —  Slavery  of  Savoy. 
— Influence  of  Liberty  on  Cottage  Happiness.  —  France. — 
Wish  fbr  the  Extirpation  of  Slavery.  —  Conclusion. 

Were  there,  below,  a  spot  of  holy  ground 
Where  from  distress  a  refuge  might  be  found. 
And  solitude  prepare  the  soul  for  heaven  ; 
Sure,  nature's  God  that  spot  to  man  had  given 
Where  falls  the  purple  morning  far  and  wide 
In  fakes  of  light  upon  the  mountain-side  ; 
Where  with  loud  voice  the  power  of  water  shakes 
The  leafj  wood,  or  sleeps  in  quiet  lakes. 

Yet  not  unrecompensed  the  man  shall  roam, 
Who  at  the  call  of  summer  quits  his  home, 
And  plods  through  some  wide  realm  o'er  vale  and 

height. 
Though  seeking  only  holiday  delight ; 
At  least,  not  owning  to  himself  an  aim 
To  which  tl'.e  sage  would  give  a  prouder  name. 
No  gains  toe  cheaply  earned  his  fancy  cloy, 
Though  every  passing  zephyr  whispers  joy  ; 
Brisk  toil,  alternating  with  ready  ease, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


DESCRIPTIVE    SKETCHES,   ETC.  28 

Feeds  the  clear  current  of  his  sympathies. 
For  him  sod-seats  the  cottage-door  adorn ; 
And  peeps  the  far-off  spire,  his  evening  bourn  1 
Dear  is  the  forest  frowning  o'er  his  head. 
And  dear  the  velvet  gi^een-sward  to  his  tread : 
Moves  there  a  cloud  o*er  mid-day's  flaming  eye  ? 
Upward  he  looks  —  "  and  calls  it  luxury  " : 
Kind  Nature's  charities  his  steps  attend ; 
In  every  babbling  brook  he  finds  a  friend ; 
While  chastening  thoughts  of  sweetest^  use,  b» 

stowed 
By  wisdom,  moralize  his  pensive  road. 
Host  of  his  welcome  inn,  the  noondde  bower, 
To  his  spare  meal  he  calls  the  passing  poor ; 
He  views  the  sun  uplifl  his  golden  fire, 
Or  sink,  with  heart  alive  like  Memnon's  lyre ;  • 
'  Blesses  the  moon  that  comes,  with  kindly  ray. 
To  hght  him  shaken  by  his  rugged  way. 
Back  from  his  sight  no  bashful  children  steal ; 
He  sits  a  brother  at  the  cottage  meal ; 
His  humble  looks  no  shy  restraint  impart ; 
Around  him  plays  at  will  the  virgin  heart. 
While  unsuspended  wheels  the  village  dance. 
The  maidens  eye  him  with  inquiring  glance. 
Much  wondering  by  what  fit  of  crazing  care, 
Or  desperate  love,  bewildered,  he  came  there. 


*  The  lyre  of  Momnon  is  reported  to  have  emitted  melan- 
choly or  clieerAil  tones  as  it  was  toncbed  by  the  sun's  evenini 
tr  morning  rays. 
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A  hope,  that  prudence  could  not  then  approve, 
rhat  clung  to  Nature  with  a  truant's  love, 
O'er  Gallia's  wastes  of  corn  my  footsteps  led ; 
Her  files  of  road-elms,  high  above  my  head 
In  long  drawn-vista,  rustling  in  the  breeze ; 
Or  where  her  pathways  straggle  as  they  please 
By  lonely  farms  and  secret  villages. 
But  lo  !  the  Alps  ascending  white  in  air, 
Toy  with  the  sun  and  glitter  from  afar. 

And  now,  emerging  from  the  forest's  gloom, 
I  greet  thee,  Chartreuse,  while  I  mourn  tliy  doom^ 
Whither  is  fled  that  Power  whose  frown  severe 
Awed  sober  Reason  till  she  crouched  in  fear  ? 
That  Silence,  once  in  deathlike  fetters  bound, 
Chains  that  were  loosened  only  by  the  sound 
Of  holy  rites  chanted  in  measured  round  ? 
—  The  voice  of  blasphemy  the  fane  alarms, 
The  cloister  startles  at  the  gleam  of  arms. 
The  thundering  tube  the  aged  angler  hears. 
Bent  o'er  the  groaning  flood  that  sweeps  away  his 

tears. 
Cloud-piercing  pine-trees  nod  their  troubled  heads, 
Spires,  rocks,  and  lawns  a  browner  night  o'er- 

spreads ; 
Strong  terror  checks  the  female  peasant's  sighs, 
And  start  the  astonished  shades  at  female  eyes. 
From  Bruno's  forest  screams  the  aflrighted  jay, 
And  slow  the  insulted  eagle  wheels  away. 
k  viewless  flight  of  laughing  Demons  mock 
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The  Cross,  bj  angels  planted  *  on  the  aerial  rock. 
The  "  parting  Grenius  "  sighs  with  hollow  breath 
Along  the  mystic  streams  of  Life  and  Death.t 
Swelling  the  outcry  dull,  that  long  resounds 
Portentous  through  her  old  woods'  trackless  bounds, 
Vallombre,t  'mid  her  falling  fanes,  deplores, 
For  ever  broke,  the  sabbath  of  her  bowers. 

More  pleased,  my  foot  the  hidden  margin  roves 
Of  Como,  bosomed  deep  in  chestnut  groves. 
No  meadows  thrown  between,  the  giddy  steeps 
Tower,  bare  or  sylvan,  from  the  narrow  deeps. 
—  To  towns,  whose  shades  of  no  rude  noise  com^ 

plain. 
From  ringing  team  apart  and  grating  wain,  — 
To  flat-roofed  towns,  that  touch  the  water's  bound* 
Or  lurk  in  woody  sunless  glens  profound, 
Or,  from  the  bending  rocks,  obtrusive  cling, 
And  o'er  the  whitened  wave  their  shadows  fling,  — 
The  pathway  leads,  as  round  the  steeps  it  twines ; 
And  Silence  loves  its  purple  roof  of  vines. 
The  loitering  traveller  hence,  at  evening,  sees 
From  rock-hewn  steps  the  sail  between  the  trees ; 
Or  marks,  'mid  opening  clifls,  fair  dark-eyed  maids 
Tend  the  small  harvest  of  their  garden  glades  ; 
\}r  stops  the  solemn  mountain-shades  to  view 

*  Alluding  to  crosses  seen  on  the  tops  of  the  spiry  rocks  ol 
Ohartronse,  wlilch  have  every  appcamnco  of  behig  innccessible 
t  Names  of  rivers  at  the  Chartreuse. 
^  Name  of  cne  of  the  valleys  of  the  Chartreuse. 
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Stretch  o'er  the  pictured  mirror  broad  and  blue, 
And  track  the  yellow  lights  from  steep  to  steep, 
AlS  up  the  opposing  hills  thej  slowly  creep. 
Alofl,  here,  half  a  village  shines,  arrayed 
In  golden  light ;  half  hides  itself  in  shade :     . 
While,  from  amid  the  darkened  roofs,  the  spire, 
Restlessly  flashing,  seems  to  mount  like  fire : 
There,  all  unshaded,  blazing  forests  throw 
Rich  golden  verdure  on  the  lake  below. 
Slow  glides  the  sail  along  the  illumined  shore, 
And  steals  into  the  shade  the  lazy  oar ; 
Soil  bosoms  breathe  around  contagious  sighs, 
And  amorous  music  on  the  water  dies. 

How  blest,  delicious  scene !  the  eye  that  greets 
Thy  open  beauties,  or  thy  lone  retreats  ; 
Beholds  the  unwearied  sweep  of  wood  that  scales 
Thy  cliffs ;  the  endless  waters  of  thy  vales ; 
Thy  lowly  cots  that  sprinkle  all  the  shore. 
Each  with  its  household  boat  beside  the  door ; 
Thy  torrent  shooting  from  the  clear-blue  sky ; 
Thy  towns,  that  cleave,  like  swallows'  nests,  on  high ; 
That  glimmer  hoar  in  eve's  last  light,  descried 
Dim  from  the  twilight  water^s  shaggy  side. 
Whence  lutes  and  voices  down  the  enchanted  woods 
Steal,  and  compose  the  oar-forgotten  floods ; 
Thy  lake,  that,  streaked  or  dappled,  blue  or  gray, 
Mil  smoking  woods  gleams  hid  from  morning's  ray 
Slow-travelling  down  the  western  hiUs,  to  enfold 
Its  green-tinged  margin  in  a  blaze  of  gold  ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


DESCRIPTIVE   SKETCHES,   ETC.  27 

Thy  glittering  steeples,  whence  the  matin  bell 
Calls  forth  the  woodman  from  his  desert  cell, 
And  quickens  the  blithe  sound  of  oars  that  pass 
Along  the  steaming  lake,  to  early  mass. 
But  now  farewell  to  each  and  all,  —  adieu 
To  every  charm,  and  last  and  chief  to  you. 
Ye  lovely  maidens  that  in  noontide  shade 
Rest  near  your  little  plots  of  wheaten  glade ; 
To  all  that  binds  the  soul  in  powerless  trance, 
Lip-dewing  song,  and  ringlet-tossing  dance ; 
Where  sparkling  eyes  and  breaking  smiles  illunM 
The  sylvan  cabin's  lute-enlivened  gloom. 
—  Alas  !  the  very  murmur  of  the  streams 
Breathes  o'er  the  failing  soul  voluptuous  dreams, 
While  Slavery,  forcing  the  sunk  mind  to  dwell 
On  joys  that  might  disgrace  the  captive's  cell, 
Her  shameless  timbrel  shakes  on  Como's  marge. 
And  lures  from  bay  to  bay  the  vocal  barge. 

Yet  are  thy  softer  arts  with  power  indued 
To  soothe  and  cheer  the  poor  man's  solitude. 
By  silent  cottage-doors,  the  peasant's  home 
Left  vacant  for  the  day,  I  loved  to  roam. 
But  once  I  pierced  the  mazes  of  a  wood 
In  which  a  cabin  undeserted  stood ; 
There  an  old  man  an  olden  measure  scanned 
On  a  rude  viol  touched  with  withered  hand. 
\s  lambs  or  fawns  in  April  clustering  lie 
Under  a  hoary  oak's  thin  canopy. 
Stretched  at  his  feet,  with  steadfast  upward  eye. 
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His  children's  children  listened  to  the  sound ; 

—  A  Hermit  with  his  family  around  1 

Bat  let  us  hence  ;  for  fair  Locarno  smiles 
Embowered  in  walnut  slopes  and  citron  isles : 
Or  seek  at  eve  the  banks  of  Tusa's  stream, 
Where,  'mid  dim  towers  and  woods,  her  •  watera 

gleam. 
From  the  bright  wave,  in  solemn  gloom,  retire 
The  dull-red  steeps,  and,  darkening  still,  aspire 
To  where  afar  rich  orange  lustres  glow 
Round  undistinguished  clouds,  and  rocks, and  snow: 
Or,  led  where  Via  Mala's  chasms  confine 
The  indignant  waters  of  the  infant  Rhine, 
Hang  o'er  the  abyss,  whose  else  impervious  gloom 
His  burning  eyes  with  fearful  light  illume. 

The  mind  condenmed,  without  reprieve,  to  go 
O'er  life's  long  deserts  with  its  charge  of  woe, 
With  sad  congratulation  joins  the  train 
Where  beasts  and  men  together  o'er  the  plain 
Move  on,  —  a  mighty  caravan  of  pain  : 
Hope,  strength,  and  courage,  social  suffering  brings, 
Freshening  the  wilderness  with  shades  and  springs. 

—  There  be  whose  lot  far  otherwise  is  cast : 
Sole  human  tenant  of  the  piny  waste. 

By  choice  or  doom  a  gypsy  wanders  here, 


^  Tlie  ri\-er  along  whose  banks  joa  descend  in  crossing  Um 
41pft  by  th«  Siinplon  Pass. 
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A.  nursling  babe  her  only  comforter ; 

Lo,  where  she  sits  beneath  yon  shaggy  rock^ 

A.  cowering  shape  half  hid  in  curling  smoke  I 

When  lightning  among  clouds  and  mountain* 
snows 
Predominates,  and  darkness  comes  and  goes. 
And  the  fierce  torrent,  at  the  flashes  broad, 
Starts,  like  a  horse,  beside  the  glaring  road,  — 
She  seeks  a  covert  from  the  battering  shower 
In  the  roofed  bridge ;  *  the  bridge,  in  that  dread 

hour. 
Itself  all  trembling  at  the  torrent's  power. 

Nor  is  she  more  at  ease  on  some  still  night, 
When  not  a  star  supplies  the  comfort  of  its  light ; 
Only  the  waning  moon  hangs  dull  and  red 
Above  a  melancholy  mountain's  head, 
Then  sets.     In  total  gloom  the  Vagrant  sighs. 
Stoops  her  sick  head,  and  shuts  her  weary  eyes ; 
Or  on  her  fingers  counts  the  distant  clock. 
Or,  to  the  drowsy  crow  of  midnight  cock, 
Listens,  or  quakes  while  from  the  forest's  gulf 
Howls  near  and  nearer  yet  the  famished  wolf. 

From  the  green  vale  of  Urseren  smooth  and  wide 
Descend  we  now,  the  maddened  Reuss  our  guide ; 

*  Most  of  the  bridges  among  the  A1j)s  are  of  wood,  and 
covered:  these  bridges  have  a  heavy  appearance,  and  rathec 
tynre  the  elTect  of  the  scenery  in  some  places. 
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Bj  rocks  that,  shutting  out  the  blessed  day, 
Cling  tremblingly  to  rocks  as  loose  as  they  ; 
By  cells,*  upon  whose  image,  while  he  prays, 
The  kneeling  peasant  scarcely  dares  to  gaze ; 
By  many  a  votive  death-cross  t  planted  near, 
And  watered  duly  with  the  pious  tear, 
That  faded  silent  from  the  upward  eye, 
Unmoved  with  each  rude  form  of  peril  nigh  ; 
Fixed  on  the  anchor  left  by  Him  who  saves 
Alike  in  whelming  snows,  and  roaring  waves. 

But  soon  a  peopled  region  on  the  sight 
Opens,  —  a  little  world  of  calm  delight ; 
Where  mists,  suspended  on  the  expiring  gale, 
Spread  rooflike  o'er  the  deep  secluded  vale, 
And  beams  of  evening,  slipping  in  between, 
Gently  illuminate  a  sober  scene  :  — 
Here,  on  the  brown  wood-cottages  {  they  sleep, 
There,  over  rock  or  sloping  pasture  creep. 
On  as  we  journey,  in  clear  view  displayed. 
The  still  vale  lengthens  underneath  its  shade 
Of  low-hung  vapor :  on  the  freshened  mead 
The  green  light  sparkles ; — the  dim  bowers  recede 

♦  The  Catholic  religion  prevails  here:  these  cells  are,  as  is 
well  known,  very  common  in  the  Catholic  countries,  planted, 
Uke  the  Roman  tombs,  along  tlie  rood-side. 

t  Crosses,  commemorative  of  tlie  deaths  of  travellers  by  the 
full  of  snow,  and  other  accidents,  are  very  common  along  this 
dreadful  road. 

(  The  houses  in  the  more  retired  Swiss  valleys  are  all  built 
of  wood 
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Wliile  paitoral  pipes  and  streams  the  landscape 

lull, 
And  bells  of  passing  mules  that  tinkle  dull, 
In  solemn  shapes  before  the  admiring  eje 
Dilated  hang  its  misty  pines  on  high, 
Huge  convent  domes  with  pinnacles  and  towers, 
And  antique  castles  seen  through  gleamj  showen. 

From  such  romantic  dreams,  mj  soul,  awake  1 
To  sterner  pleasure,  where,  bj  Uri's  lake 
In  I^ature's  pristine  majesty  outspread, 
Winils  neither  road  nor  path  for  foot  to  tread : 
The  rocks  rise  naked  as  a  wall,  or  stretch. 
Far  o'er  the  water,  hung  with  groves  of  beech ; 
Aerial  pines  from  loflier  steeps  ascend, 
Nor  stop  but  where  creation  seems  to  end. 
Yet  here  and  there,  if  'mid  the  savage  scene 
Appc^ars  a  scanty  plot  of  smiling  green. 
Up  from  the  lake  a  zigzag  path  will  creep. 
To  reach  a  small  wood-hut  hung  boldly  on  the 

steep. 
—  Before  those  thresholds,  (never  can  they  know 
The  face  of  traveller  passing  to  and  fro,) 
No  peasant  leans  upon  his  pole,  to  tell 
For  whom  at  morning  tolled  the  funeral  bell ; 
Their  watch-dog  ne'er  his  angry  bark  foregoes, 
Pouched  by  the  beggar's  moan  of  human  woes ; 
The  shady  porch  ne'er  offered  a  cool  seat 
To  pilgrims  overcome  by  summer's  heat. 
Tet  thither  the  world's  business  finds  its  way 
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At  times^  and  tales  unsought  beguile  the  day, 
And  there  are  those  fond  thoughts  which  Solitude, 
However  stern,  is  powerless  to  exclude. 
TheVe  doth  the  maiden  watch  her  lover's  sail 
Approaching,  and  upbraid  the  tardj  gale ; 
At  midnight  listens  till  his  parting  oar, 
And  its  last  echo,  can  be  heard  no  more. 

And  what  if  ospreys,  cormorants,  herons,  cry, 
Amid  tempestuous  vapors  driving  by. 
Or  hovering  over  wastes  too  bleak  to  rear 
That  common  growth  of  earth,  the  foodful  ear ; 
Where  the  green  apple  shrivels  on  the  spraj, 
And  pines  the  unripened  pear  in  summer's  kind- 
liest ray ; 
Contentment  shares  the  desolate  domain 
With  Independence,  child  of  high  Disdain. 
Exulting  'mid  the  winter  of  the  skies, 
Shy  as  the  jealous  chamois,  Freedom  flies. 
And  grasps  by  fits  her  sword,  and  often  eyes ; 
And  sometimes,  as  from  rock  to  rock  she  bounds. 
The  Patriot  nymph  starts  at  imagined  sounds. 
And,  wildly  pausing,  oft  she  hangs  aghast, 
Whether  some  old  Swiss  air  hath  checked  her 

haste 
Or  thrill  of  Spartan  fife  is  caught  between  the  blast* 

Swoln  with  incessant  rains  from  hour  to  hour. 
All  day  the  floods  a  deepening  murmur  pour : 
The  sky  is  veiled,  and  every  cheerful  sight : 
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Dark  is  the  region  as  with  coming  night ; 
But  what  a  sudden  burst  of  overpowering  light  I 
Triumphant  on  the  bosom  of  the  storm, 
Glances  the  wheeling  eagle's  glorious  form  I 
Eastward,  in  long  perspective  glittering,  shine 
The  wood-crowned  cliffs  that  o'er  the  lake  recline ; 
Those  lofly  cliffs  a  hundred  streams  unfold, 
At  once  to  pillars  turned  that  flame  with  gold : 
Behind  his  sail  the  peasant  shrinks,  to  shun 
The  westy  that  bums  like  one  dilated  sun, 
A  crucible  of  mighty  compass,  felt 
Bj  mountains,  glowing  till  thej  s^em  to  melt. 

But,  lo  I  the  boatman,  overawed,  before 
The  pictured  fane  of  Tell  suspends  his  oar ; 
Confused  the  Marathonian  tale  appears, 
While  his  ejes  sparkle  with  heroic  tears. 
And  who,  that  walks  where  men  of  ancient  dajs 
Have  wrought  with  godlike  arm  the  deeds  of  praise, 
Feels  not  the  spirit  of  the  place  control. 
Or  rouse  and  agitate  his  laboring  soul  ? 
Saj,  who,  bj  thinking  on  Canadian  hills, 
Or  wild  Aosta  lulled  by  Alpine  rills. 
On  Zutphen's  plain  ;  or  on  that  highland  dell, 
Through  which  rough  Garrj  cleaves  his  way,  cao 

tell 
What  high  resolves  exalt  the  tenderest  thought 
Of  him  whom  passion  rivets  to  the  spot, 
Wliere  breathed  the  gale  that  caught  Wolfe's  haj^ 

piest  sigh, 
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And  the  last  sunbeam  fell  on  Bajard's  eje ; 
Where  bleeding  Sidney  from  the  cup  retired, 
And  glad  Dundee  in  ''  faint  huzzas  "  expired  ? 

But  now  with  other  mind  I  stand  alone 
Upon  the  summit  of  this  naked  cone, 
And  watch  the  fearless  chamois-hunter  chase 
His  prey,  through  tracts  abrupt  of  desolate  space, 
•  Through  vacant  worlds  where  Nature  never  gave 
A  brook  to  murmur  or  a  bough  to  wave, 
Which  unsubstantial  Phantoms  sacred  keep ; 
Through  worlds  where  Life,  and  Voice,  and  Motion 


Where  silent  Hours  their  death-like  sway  extend, 
Save  when  the  avalanche  breaks  loose,  to  rend 
Its  way  with  uproar,  till  the  ruin,  drowned 
In  some  dense  wood  or  gulf  of  snow  profound, 
Mocks  the  dull  ear  of  Time  with  deaf  abortive 

sound. 
—  'Tis  his,  while  wandering  on  from  height  to 

height. 
To  see  a  planet's  pomp  and  steady  light 
In  the  least  star  of  scarce-appearing  night ; 
While  the  pale  moon  moves  near  him,  on  the  bound 
Of  ether,  shining  with  diminished  round. 
And  far  and  wide  the  icy  summits  blaze, 
Rejoicing  in  the  glory  of  her  rays : 


m 


♦  For  moat  of  the  images  in  the  next  sixteen  verses,  I 
Indebted  to  M.  Ba3rmond'8  interesting  observations  annexed  to 
^  translation  of  Ck>xe*s  Tour  in  Switzerland. 
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To  him  the  day-star  glitters  small  and  bright, 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  insufferably  white, 
And  he  can  look  beyond  the  sun,  and  view 
Those  fast-receding  depths  of  sable  blue 
Flying  till  vision  can  no  more  pursue ! 

—  At  once  bewildering  mists  around  him  cloeey 
And  cold  and  hunger  are  his  least  of  woes ; 
The  Demon  of  the  snow,  with  angry  roar 
Descending,  shuts  for  aye  his  prison  door. 

Soon   with    despair's   whole    weight  his    spirits 

sink ; 
Bread  has  he  none,  the  snow  must  be  his  drink ; 
And,  ere  his  eyes  can  close  upon  the  day. 
The  eagle  of  the  Alps  o'ershades  her  prey. 

Now  couch  thyself  where,  heard  with  fear  afar, 
Thunders  through  echoing  pines   the  headlong 

Aar; 
Or  rather  stay  to  taste  the  mild  delights 
Of  pensive  Underwalden's  *  pastoral  heights. 

—  Is  there  who  'mid  these  awful  wilds  has  seen 
The  native  Genii  walk  the  mountain  green  ? 

Or  heard,  while  other  worlds  their  charms  reveal. 
Soft  music  o'er  the  aerial  summit  steal  ? 
While  o'er  the  desert,  answering  every  close, 
Rich  steam  of  sweetest  perfume  comes  and  goes. 

—  And  sure  there  is  a  secret  Power  that  reigns 

•  The  people  of  this  Canton  nre  supposed  to  be  of  a  mon 
melancholy  disposition  than  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  Alps 
tlus,  if  true,  may  proceed  from  their  living  more  secluded. 
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Here,  where  no  trace  of  man  tlie  spot  profanes^ 

Nought  but  the  chalets,*  flat  and  bare,  on  high 

Suspended  *mid  the  quiet  of  the  sky  ; 

Or  distant  herds  that  pasturing  upward  creep. 

And,  not  untended,  climb  the  dangerous  steep. 

How  still  I  no  irreligious  sound  or  sight 

Rouses  the  soul  from  her  severe  delight. 

An  idle  voice  the  sabbath  region  fills 

Of  Deep  that  calls  to  Deep  across  the  hills, 

And  with  that  voice  accords  the  soothing  sound 

Of  drowsy  bells,  for  ever  tinkling  round  ; 

Faint  wail  of  eagle  melting  into  blue 

Beneath  the  cliffs,  and  pine-wood*s  steady  su^h  f ; 

The  solitary  heifer's  deepened  low  ; 

Or  rumbling,  heard  remote,  of  falling  snow. 

All  motions,  sounds,  and  voices,  far  and  nigh, 

Blend  in  a  music  of  tranquillity  ; 

Save  when,  a  stranger  seen  below,  the  boy 

Shouts  from  the  echoing  hills  with  savage  joy. 

When,  from  the  sunny  breast  of  open  seas, 
And  bays  with  myrtle  fringed,  the  southern  breeze 
Comes  on  to  gladden  April  with  the  sight 
Of  green  isles  widening  on  each  snow-clad  height ; 
When  shouts  and  lowing  herds  the  valley  fill, 
And  louder  torrents  stun  the  noon-tide  hill, 

*  This  picture  is  from  the  middle  repion  of  the  Alps.  Cha- 
hu  are  summer  huts  for  the  Swiss  herdsmen. 

t  Sagh,  n  Scotch  word  expressive  of  the  sound  of  the  wind 
ttuxmgh  the  trees. 
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The  pastoral  Swiss  be^  the  diffs  tc  scale. 
Leaving  to  silence  the  deserted  vale ; 
And  like  the  Patriarchs  in  their  simple  age 
Move,  as  the  verdure  leads,  from  stage  to  stage  i 
High  and  more  high  in  summer's  heat  thej  go, 
And  hear  the  rattling  thunder  far  below ; 
Or  steal  beneath  the  mountains,  half  deterred. 
Where  huge  rocks  tremble  to  the  bellowing  herd. 

One  I  behold  who,  'cross  the  foaming  flood, 
Leaps  with  a  bound  of  graceful  hardihood ; 
Another  high  on  that  green  ledge ;  —  he  gained 
The  tempting  spot  with  every  sinew  strained ; 
And  downward  thence  a  knot  of  grass  he  throws, 
Food  for  his  beasts  in  time  of  winter  snows. 
—  Far  different  life  from  what  Tradition  hoar 
Transmits  of  happier  lot  in  times  of  yore ! 
Then  Summer  lingered  long ;  and  honey  flowed 
From  out  the  rocks,  the  wild  bees'  safe  abode : 
Continual  waters  welling  cheered  the  waste, 
And  plants  were  wholesome,  now  of  deadly  taste  : 
Nor  Winter  yet  his  frozen  stores  had  piled. 
Usurping  where  the  fairest  herbage  smiled : 
Nor  Hunger  driven  the  herds  from  pastures  bare, 
To  dimb  the  treacherous  cliffs  for  scanty  fare. 
Then  the  milk-thistle  flourished  through  the  land, 
And  forced  the  fuU-swoln  udder  to  demand. 
Thrice  every  day,  the  pail  and  welcome  hand. 
Thus  docs  the  father  to  his  cliildren  tell 
Of  banished  bliss,  by  fancy  loved  too  welU 
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Alas  1  that  human  guilt  provoked  the  rod 
Of  aiigry  Nature  to  avenge  her  God. 
Still,  Nature,  ever  just,  to  him  imparts 
Jojs  only  given  to  uncorrupted  hearts* 

'T  is  mom :  with  gold  the  verdant  mountain  glows 
More  high,  the  snowy  peaks  with  hues  of  rose. 
Far-stretched  beneath  the  many-tinted  hills, 
A  mighty  waste  of  mist  the  valley  fills, 
A  solemn  sea  1  whose  billows  wide  around 
Stand  motionless,  to  awful  silence  bound : 
Pines,  on  the  coast,  through  mists  their  tops  uprear, 
That  like  to  leaning  masts  of  stranded  ships  appear. 
A  single  chasm,  a  gulf  of  gloomy  blue, 
Gapes  in  the  centre  of  the  sea ;  and,  through 
That  dark,  mysterious  gulf  ascending,  sound 
Innumerable  streams  with  roar  profound. 
Mount  through  the  nearer  vapors  notes  of  birds, 
And  merry  flageolet ;  the  low  of  herds. 
The  bark  of  dogs,  the  heifer's  tinkling  bell, 
Talk,  laughter,  and  perchance  a  church-tower  knell: 
Think  not,  the  peasant  from  aloft  has  gazed 
And  heard  with  heart  unmoved,  with  soul  unraised : 
Nor  is  his  spirit  less  enrapt,  nor  less 
Alive  to  independent  happiness. 
Then,  when  he  lies,  outstretched,  at  eventide, 
Upon  the  fragrant  mountain's  purple  side : 
For  as  the  pleasures  of  his  simple  day 
Beyond  his  native  valley  seldom  stray. 
Nought  round  its  darhng  precincts  can  he  find 
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Bat  brings  some  past  enjoyment  to  hL)  mind ; 
While  Hope,  reclining  upon  Pleasure's  urn, 
Binds  her  wild  wreaths,  and  whispers  his  retont 

Once,  Man  entirely  free,  alone  and  wild, 
Was  blest  as  free,  —  for  he  was  Nature's  child. 
He,  all  superior  but  his  God  disdained, 
Walked  none  restraining,  and  by  none  restrained: 
Confessed  no  law  but  what  his  reason  taught, 
Did  all  he  wished,  and  wished  but  what  he  ought 
As  man  in  his  primeval  dower  arrayed 
The  image  of  his  glorious  Sire  displayed. 
Even  so,  by  faithful  Nature  guarded,  here 
The  traces  of  primeval  man  appear ; 
The  simple  dignity  no  forms  debase ; 
The  eye  sublime,  and  surly  lion -grace : 
The  slave  of  none,  of  beasts  alone  the  lord. 
His  book  he  prizes,  nor  neglects  his  sword ; 
—  Well  taught  by  that  to  feel  his  rights,  prepared 
With  this  "  the  blessings  he  enjoys  to  guard." 

And,  as  his  native  hills  encircle  ground 
For  many  a  marvellous  victory  renowned, 
The  work  of  Freedom  daring  to  oppose, 
Witli  few  in  arms,*  innumerable  foes, 

•  AUnding  to  sereral  battles  which  the  Swiss  in  very  smmO 
nombers  have  gained  over  their  oppressors,  the  house  of  Aus 
tria;  aiid,  in  particular,  to  one  fought  at  Nseflals  near  Glnrus, 
where  three  hundred  and  thirty  men  are  said  to  have  defeated 
V)  anny  of  between  fifteen  and  twenty  thousand  Austrian^ 
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When  to  those  famous  fields  his  steps  are  led, 
An  unknown  power  connects  him  with  the  dead ; 
For  images  of  other  worlds  are  there, 
Awful  the  light,  and  holy  is  the  air. 
Fitfully,  and  in  flashes,  through  his  soul. 
Like  sun-lit  tempests,  troubled  transports  roll, 
His  bosom  heaves,  his  spirit  towers  amain. 
Beyond  the  senses  and  their  little  reign. 

And  oft,  when  that  dread  vision  hath  past  by, 
He  holds  with  God  himself  communion  high. 
There  where  the  peal  of  swelling  torrents  fills 
The  sky-roofed  temple  of  the  eternal  hills : 
Or,  when  upon  the  mountain's  silent  brow 
Reclined,  he  sees,  above  him  and  below. 
Bright  stars  of  ice  and  azure  fields  of  snow, 
While  needle  peaks  of  granite  shooting  bare 
Tremble  in  ever-varying  tints  of  air. 
And  when  a  gathering  weight  of  shadows  brown 
Falls  on  the  valleys  as  the  sun  goes  down  ; 
And   Pikes,  of  darkness   named    and  fear  and 

storms,* 
Uplift  in  quiet  their  illumined  forms. 
In  sea-like  reach  of  prospect  round  him  spread, 
Tinged  like  an  angel's  smile  all  rosy  red,  — 

Scattered  over  the  valley  are  to  be  foand  eleven  stones,  with 
this  inscription,  1388,  the  year  the  battle  was  fought,  marking 
»ut,  as  I  was  told  upon  the  spot,  the  several  places  where  the 
Austrians,  attempting  to  make  a  stand,  were  repulsed  anew. 
•As  Schreck-Horn,  the  pike  of  terror;  Wettcr-Ilom,  the 
oike  of  stonns,  &c.  iBrc, 
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Awe  in  his  breast  with  holiest  love  unites, 

And  the  near  heavens  impart  their  own  delights. 

When  downward  to  his  winter  hut  he  goes, 
Dear  and  more  dear  the  lessening  circle  grows ; 
That  hut  which  on  the  hill  so  oft  employs 
His  thoughts,  the  central  point  of  all  his  joys. 
And  as  a  swallow,  at  the  hour  of  rest, 
Peeps  often  ere  she  darts  into  her  nest, 
So  to  the  homestead,  where  the  grandsire  tends 
A  little  prattling  child,  he  oft  descends. 
To  glance  a  look  upon  the  well-matched  pair ; 
Till  storm  and  driving  ice  blockade  him  there. 
There,  safely  guarded  by  the  woods  behind, 
He  hears  the  chiding  of  the  bafHed  wind, 
Hears  Winter  calling  all  his  terrors  round, 
And,  blest  within  himself,  he  shrinks  not  from  the 
sound. 

Through  Nature's  vale  his  homely  pleasures  glide, 
Unstained  by  envy,  discontent,  and  pride ; 
The  bound  of  all  his  vanity,  to  deck, 
With  one  bright  bell,  a  favorite  heifer's  neck ; 
Wdl  pleased  upon  some  simple  annual  feast. 
Remembered  half  the  year  and  hoped  the  rest, 
If  dairy-produce,  from  his  inner  hoard, 
Of  thrice  ten  summers  dignify  the  board. 
—  Alas !  in  every  clime  a  flying  ray 
Is  all  we  have  to  cheer  our  wintry  way ; 
And  here  the  unwilling  mind  may  more  than  trace 
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The  general  sorrows  of  the  human  race : 

The  churlish  gales  of  penury,  that  blow 

Cold  as  the  north-wind  o'er  a  waste  of  snow. 

To  them  the  gentle  groups  of  bliss  deny 

That  on  the  noonday  bank  of  leisure  lie. 

Yet  more ; — compelled  by  Pow^ers  which  only  deign 

Tliat  solitary  man  disturb  their  reign, 

Powers  that  support  an  unremitting  strife 

With  all  the  tender  charities  of  life, 

Full  oft  the  father,  when  his  sons  have  grown 

To  manhood,  seems  their  title  to  disown  \ 

And  from  his  nest  amid  the  storms  of  heaven 

Drives,  eagle-like,  those  sons  as  he  was  driven  ; 

With  stern  composure  watches  to  the  plain  — 

And  never,  eagle-like,  beholds  again  I 

When  long  familiar  joys  are  all  resigned. 
Why   does  their  sad  remembrance    haunt    the 

mind? 
Lo !  where  through  flat  Batavia's  w^illoAvy  groves, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Seine,  the  exile  roves ; 
O'er  the  curled  waters  Alpine  measures  swell, 
And  search  the  affections  to  their  inmost  cell ; 
Sweet  poison  spreads  along  the  listener's  veins. 
Turning  past  pleasures  into  mortal  pains ; 
Poison,  which  not  a  frame  of  steel  can  brave, 
Bows  his  young  head  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.* 


*  The  well  known  effect  of  the  famous  air,  called  in  French 
Rank  des  Vachcs,  upon  the  Swiss  troops. 
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Gay  lark  of  hope,  thy  silent  song  resume ! 
Ye  flattering  eastern  lights,  once  more  the  hills 

illume  I 
Fresh  gales  and  dews  of  life's  delicious  mom, 
And  thou,  lost  fragrance  of  the  heart,  return  I 
Alas !  the  little  joy  to  man  allowed. 
Fades  like  the  lustre  of  an  evening  cloud ; 
Or  like  the  heauty  in  a  flower  installed, 
Whose  season  was,  and  cannot  be  recalled. 
Yet,  when  opprest  by  sickness,  grief,  or  care, 
And  taught  that  pain  is  pleasure's  natural  heir, 
We  still  conflde  in  more  than  we  can  know  ; 
Death  would  be  else  the  favorite  friend  of  woe. 

'Mid  savage  rocks,  and  seas  of  snow  that  shine 
Between  interminable  tracts  of  pine. 
Within  a  temple  stands  an  awful  shrine, 
By  an  uncertain  light  revealed,  that  falls 
On  the  mute  Image  and  the  troubled  walls. 
Oh  !  give  not  me  that  eye  of  hard  disdain 
That  views,  undimmed,  £nsiedlen's*  wretched  fano. 
While  ghastly  faces  through  the  gloom  appear, 
Abortive  joy,  and  hope  that  works  in  fear ; 
While  prayer  contends  with  silenced  agony. 
Surely  in  other  thoughts  contempt  may  die. 
If  the  sad  grave  of  human  ignorance  bear 
One  flower  of  hope  —  oh,  pass  and  leave  it  there . 

*  This  shrioe  is  resorted  to,  fh>m  a  hope  of  relief,  by  mal 
titades,  from  every  comer  of  the  Catholic  world,  laboring 
mder  Diental  or  bodily  afl^tions. 
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The  tall  sun,  pausing  on  an  Alpine  spire, 
Flings  o'er  the  wilderness  a  stream  of  fire : 
Now  meet  we  other  pilgrims  ere  the  day 
Close  on  the  remnant  of  their  weary  way ; 
While  they  are  drawing  toward  the  sacred  floor 
Where,  so  they  fondly  think,  the  worm  shall  gnaw 

no  more. 
How  gayly  murmur  and  how  sweetly  taste 
The  fountains  *  reared  for  them  amid  the  waste  1 
Their  thirst  they  slake :  —  they  wash  their  toil- 

worn  feet, 
And  some  with  tears  of  joy  each  other  greet. 
Yes,  I  must  see  you  when  ye  first  behold 
Those  holy  turrets  tipped  with  evening  gold, 
In  that  glad  moment  will  for  you  a  sigh 
Be  heaved,  of  charitable  sympathy ; 
In  that  glad  moment  when  your  hands  are.  prest 
In  mute  devotion  on  the  thankful  breast ! 

Last,  let  us  turn  to  Chamouny,  that  shields 
With  rocks  and  gloomy  woods  her  fertile  fields : 
Five  streams  of  ice  amid  her  cots  descend, 
And  with  wild  flowers  and   blooming  orchards 

blend ;  — 
A  scene  more  fair  than  what  the  Grecian  feigns 
Of  purple  lights  and  ever-vernal  plains ; 
Here  all  the  seasons  revel  hand  in  hand : 


*  Rode  fonntains  built  and  coyered  with  sheds  for  the  ac 
fomniodation  of  the  pilgrims,  in  their  ascent  of  the  mountain 
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'Mid  lawns  and  shades  by  breezy  rivulets  fanned, 
They  sport  beneath   that  mountain's  matchless 

height 
That  holds  no  commerce  with  the  summer  night* 
From  age  to  age,  throughout  his  lonely  bounds 
The  crash  of  ruin  fitfully  resounds ; 
Appalling  havoc !  but  serene  his  brow. 
Where  daylight  lingers  on  perpetual  snow ; 
Gutter  the  stars  above,  and  all  is  bkck  below. 

What  marvel  then  if  many  a  Wanderer  sigh, 
While  roars  the  sullen  Arve  in  anger  by. 
That  not  for  thy  reward,  unrivalUd  Vale  ! 
Waves  the  ripe  harvest  in  the  autumnal  gale  ; 
That  thou,  the  slave  of  slaves,  art  doomed  to  pine 
And  droop,  while  no  Italian  arts  are  thine. 
To  soothe  or  cheer,  to  soften  or  refine. 

Hail  Freedom  I  whether  it  was  mine  to  stray, 
With  shrill  winds  whistling  round  my  lonely  way. 
On  the  bleak  sides  of  Cumbria's  heath-clad  moors. 
Or  where  dank  sea-weed  lashes  Scotland's  shores; 
To  scent  the  sweets  of  Piedmont's  breathing  rose, 
And  orange  gale  that  o'er  Lugano  blows ; 
Still  have  I  found,  where  Tyranny  prevails. 
That  virtue  languishes  and  pleasure  fails. 
While  the  remotest  hamlets  blessings  share 
In  thy  loved  presence  known,  and  only  there; 
E&or^-blcssings, — outward  treasures  too  which  the 
eyo 
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Of  the  sun  peeping  through  the  clouds  can  spj, 
And  every  passing  breeze  will  testify. 
There,  to  the  porch,  belike  with  jasmine  bound 
Or  woodbine  wreaths,  a  smoother  path  is  wound; 
The  housewife  there  a  brighter  garden  sees, 
Where  hum  on  busier  wing  her  happy  bees ; 
On  infant  cheeks  there  fresher  roses  blow ; 
And  gray-haired  men  look  up  with  livelier  brow, 
To  greet  the  traveller  needing  food  and  rest ; 
Housed  for  the  night,  or  but  a  half-hour's  guest. 

Ajid  oh,  fair  France !  though  now  the  traveller 

sees 
Thy  three-striped  banner  fluctuate  on  the  breeze ; 
Though  martial  songs  have  banished  songs  of  love, 
And  nightingales  desert  the  village  grove. 
Scared  by  the  fife  and  rumbling  drum's  alarms, 
And  the  short  thunder,  and  the  flash  of  arms, 
That  cease  not  till  night  falls,  when  far  and  nigh. 
Sole  sound,  the  Sourd*  prolongs  his  mournful  cry! 
—  Yet,  hast  thou  found  that  Freedom  spreads  her 

power 
Beyond  the  cottage-hearth,  the  cottage-door : 
All  nature  smiles,  and  owns  beneath  her  eyes 
Her  fields  peculiar,  and  peculiar  skies. 
Yes,  as  I  roamed  where  Loiret's  waters  glide 
Through  rustling  aspens  heard  from  side  to  side, 

•  An  insect  so  called,  which  emits  a  short,  molnncholy  cry, 
beftrd  nt  tho  close  of  the  samrier  evenings,  on  the  banks  ol 
the  Loiro. 
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WTien  from  October  clouds  a  milder  light 
Fell  where  the  blue  flood  rippled  into  white ; 
Methought  from  every  cot  the  watchful  bird 
Crowed  with  ear-piercing  power  till  then  unheard; 
Each  clackuig  mill,  that  broke  the  murmuring 

streams, 
Rocked  the  charmed  thought  in  more  delightful 

dreams; 
Chasing  those  pleasant  dreams,  the  falling  leaf 
Awoke  a  fainter  sense  of  moral  grief; 
The  measured  echo  of  the  distant  flail 
Wound  in  more  welcome  cadence  down  the  vale ; 
With  more  majestic  course  •  the  water  rolled, 
And  ripening  foliage  shone  with  richer  gold. 

—  But  foes  are  gathering,  —  Liberty  must  raise 
Red  on  the  hills  her  beacon's  far-seen  blaze ; 
Must  bid  the  tocsin  ring  from  tower  to  tower  I  — 
Nearer  and  nearer  comes  the  trying  hour ! 
Rejoice,  brave  Land,  though  pride's  perverted  ire 
Rouse  heirs  own  aid,  and  wrap  thy  fields  in  fire : 
Lo,  from  the  flames  a  great  and  glorious  birth ; 
As  if  a  new-made  heaven  wcro  hailing  a  new 

earth  1 

—  All  cannot  be :  the  promise  is  too  fair 

For  creatures  doomed  to  breathe  terrestrial  air  •- 
Yet  not  for  this  will  sober  reason  frown 
Upon  that  promise,  nor  the  hope  disown ; 

♦  The  duties  upon  many  parts  of  the  French  rivers  wore  so 
morbitant,  that  the  poorer  people,  deprived  of  the  benefit  of 
vater  carriaj^  were  obliged  to  transport  their  goods  by  land. 
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She  knows  that  only  from  high  aims  ensuo 
Rich  guerdons,  and  to  them  alone  are  due. 

Great  God !  hy  whom  the  strifes  of  men  are 

weighed 
In  an  impartial  balance,  give  thine  aid 
To  the  just  cause ;  and,  oh !  do  thou  preside 
Over  the  mighty  stream  now  spreading  wide : 
So  shall  its  waters,  from  the  heavens  supplied 
In  copious  showers,  from  earth  by  wholesome 

springs. 
Brood  o'er  the  long-parched  lands  with  Nile-like 

wings  I 
And  grant  that  every  sceptred  child  of  clay, 
Who  cries  presumptuous,  "  Here  the  flood  shall 

stay," 
May  in  its  progress  see  thy  guiding  hand. 
And  cease  the  acknowledged  purpose  to  withstand ; 
Or,  swept  in  anger  from  the  insulted  shore, 
Sink  with  his  servile  bands,  to  rise  no  more ! 

To-night,  my  Friend,  within  this  humble  cot 
Be  scorn  and  fear  and  hope  alike  forgot 
In  timely  sleep  ;  and  when,  at  break  of  day, 
On  the  tall  peaks  the  glistening  sunbeams  play. 
With  a  light  heart  our  course  we  may  renew. 
The  first  whose  footsteps  print  the  mountain  dew 

1791,  1792. 
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VII. 


LINES 

LETT  UPOSr  A  SKAT  IN  A  YETW-TREE,  WinCir  STANDS  HKAB 
THB  LAKE  OF  ESTIIWAITE,  ON  A  DESOLATE  PAIIT  OP  THl 
SHOCE,  CO)lMANDINO  A  BEAUTIFUL  mOSPECT. 

Nay,  Traveller !  rest.    This  lonely  Yew-tree  stands 
Far  from  all  human  dwelling :  what  if  here 
No  sparkling  rivulet  spread  the  verdant  herb  ? 
What  if  the  bee  love  not  these  barren  boughs  ? 
Yet,  if  the  wind  breathe  soft,  the  curling  waves, 
That  break  against  the  shore,  shall  lull  thy  mind 
By  one  soft  impulse  saved  from  vacancy. 

— Who  he  was 

Tliat  piled  these  stones  and  with  the  mossy  sod 
First  covered,  and  here  taught  this  aged  Tree 
With  its  dark  arms  to  form  a  circling  bower, 
I  well  remember.  —  He  was  one  who  owned 
No  common  soul.    In  youth  by  science  nursed, 
And  led  by  nature  into  a  wild  scene 
Of  lofty  hopes,  he  to  the  world  went  forth 
A  favored  Being,  knowing  no  desire 
Which  genius  did  not  hallow  ;  'gainst  the  taint 
Of  dissolute  tongues,  and  jealousy,  and  hate, 
And  scorn,  —  against  all  enemies  prepared. 
All  but  neglect.     The  world,  for  so  it  thought, 
Owed  him  no  service ;  wherefore  he  at  once 
With  indignation  turned  himself  away, 
vou  I.  4 
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And  with  the  food  of  pride  sastained  his  -soal 
In  solitude.  —  Stranger !  these  gloomy  boughs 
Had  chai*ms  for  him  ;  and  here  he  loved  to  sit, 
His  only  visitants  a  straggling  sheep, 
The  stone-chat,  or  the  glancing  sand-piper: 
And  on  these  barren  rocks,  with  fern  and  heath, 
And  juniper  and  thistle,  sprinkled  o'er, 
Fixing  his  downcast  eye,  he  many  an  hour 
A  morbid  pleasure  nourished,  tracing  here 
An  emblem  of  his  own  unfruitful  life  : 
And,  lifting  up  his  head,  he  then  would  gaze 
On  the  more  distant  scene,  —  how  lovely  't  is 
Thou  seest,  —  and  he  would  gaze  till  it  became 
Far  lovelier,  that  his  heart  could  net  sustain 
The  beauty,  still  more  beauteous  !  Nor,  that  timet 
When  N«ature  had  subdued  him  to  herself, 
Would  he  forget  those  Beings  to  whose  minds 
Warm  from  the  labors  of  benevolence  , 
The  world,  and  human  life,  appeared  a  scene 
Of  kindred  loveliness  :  then  he  would  sigh, 
Inly  disturbed,  to  think  that  others  felt 
What  he  must  never  feel :  and  so,  lost  Man  I 
On  visionary  views  would  fancy  feed, 
Till  his  eye  streamed  with  tears.     In  this  deep  vale 
He  died,  —  this  seat  his  only  monument. 

If  Thou  be  one  whose  heart  the  holy  forms 
Of  young  imagination  have  kept  pure. 
Stranger !  henceforth  be  waraed ;  and  know  thai 
pride. 
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Howe'cr  disguised  in  its  ovm.  majesty, 

Is  littleness ;  that  he  who  feels  contempt 

For  any  living  thing,  hath  faculties 

Which  he  has  never  used  ;  that  thought  with  him 

Is  in  its  infancy.     The  man  whose  eye 

Is  ever  on  himself  doth  look  on  one, 

The  least  of  Nature's  works,  one  who  might  movi 

The  wise  man  to  that  scorn  which  wisdom  holds 

Unlawful,  ever.     O  be  wiser.  Thou ! 

Instincted  that  true  knowledge  leads  to  love ; 

True  dignity  abides  with  him  alone 

Who,  in  the  silent  hour  of  inward  thought, 

Can  still  suspect,  and  still  revere  himself. 

In  lowliness  of  heart. 

1796. 


VIII. 
GUILT  AND  SORROW; 

OR, 
INCIDENTS  UPON  SALISBURY  PLAIN. 


ADVERTISE]iIENT 

mUULED  TO  TUB  FIRST  EDITION  OF  TmS  POEM,  PUB- 
LISUED   VX    1842. 


Hot  less  than  one  third  of  the  following  poem,  though  it  ht« 
from  time  to  time  been  altered  in  the  expression,  was  published 
10  fiur  back  as  tlie  year  1798,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Female 
Tai^rant."    The  extract  is  of  such  length  that  on  apology  seemi 
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to  be  required  for  reprinting  it  here:  but  it  was  necessai^  to 
restore  it  to  its  original  position,  or  the  rest  woald  have  been 
nninteUigible.  The  wiiole  was  written  before  the  close  of  tiM 
year  1794,  and  I  will  detail,  rather  as  matter  of  literary  biog 
raphy  than  for  any  other  reason,  the  circumstances  under  which 
It  was  produced. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  summer  of  1793,  having  passed 
A  month  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  in  view  of  the  fleet  which  was 
then  preparing  fur  sea  off  Portsmouth  at  the  commencement 
of  the  war,  I  left  the  place  with  melancholy  forebodings.  The 
American  war  was  still  fresh  in  memory.  The  struggle  which 
was  beginning,  and  which  many  thought  would  be  brought  to 
a  speedy  close  by  the  irresistible  arms  of  Great  Britain  being 
added  to  tliose  of  the  allies,  I  was  assured  in  my  own  mind 
would  be  of  long  continuance,  and  productive  of  distress  and 
misery  beyond  all  possible  calculation.  This  conviction  was 
pressed  upon  me  by  having  been  a  witness,  during  a  long  res- 
idence in  revolutionary  France,  of  the  spirit  which  prevailed  in 
that  country.  After  leaving  the  Isle  of  Wight,  I  spent  two 
days  in  wandering  on  foot  over  Salisbury  Plain,  which,  though 
cultivation  was  then  widely  spi*ead  through  parts  of  it,  hod 
upon  the  whole  a  still  more  impressive  appearance  tlian  it 
now  retains. 

The  monuments  and  traces  of  antiquity,  scattered  in  abun- 
dance over  that  region,  led  me  unavoidably  to  compare  what 
we  know  or  guess  of  those  remote  times  with  certain  aspects 
of  modem  society,  and  with  calamities,  principally  those  con- 
sequent upon  war,  to  which,  more  than  other  classes  of  men, 
the  poor  are  subject.  In  those  reflections,  joined  with  partic- 
ular facts  that  had  come  to  my  knowledge,  the  following 
stanzas  originated. 

In  conclusion,  to  obviate  some  distraction  in  the  minds  cf 
those  who  are  well  acquainted  with  Salisbury  Plain,  it  may 
be  proper  to  say,  that,  of  tlie  features  described  as  belonging 
to  it,  one  or  two  are  taken  from  other  d'jsolate  parts  cf  £iig 
laud. 
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I. 

A  Traveller  on  the  skirt  of  Sarum's  Plain 
Pursued  his  vagrant  way,  with  feet  half  bare ; 
Stooping  his  gait,  but  not  as  if  to  gain 
Belp  from  the  staff  he  bore  ;  for  mien  and  ahr 
Were  hardy,  though  his  cheek  seemed  worn  witi 

care 
Both  of  the  time  to  come,  and  time  long  fled  : 
Down  fell  in  straggling  locks  his  thin  gray  hair ; 
A  coat  he  wore  of  military  red. 
But  faded,  and  stuck  o'er  with  many  a  patrii  and 

shred. 

II. 
While  thus  he  journeyed,  step  by  step  led  on, 
He  saw  and  passed  a  stately  inn,  full  sure 
That  welcome  in  such  house  for  him  was  none. 
No  board  inscribed  the  needy  to  allure 
Hung  there,  no  bush  proclaimed  to  old  and  poor 
And  desolate,  "  Here  you  will  find  a  friend  !  ^ 
The  pendent  grapes  glittered  above  the  door  %  — 
On  he  must  pace,  perchance  till  night  descend, 
Where'er  the  dreary  roads  their  bare  white  lines 

extend. 

m. 
Th3  gathering  clouds  grew  red  with  stormy  fire, 
In  streaks  diverging  wide  and  mounting  high ; 
That  inn  he  long  had  passed  ;  the  distant  spire, 
Which  oft  as  he  looked  back  had  fixed  his  eye. 
Was  lost,  though  still  he  looked,  in  the  blank  sky 
Perplexed  and  comfortless  he  gazed  around, 
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And  8  ^arce  could  any  trace  of  man  descrj, 
Save  cornfields  stretched  and  stretching  without 

bound  ; 
But  where  the  sower  dwelt  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

nr. 
No  tree  was  there,  no  meadow's  pleasant  green, 
No  brook  to  wet  liis  lip  or  soothe  his  ear  ; 
Long  files  of  corn-stacks  here  and  there  were  seen, 
But  not  one  dwelling-place  his  heart  to  cheer. 
Some  laborer,  thought  he,  may  perchance  be  near; 
And  so  he  sent  a  feeble  shout  —  in  vain  ; 
No  voice  made  answer,  he  could  only  hear 
Winds  rustling  over  plots  of  unripe  grain, 
Or  whistling  thro'  thin  grass  along  the  unfurrowed 

plain. 

v. 
Long  had  he  fancied  each  successive  slope 
Concealed  some  cottage,  whither  he  might  turn 
And  rest ;  but  now  along  heaven's  dai'kqning  cope 
The  crows  rushed  by  in  eddies,  homeward  borne. 
Thus  warned  he  sought  some  sheplierd's  spreading 

thorn 
Or  hovel  from  the  storm  to  shield  his  head, 
But  sought  in  vain  ;  for  now,  all  wild,  forlorn. 
And  vacant,  a  huge  waste  around  him  spread ; 
The  wet,  cold  ground,  he  feared,  must  be  his  onl^ 

bed. 

VI. 

And  be  it  so,  —  for  to  the  chill  night  shower 
And  the  sharp  wind  his  head  he  ofl  hath  bared ; 
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A.  Sailor  he,  who  many  a  wretched  hour 

Hath  told ;  for,  landing  after  labor  hard, 

F'ull  long  endured  in  hope  of  just  reward, 

He  to  an  armed  fleet  was  forced  awaj 

By  seamen,  who  perhaps  themselves  had  shared 

Like  fate ;  was  hurried  off,  a  helpless  prey, 

'Gainst  all  that  in  hi$  heart,  or  theirs  perhapi^ 

said  nay. 

vn. 
For  years  the  work  of  carnage  did  not  cease, 
And  death's  dire  aspect  daily  he  surveyed. 
Death's  minister ;  then  came  his  glad  release, 
And  hope  returned,  and  Pleasure  fondly  made 
Her  dwelling  in  his  dreams.     By  Fancy's  aid 
The  happy  husband  flies,  hb  arms  to  throw 
Round  his  wife's  neck ;  the  prize  of  victory  laid 
In  her  full  lap,  he  sees  such  sweet  tears  flow 
As  if  thenceforth  nor  pain  nor  trouble  she  could 

know. 

vin. 
Vain  hope  !  for  fraud  took  all  that  he  had  earned. 
The  lion  roars  and  gluts  his  tawny  brood 
Even  in  the  desert's  heart ;  but  he,  returned. 
Bears  not  those  he  loves  their  needful  food. 
His  home  approaching,  but  in  such  a  mood 
That  from  his  sight  his  children  might  have  run, 
He  met  a  traveller,  robbed  him,  shed  his  blood  ; 
And  when  the  miserable  work  was  done 
He  fled,  a  vagrant  since,  the  murderer's  fate  U 

shun. 
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IX. 

From  that  day  forth  no  place  to  him  could  be 
So  lonely,  but  that  thence  might  come  a  pang 
Brought  from  without  to  inward  misery. 
Now,  as  he  plodded  on,  with  sullen  clang 
A  sound  of  chains  along  the  desert  rang ; 
He  looked,  and  saw  upon  a  gibbet  high 
A  human  body  that  in  irons  swang, 
Uplifted  by  the  tempest  whirling  by ; 
And,  hovering,  round  it  often  did  a  raven  fly. 

X. 

It  was  a  spectacle  which  none  might  view, 
In  spot  so  savage,  but  with  shuddering  pain ; 
Nor  only  did  for  him  at  once  renew 
All  he  had  feared  from  man,  but  roused  a  train 
Of  the  mind's  phantoms,  horrible  as  vain. 
The  stones,  as  if  to  cover  him  from  day, 
Rolled  at  his  back  along  the  living  plain  ; 
He  fell,  and  without  sense  or  motion  lay ; 
But,  when  the  trance  was  gone,  feebly  pursued 
his  way. 

XL 

As  one  whose  brain  habitual  frenzy  fires 

Owes  to  the  fit  in  which  his  soul  hath  tossed 

Profounder  quiet,  when  the  fit  retires, 

Even  so  the  dire  phantasma  which  had  crossed 

His  sense,  in  sudden  vacancy  quite  lost, 

Left  his  mind  still  as  a  deep  evening  stream. 

Nor,  if  accosted  now,  in  thought  engrossed, 

Moody,  or  inly  troubled,  would  he  seem 

To  traveller  who  might  talk  of  any  casual  tbemo. 
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xn. 
Hurtle  the  clouds  in  deeper  darkness  piled; 
Grone  is  the  raven  timely  rest  to  seek  ; 
He  seemed  the  only  creature  in  the  wild 
On  whom  the  elements  their  rage  might  wreak  ; 
Save  that  the  bustard,  of  those  regions  bleak 
Shy  tenant,  seeing  by  the  uncertain  light 
A  man  there  wandering,  gave  a  mournful  shriek, 
And  half  upon  the  ground,  with  strange  affright, 
Forced  hard  against  the  wind  a  thick  unwieldy 
flight. 

xin. 
All,  all  was  cheerless  to  the  horizon's  bound ; 
The  weary  eye  —  which,  wheresoe'er  it  strays, 
Marks  nothing  but  the  red  sun's  setting  round, 
Or  on  the  earth  strange  lines,  in  former  days 
Left  by  gigantic  arms  —  at  length  surveys 
What  seems  an  antique  castle  spreading  wide ; 
Hoary  and  naked  are  its  walls,  and  raise 
Their  brow  sublime :  in  shelter  there  to  bide 
lie  turned,  while  rain  poured  down  smoking  oo 
every  side. 

xrv. 
Pile  of  Stonehenge !  so  proud  to  hint  yet  keep 
Tliy  secrets,  thou  that  lov'st  to  stand  and  hear 
The  Plain  resounding  to  the  whirlwind's  sv/eep, 
Inmate  of  lonesome  Nature's  endless  year ; 
Even  if  thou  saw'st  the  giant  wicker  rear 
For  sacrifice  its  throngs  of  living  men. 
Before  thy  face  did  never  wretch  appear. 
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Who  in  his  licart  Imd  groaned  with  deadlier  pain 
Than  he  who,  tempest-driven,  thy  shelter  now 
would  gain. 

XV. 

Within  that  fabric  of  mysterious  form, 
Winds  met  in  conflict,  each  by  turns  supreme ; 
And,  from  the  perilous  ground  dislodged,  through 

storm 
And  rain  he  wildered  on,  no  moon  to  stream 
From  gulf  of  parting  clouds  one  friendly  beam. 
Nor  any  friendly  sound  his  footsteps  led ; 
Once  did  the  lightning's  faint,  disastrous  gleam 
Disclose  a  naked  guide-post's  double  head, 
Sight  which  though  lost  at  once  a  gleam  of  pleafi- 

ure  shed. 

XVI. 

No  swinging  sign-board  creaked  from  cottage  elm 
To  stay  his  steps  with  faintness  overcome ; 
*T  was  dark  and  void  as  ocean's  watery  realm, 
Roaring  with  storms  beneath  night's  starless  gloom ; 
No  Gypsy  cower'd  o'er  fire  of  furze  or  broom  ; 
No  laborer  watched  his  red  kiln  glaring  bright, 
Nor  taper  glimmered  dim  from  sick  man's  room  ; 
Along  the  waste  no  line  of  mouiiiful  light 
From  lamp  of  lonely  toll-gate  streamed  athwail 
the  night. 

xvn. 
At  l(3ngth,  though  hid  in  clouds,  the  moon  arose  5 
The  downs  were  visible  —  and  now  revealed 
A  structure  stands,  which  two  bare  slopes  inclose^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


GUILT   AND  SORROW.  69 

It  was  a  spot,  where,  ancient  vows  fulfilled, 
Kind,  pious  hands  did  to  the  Virgin  build 
A  lonelj  Spital,  the  belated  swain 
From  the  night  terrors  of  that  waste  to  shield ; 
But  there  no  human  being  could  remain, 
And  now  the  walls  are  named  the ''  Dead  House  " 
of  the  plain. 

XVIII. 

Though  he  had  little  cause  to  love  the  abode 
Of  man,  or  covet  sight  of  mortal  face. 
Yet  when  faint  beams  of  light  that  ruin  showed, 
How  glad  he  was  at  length  to  find  some  trace 
Of  human  shelter  in  that  dreary  place. 
Till  to  his  flock  the  early  shepherd  goes. 
Here  shall  much-needed  sleep  his  frame  embrace. 
In  a  dry  nook  where  fern  the  floor  bestrows 
He  lays  his  stiffened  limbs,  —  his  eyes  begin  to 
dose ; 

XIX. 

When,  hearing  a  deep  sigh,  that  seemed  to  come 
From  one  who  mourned  in  sleep,  he  raised  his 

head, 
And  saw  a  woman  in  the  naked  room 
Outstretched,  and  turning  on  a  restless  bed : 
The  moon  a  wan  dead  light  around  her  shed. 
He  waked  her,  — spake  in  tone  that  would  not  fail, 
He  hoped,  to  calm  her  mind  ;  but  ill  he  sped, 
For  of  that  ruin  she  had  heard  a  tale 
Which  now  with  freezing  thoughts  did  all  her 

powers  assail ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


60  POKMS    WUITTEN    IN    YOUTH. 

XX. 

Had  heard  of  one  who,  forced  from  storms  to  shroud, 
Felt  the  loose  walls  of  this  decayed  Retreat 
Rock  to  incessant  neighings  shrill  and  loud, 
While  his  horse  pawed  the  floor  with  furious  heat; 
Till  on  a  stone,  that  sparkled  to  his  feet, 
Struck,  and  still  struck  again,  the  troubled  hoi*se  : 
The  man  half  raised  the  stone  with  pain  and  sweat, 
Half  raised,  for  well  his  arm  might  lose  its  force. 
Disclosing  the  grim  head  of  a  late  murdered  corse. 

XXI. 

Such  tale  of  this  lone  mansion  she  had  learned, 
And  when   that  shape,  with  eyes  in  sleep  half 

drowned. 
By  the  moon's  sullen  lamp  she  first  discerned. 
Cold  stony  horror  all  her  senses  bound. 
Her  he  addressed  in  words  of  cheering  sound ; 
Recovering  heart,  like  answer  did  she  make ; 
And  well  it  was  that,  of  the  corse  there  found. 
In  converse  that  ensued  she  notliing  spake ; 
She  knew  not  what  dire  pangs  in  him  such  tale 

could  wake. 

xxn. 
But  soon  his  voice  and  words  of  kind  intent 
Banished  that  dismal  thought;  and  now  the  )»lnd 
In  fainter  bowlings  told  its  raffe  was  spent. 
Meanwhile  discourse  ensued  of  various  kind, 
Which  by  degrees  a  confidence  of  mind 
And  mutual  interest  failed  not  to  create. 
And,  to  a  nalui*al  sympathy  resigned, 
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In  that  forsaken  building  where  they  sate 

The  Woman  thus  retraced  her  own  untoward  fate. 

XXIII. 

^  By  Derwent's  side  my  father  dwelt,  —  a  man 
Of  virtuous  hfe,  by  pious  parents  bred  ; 
And  I  believe  that,  soon  as  I  began 
To  lisp,  he  made  me  kneel  beside  my  bed, 
And  ifi  his  hearing  there  my  prayers  I  said : 
And  afterwards,  by  my  good  father  taught, 
I  read,  and  loved  the  books  in  which  I  read ; 
For  books  in  every  neighboring  house  I  sought. 
And  nothing  to  my  mind  a  sweeter  pleasure  brought 

XXIV. 

A  little  croft  we  owned,  —  a  plot  of  com, 
A  garden  stored  with  peas,  and  mint,  and  thyme, 
And  flowers  for  posies,  oft  on  Sunday  mom 
Plucked  while  the  church  bells  rang  their  earliest 

chime. 
Can  I  forget  our  freaks  at  shearing-time ! 
My  hen's  rich  nest  through  long  grass  scarce  espied; 
The  cowslip-gathering  in  June's  dewy  prime ; 
The  swans  that  with  white  chests  upreared  in  pride 
Rushing  and  racuig  came  to  meet  me  at  the  water- 
side I 

XXV. 

The  staff  I  well  remember  which  upbore 

The  bending  body  of  my  active  sire ; 

His  seat  beneath  the  honeyed  sycamore 

Where  the  bees  hummed,  and  chair  by  winter  fire  ; 

When  market-morning  came,  the  neat  attire 
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With  wliicb,  tliough  bent  on  haste,  myself  I  decked; 
Our  watchful  house-dog,  that  would  tease  and  til '•^ 
The  stranger  till  its  barking-fit  I  checked  ; 
The  red-breast,  known  for  years,  which  at  my  case- 
ment pecked. 

XXVI. 

The  suns  of  twenty  summers  danced  along,  — 
Too  little  marked  how  fast  they  rolled  awaj" : 
But,  tlirough  severe  mischance  and  cruel  wrongs 
My  father's  substance  fell  into  decay : 
We  toiled  and  struggled,  hoping  for  a  day 
When  Fortune  might  put  on  a  kinder  look ; 
But  vain  were  wishes,  efforts  vain  as  they ; 
He  from  his  old  hereditary  nook 
Must  part ;  the  summons  came ;  —  our  final  leave 
we  took. 

xxvn. 
It  was  indeed  a  miserable  hour 
When,  from  the  last  hill-top,  my  sire  surveyed, 
Peering  above  the  trees,  the  steeple  tower 
That  on  his  marriage  day  sweet  music  made ! 
Till  then,  he  hoped  his  bones  might  there  be  laid 
Close  by  my  mother  in  their  native  bowers : 
Bidding  me  trust  in  God,  he  stood  and  prayed ;  — 
I  could  not  pray:  through  tears  that  fell  in  showers 
Glimmered  our  dcar-lovcd  hcme,alas!  nolongcroursi 

XXVIII. 

Tliere  was  a  Youth  whom  I  had  loved  so  long^ 

Tliat  when  I  loved  him  not  I  cannot  say ; 

*Mid  the  green  mountains  many  a  thoughtless  song 
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We  two  had  sung,  like  gladsome  birds  in  Maj ; 
When  we  began  to  tire  of  childish  play, 
We  seemed  still  more  and  more  to  prize  each  other 
We  talked  of  marriage  and  our  man'iage  day ; 
And  I  in  truth  did  love  him  like  a  brother, 
For  never  could  I  hope  to  meet  with  such  another 

XXIX. 

Two  years  were  passed  since  to  a  distant  town 
He  had  repaired  to  ply  a  gainful  trade  : 
What  tears  of  bitter  grief,  till  then  unknown ! 
What  tender  vows  our  last  sad  kiss  delayed  I 
To  him  we  turned :  —  we  had  no  other  aid « 
Like  one  revived,  upon  his  neck  I  wept ; 
And  her  whom  he  had  loved  in  joy,  he  said, 
He  well  could  love  in  grief;  his  faith  he  kept; 
And  in  a  quiet  home  once  more  my  father  slept 

XXX. 

We  lived  in  peace  and  comfort ;  and  were  blest 
With  daily  bread,  by  constant  toil  supplied. 
Three  lovely  babes  had  lain  upon  my  breast; 
And  often,  viewing  their  sweet  smiles,  I  sighed. 
And  knew  not  why.     My  happy  father  died, 
Wlien  threatened  war  reduced  the  children's  meal : 
Thrice  happy !  that  for  him  the  grave  could  hide 
The  empty  loom,  cold  hearth,  and  silent  wheel, 
And  tears  that  flowed  for  ills  which  patience 
might  not  heal. 

XXXI. 

T  was  a  hard  change ;  an  evil  time  was  come  | 
We  had  no  hope,  and  no  relief  could  gain : 
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But  soon,  with  proud  parade,  the  noisy  dtiim 
Beat  round  to  dear  the  streets  of  want  and  pain. 
My  husband's  arms  now  only  served  to  strain 
Me  and  his  children  hungering  in  his  view  ; 
In  such  dismay  my  prayers  and  tears  were  vaio  : 
To  join  those  miserable  men  he  flew, 
And  now  to  the  sea-coast,  with  numbers  more,  we 
drew. 

XXXII. 

There  were  we  long  neglected,  and  we  bore 
Much  sorrow  ere  the  fleet  its  anchor  weighed. 
Green  fields  before  us,  and  our  native  shore, 
We  breathed  a  pestilential  air,  that  made 
Ravage  for  which  no  knell  was  heard.     We  prayed 
For  our  departure ;  wished  and  wished, — nor  knew, 
'Mid  that  long  sickness  and  those  hopes  delayed, 
That  happier  days  we  never  more  must  view. 
The  parting  signal  streamed,  —  at  last  the  land 

withdrew. 

xxxin. 
But  the  calm  summer  season  now  was  past. 
On  as  we  drove,  the  equinoctial  deep 
Ran  mountains  high  before  the  howhng  blast, 
And  many  perished  in  the  whirlwind's  sweep. 
We  gazed  with  terror  on  their  gloomy  sleep, 
Untaught  that  soon  such  anguish  must  ensue. 
Our  hopes  such  harvest  of  aflliction  reap. 
That  we  the  mercy  of  the  waves  should  rue : 
Wo  reached  the  western  world,  a  poor  devoted 

crew. 
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xxxrv. 

The  pain8  and  plagues  that  on  our  heads  came  dowr- 

Disease  and  famine,  agony  and  fear, 

In  wood  or  wilderness,  in  camp  or  town, 

It  would  unman  the  firmest  heart  to  hear. 

All  perished,  —  all  in  one  remorseless  year,  — 

Husband  and  children !  one  by  one,  by  sword 

And  ravenous  plague,  all  perished :  every  teat 

Dried  up,  despairing,  desolate,  on  board 

A  British  ship  I  waked,  as  from  a  trance  restored." 

XXXV. 

Here  paused  she,  of  ail  present  thought  forlorn, 
Nor  voice,  nor  sound,  that  moment's  pain  expressed, 
Yet  Nature,  with  excess  of  grief  o'erborne. 
From  her  full  eyes  their  watery  load  released. 
He  too  was  mute  :  and,  ere  her  weeping  ceased. 
He  rose,  and  to  the  ruin's  portal  went, 
And  saw  the  dawn  opening  the  silvery  east 
With  rays  of  promise,  north  and  southward  sent , 
And  soon  with  crimson  fire  kindled  the  firmament. 

XXXVL 

"  0  come,"  he  cried,  **  come,  after  weary  night 
or  such  rough  storm,  this  happy  change  to  view.' 
So  forth  she  came,  and  eastwai"d  looked ;  the  sight 
Over  her  brow  like  dawn  of  gladness  threw  ; 
Upon  her  cheek,  to  which  its  youthful  hue 
Seemed  to  return,  dried  the  last  lingering  tear. 
And  from  her  grateful  heart  a  fresh  one  drew : 
ITie  whilst  her  comrade  to  her  pensive  cheer 
Tempered  fit  words  of  hope ;  and  the  lark  warbled 
near. 
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xxxvn. 
Thej  looked  and  saw  a  lengthening  road,  and 

wain 
Thaf.  rang  down  a  bare  slope  not  far  remote  : 
The  barrows  glistered  bright  with  drops  of  raiii, 
Whistled  the  wagoner  with  merry  note, 
The  cock  far  off  sounded  his  clarion  throat ; 
But  town,  or  farm,  or  liamlet,  none  they  viewed* 
Only  were  told  there  stood  a  lonely  cot 
A  long  mile  thence.     While  thither  they  pursued 
Their  way,  the  woman  thus  her  mournful   tale 

renewed. 

xxxxm. 
•*  Peaceful  as  this  immeasurable  plain 
Is  now,  by  beams  of  dawning  light  imprest, 
In  the  calm  sunshine  slept  the  glittering  main ; 
The  very  ocean  hath  its  hour  of  rest. 
I  too  forgot  the  heavings  of  my  breast. 
How  quiet  'round  me  ship  and  ocean  were  1 
As  quiet  all  within  me.     I  was  blest. 
And  looked,  and  fed  upon  the  silent  air 
Until  it  seemed  to  bring  a  joy  to  my  despair. 

XXXIX. 

Ah !  how  unlike  those  late  terrific  sleeps, 
And  groans  that  rage  of  racking  famine  spoke ; 
The  unburied  dead  that  lay  in  festering  heaps, 
The  breathing  pestilence  that  rose  like  smoke, 
The  shriek  that  from  the  distant  battle  broke, 
The  mine's  dire  earthquake,  and  the  pallid  host, 
Driven  by  the  bomb's  incessant  thunder-stroke 
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To  loathsome  vaults,   where  heart-sick  anguish 

tossed, 
Hope  died,  and  fear  itself  in  agony  was  lost  I 

XL. 

Some  mighty  gulf  of  separation  passed, 
I  seemed  transported  to  another  world ; 
A  thought  resigned  with  pain,  when  from  the  mast 
The  impatient  mariner  the  sail  unfurled, 
And,  whistling,  called  the  wind  that  hardly  curled 
The  silent  sea.     From  the  sweet  thoughts  of  home 
And  from  all  hope  I  was  for  ever  hurled. 
For  me,  farthest  from  earthly  port  to  roam 
Was  best,  could  I  but  shun  the  spot  where  man 
might  come. 

XLI. 

And  oft  I  thought  (my  fancy  was  so  strong) 

That  I,  at  last,  a  resting-place  had  found ; 

*  Here  will  I  dwell,'  said  I,  '  my  whole  life  long, 

Roaming  the  illimitable  watere  round ; 

Here  will  I  live,  of  all  but  Heaven  disowned. 

And  end  my  days  upon  the  peaceful  flood.' 

To  break  my  dream,  the  vessel  reached  its  boundi 

And  homeless  near  a  thousand  homes  I  stood. 

And  near  a  thousand  tables  pined  and  wanted  food 

xLn. 
No  help  I  sought ;  in  sorrow  turned  adrift, 
Was  hopeless,  as  if  cast  on  some  bare  rock  ; 
Nor  morsel  to  my  mouth  that  day  did  lift. 
Nor  raised  my  hand  at  any  door  to  knock. 
I  lay  where,  with  bis  drowsy  mates,  the  cock 
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From  the  cross-timber  of  an  out-house  huDg: 
Dismally  tolled,  that  night,  the  city  clock ! 
At  morn  my  sick  heart  hunger  scarcely  stung, 
Nor  to  the  beggar's  language  could  I  fit  my  tongae. 

XLin. 
So  passed  a  second  day ;  and,  when  the  thinl 
Was  come,  I  tried  in  vain  the  crowd's  resort. 
—  In  deep  despair,  by  frightful  wishes  stirred. 
Near  the  sea-side  I  reached  a  ruined  fort ; 
There,  pains  which  nature  could  no  more  support) 
With  blindness  linked,  did  on  my  vitals  fall ; 
And,  after  many  interruptions  short 
Of  hideous  sense,  I  sank,  nor  step  could  crawl : 
Unsought  for  was  the  help  that  did  my  life  recaE 

XLIV. 

Borne  to  a  hospital,  I  lay  with  brain 
Drowsy  and  weak,  with  shattered  memory ; 
I  heard  my  neighbors  in  their  beds  complain 
Of  many  things  which  never  troubled  me,  — 
Of  feet  still  bustling  round  with  busy  glee. 
Of  looks  where  common  kindness  had  no  part, 
Of  service  done  with  cold  formality. 
Fretting  the  fever  round  the  languid  heart. 
And  groans  which,  as  they  said,  might  make  a 
dead  man  start 

XLV. 

These  things  just  served  to  stir  the  slumbering  sense. 
Nor  pain  nor  pity  in  my  bosom  raised. 
With  strength  did  memory  return  ;  and,  thence 
Dismissed,  again  on  open  day  I  gazed« 
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At  houses,  men,  and  common  light  amazed. 
The  lanes  I  sought,  and,  as  the  sun  retired. 
Came  where  beneath  the  trees  a  fagot  blazed ; 
The  travellers  saw  me  weep,  my  fate  inquired, 
And  gave  me  food — and  rest,  more  welcome,  more 
desired. 

XLVI. 

Rough  potters  seemed  they,  trading  soberly 
With  panniered  asses  driven  from  door  to  door ; 
But  life  of  happier  sort  set  forth  to  me. 
And  other  joys  my  fancy  to  allure,  — 
The  bagpipe  dinning  on  the  midnight  moor 
In  barn  uplighted ;  and  companions  boon. 
Well  met  from  far  with  revelry  secure 
Among  the  forest  glades,  while  jocund  June 
Rolled  fast  along  the  sky  his  warm  and  genial  mooa 

XLVII. 

But  ill  they  suited  me,  —  those  journeys  dark 
O'er  moor  and  mountain,  midnight  theft  to  hatch 
To  charm  the  surly  house-dog's  faithful  bark. 
Or  hang  on  tiptoe  at  the  lifted  latch. 
The  gloomy  lantern,  and  the  dim  blue  match. 
The  black  disguise,  the  warning  whistle  shrill, 
And  ear  still  busy  on  its  nightly  watch. 
Were  not  for  me,  brought  up  in  nothing  ill : 
Besides,  on  griefs  so  fresh  my  thoughts  were  brood* 
ing  still. 

xLvm. 
What  could  I  do,  unaided  and  unblest  ? 
My  father !  gone  was  every  friend  of  thine : 
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And  kindred  of  dead  husband  are  at  best 
Small  help ;  and,  afler  marriage  such  as  mine. 
With  little  kindness  would  to  me  incline. 
Nor  was  I  then  for  toil  or  service  fit ; 
My  deep-drawn  sighs  no  effort  could  confine ; 
In  open  air  forgetful  would  I  sit 
Wliole  hours,  with  idle  arms  in  moping  sorron 
knit. 

XLIX. 

The  roads  I  paced,  I  loitered  through  the  fields ; 
Contentedly,  yet  sometimes  self-accused, 
Trusted  my  life  to  what  chance  bounty  yields. 
Now  coldly  given,  now  utterly  refused. 
The  ground  I  for  my  bed  have  often  used : 
But  what  afflicts  my  peace  with  keenest  ruth 
Is  that  I  have  my  inner  self  abused. 
Foregone  the  home  delight  of  constant  truth, 
And  clear  and  open  soul,  so  prized  in  fearlesa 
youth. 

L. 

Through  tears  the  rising  sun  I  ofl  have  viewed. 
Through  tears  have  seen  him  towards  that  world 

descend 
Where  my  poor  heart  lost  all  its  fortitude : 
Three  years  a  wanderer,  now  my  course  I  bend — 
Oh  I  tell  me  whither  —  for  no  earthly  friend 
Have  I." — She  ceased,  and  weeping  turned  away 
As  if  because  her  tale  was  at  an  end. 
She  wept ;  because  she  had  no  more  to  say 
Of  that  perpetual  weight  which  on  her  spirit  lay. 
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LL 

TruB  sympathy  the  Sailor's  looks  expressed, 
EUs  looks, — for  pondering  he  was  mute  the  while. 
Of  social  Order's  care  for  wretchedness, 
Of  Time's  sure  help  to  calm  and  reconcile, 
Joy's   second  spring  and  Hope's  long-treasared 

smile, 
T  was  not  for  him  to  speak,  —  a  roan  so  tried. 
Yet,  to  relieve  her  heart,  in  friendly  style 
Proverbial  words  of  comfort  he  applied, 
And  not  in  vain,  while  they  went  pacing  side  by 

side. 

LU. 

Erelong,  from  heaps  of  turf,  before  their  sight, 
Togetlier  smoking  in  the  sun's  slant  beam. 
Rise  various  wreaths,  that  into  one  unite, 
Which  high  and  higher  mounts  with  silver  gleam; 
Fair  spectacle!  —  but  instantly  a  scream 
Thence  bursting  shrill  did  all  remark  prevent ; 
They  paused,  and  heard  a  hoarser  voice  blaspheme, 
And  female  cries.     Their  course  they  thither  bent, 
And  met  a  man  who  foamed  ^vith  anger  vehement. 

Lin. 
A  woman  stood  with  quivering  lips  and  pale. 
And,  pointing  to  a  little  child  that  lay 
Stretched  on  the  ground,  began  a  piteous  tale; 
How  in  a  simple  freak  of  thoughtless  play 
He  had  provoked  his  father,  who  straightway, 
As  if  each  blow  were  deadlier  than  the  last. 
Struck  the  poor  innocent.     Pallid  with  dismay 
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The  Soldiei-'s  Widow  heard  and  stood  aghast ; 
And  stern  looks  on  the  man  her  graj-hairea  Com 
rade  cast. 

LIV. 

His  voice  with  indignation  rising  high 
8uch  further  deed  in  manhood's  name  forhade ; 
The  peasant,  wild  in  passion,  made  reply 
With  bitter  insult  and  revilings  sad  ; 
Asked  him  in  scorn  what  business  there  he  had; 
What  kind  of  plunder  he  was  hunting  now ; 
The  gallows  would  one  day  of  him  be  glad  ;  — 
Though  inward  anguish  damped  the  Sailor's  brow, 
Yet  calm  he  seemed  as  thoughts  so  poignant  wonld 
allow. 

LV. 

Softly  he  stroked  the  child,  who  lay  outstretched 
With  face  to  earth  ;  and,  as  the  boy  turned  round 
His  battered  head,  a  groan  the  Sailor  fetched, 
As  if  he  saw  —  there  and  upon  that  ground  — 
Strange  repetition  of  the  deadly  wound 
He  had  himself  inflicted.     Through  his  brain 
At  once  the  griding  iron  passage  found ; 
Deluge  of  tender  thoughts  then  rushed  amain, 
Nor  could  his  sunken  eyes  the  starting  tear  restrain. 

LVI. 

Within  himself  he  said,  What  hearts  have  we  1 
The  blessing  this  a  father  gives  his  child  I 
Yet  happy  thou,  poor  boy  I  compared  with  me, 
SufTe-nng,  not  doing,  ill,  —  fate  far  more  mild. 
The  stranger's  looks  and  tears  of  wrath  beguiled 
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The  father,  and  relenting  thoughts  awoke ; 
He  kissed  his  son :  —  so  all  was  reconciled. 
Then,  with  a  voice  which  inward  trouble  broke 
Ere  to  his  lips  it  came,  the  Sailor  them  bespoke. 

Lvn. 
"  Bad  is  the  world,  and  hard  is  the  world's  law, 
Even  for  the  man  who  wears  the  warmest  fleece 
Much  need  have  je  that  time  more  closely  draw 
The  bond  of  nature,  all  unkindness  cease. 
And  that  among  so  few  there  still  be  peace : 
Else  can  ye  hope  but  with  such  numerous  foes 
Your  pains  shall  ever  with  your  years  increase  ?  "— 
While  from  his  heart  the  appropriate  lesson  flows, 
A  correspondent  calm  stole  gently  o'er  his  woes. 

Lvm. 
Forthwith  the  pair  passed  on ;  and  down  they  look 
Into  a  narrow  valle3r's  pleasant  scene 
Where  wreaths  of  vapor  tracked  a  winding  brook. 
That  babbled  on  through   groves   and  meadows 

green; 
A  low-roofed  house  peeped  out  the  trees  between ; 
The  dripping  groves  resound  with  cheerful  lays, 
Ajid  melancholy  lowings  intervene 
.  Of  scattered  herds,  that  in  the  meadow  graze. 
Some  amid  lingering  shade,  some  touched  by  the 

sun's  rays. 

ux. 
They  saw  and  heard,  and,  winding  with  the  road 
Down  a  thick  wood,  they  dropt  into  the  vale ; 
Comfort  by  prouder  mansions  unbestowed 
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Their  wearied  frames,  she  hoped,  would  soon  rf 

gale. 
Erelong  thej  reached  that  cottage  in  the  dale : 
It  was  a  rustic  inn ;  — the  board  was  spread, 
The  milkmaid  followed  with  her  brimming  pail, 
And  lustilj  the  master  carved  the  bread, 
K  indly  the  housewife  pressed,  and  they  in  coiriiirt 

fed. 

Their  breakfast  done,  the  pair,  though  loth,  must 

part; 
Wanderers  whose  course  no  longer  now  agrees. 
She  rose  and  bade  farewell  I  and,  while  her  heart 
Struggled  with  tears,  nor  could  its  sorrow  ease, 
She  left  him  there ;  for,  clustering  round  his  knees, 
With  his  oak-staff  the  cottage  children  played ; 
And  soon  she  reached  a  spot  o*erhung  with  trees 
And  banks  of  ragged  earth  ;  beneath  the  shade, 
Across  the  pebbly  road,  a  little  runnel  strayed. 

LXI. 

A  cart  and  horse  beside  the  rivulet  stood ; 
Checkering  the  canvas  roof  the  sunbeams  shone. 
She  saw  the  carman  bend  to  scoop  the  flood 
As  the  wain  fronted  her,  —  wherein  lay  one, 
A  pale-faced  Woman,  in  disease  far  gone.  ; 

The  carman  wet  her  lips  as  well  behoved ; 
Bed  under  her  lean  body  there  was  none. 
Though  even  to  die  near  one  she  most  had  loved 
She  could  not  of  herself  those  wasted  limbs  have 
moved. 
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UOI. 

The  Soldici-'s  Widow  learned  with  honest  paiii, 
And  homefelt  force  of  sympathy  sincere, 
Why  thus  that  worn-out  wretch  must  there  sus- 
tain 
The  jolting  road  and  morning  air  severe. 
The  wain  pursued  its  way ;  and  following  near. 
In  pure  compassion,  she  her  steps  retraced 
Far  as  the  cottage.    "  A  sad  sight  is  here," 
She  cried  aloud  ;  and  forth  ran  out  in  haste 
The  friends  whom  she  had  left  but  a  few  minatee 
past. 

LZIU. 

While  to  the  door  with  eager  speed  they  ran. 
From  her  bare  straw  the  Woman  half  upraised 
Her  bony  visage,  gaunt  and  deadly  wan  ; 
No  pity  asking,  on  the  group  she  gazed 
With  a  dim  eye,  distracted  and  amazed  ; 
Then  sank  upon  her  straw  with  feeble  moan. 
Fervently  cried  the  housewife,  "  God  be  praised, 
I  have  a  house  that  I  can  call  my  own ; 
Nor  sliall  she  perish  there,  untended  and  alone  I " 

LXIV. 

So  in  they  bear  her  to  the  chimney  seat, 
&jid  busily,  though  yet  with  fear,  untie 
Her  garments,  and,  to  warm  her  icy  feet 
And  chafe  her  temples,  careful  hands  apply. 
Nature  reviving,  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh 
She  strove,  and  not  in  vain,  her  head  to  rear; 
Then  said,  "  I  thank  you  all ;  if  I  must  die, 
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The  God  in  heaven  my  prayers  for  you  will  hear; 
Till  now  I  did  not  think  my  end  had  been  so  near 

LXV 

"  Barred  every  comfort  labor  could  procure. 
Suffering  what  no  endurance  could  assuage, 
I  was  compelled  to  seek  my  father's  door, 
Though  loth  to  be  a  burden  on  his  age. 
But  sickness  stopped  me  in  an  early  stage 
Of  my  sad  journey  ;  and  within  the  wain 
They  placed  me,  —  there  to  end  life's  pilgrimage, 
Unless  beneath  your  roof  I  may  remain : 
For  I  shall  never  see  my  father's  door  again. 

LXVI. 

^  My  life.  Heaven  knows,  hath  long  been  burdea- 

some; 
But,  if  I  have  not  meekly  suffered,  meek 
May  my  end  be  !  Soon  will  this  voice  be  dumb : 
Should  child  of  mine  e'er  wander  hither,  speak 
Of  me,  say  that  the  worm  is  on  my  cheek.  — 
Torn  from  our  hut,  that  stood  beside  the  sea 
Near  Portland  lighthouse  in  a  lonesome  creek, 
My  husband  served  in  sad  captivity 
On  shipboard,  bound  till  peace  or  death  should  set 

him  free. 

Lxvn. 
*  A  sailor's  wife,  I  knew  a  widow's  cares. 
Yet  two  sweet  little  ones  partook  my  bed ; 
Hope  cheered  my  dreams,  and  to  my  daily  prayers 
Our  Heavenly  Father  granted  each  day's  bread  • 
Till  one  was  found  by  stroke  of  violence  dead, 
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Whose  body  near  our  cottage  chanced  to  lie ; 

A  dire  suspicion  drove  us  from  our  shed ; 

In  vain  to  find  a  friendly  face  we  try. 

Nor  could  we  live  together  those  poor  bojs  and  I; 

LXVIII. 

*^  For  evil  tongues  made  oath  how  on  that  day 
My  hushand  lurked  about  the  neighborhood ; 
Now  he  had  fled,  and  whither  none  could  say, 
And  he  had  done  the  deed  in  the  dark  wood  — 
Near  his  own  home !  — but  he  was  mild  and  good ; 
Never  on  earth  was  gentler  creature  seen ; 
He  'd  not  have  robbed  the  raven  of  its  food. 
My  husband's  lovingkindness  stood  between 
Me  and  all  worldly  harms  and  wrongs  however 

keen." 

uax. 
Alas !  the  thing  she  told  with  laboring  breath 
The  Sailor  knew  too  welL     That  wickedness 
His  hand  had  wrought ;  and  when,  in  the  hour  of 

death, 
He  saw  his  Wife's  lips  move  his  name  to  bless 
With  her  last  words,  unable  to  suppress 
His  anguish,  with  his  heart  he  ceased  to  strive ; 
And,  weeping  loud  in  this  extreme  distress. 
He  cried,  ^^  Do  pity  me !  That  thou  shouldst  live 
I  neither  ask  nor  wish;  forgive  me,  but  forgive!* 

uxx. 
To  tell  the  change  that  Voice  within  her  wrought 
Jature  by  sign  or  sound  made  no  essay ; 
A  sudden  joy  surprised  expiring  thought. 
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And  ever/  mortal  pang  dissolved  away. 

Borne  gently  to  a  bed,  in  death  she  lay  ; 

Yet  still,  while  over  her  the  husband  bent. 

A  look  was  in  her  face  which  seemed  to  say, 

**  Be  blest :  by  sight  of  thee  from  heaven  was  sent 

Peace  to  my  parting  soul,  the  fulness  of  content," 

LXXI. 

Slie  slept  in  peace,  —  his  pulses  throbbed  and 

stopped  ; 
Breathless  he  gazed  upon  her  face,  —  then  took 
Her  hand  in  his,  and  raised  it,  but  both  dropped 
When  on  his  own  he  cast  a  rueful  look. 
His  eai*s  were  never  silent ;  sleep  foi'sook 
His  burning  eyelids,  stretched  Imd  stiflT  as  lead ; 
All  night  from  time  to  time  under  him  shook 
The  floor,  as  he  lay  shuddering  on  his  bed ; 
And  oft  he  groaned  aloud,  "  O  God,  that  I  were 

dead!" 

LXXII. 

The  Soldier's  Widow  lingered  in  the  cot ; 
And,  when  he  rose,  he  thanked  her  pious  care. 
Through  which  his  Wife,  to  that  kind  shelter 

brought, 
Died  in  his  aiTns;  and  with  those  thanks  a  prayer 
He  breatlied  for  lier,  and  for  that  merciful  pair. 
The  corse  interred,  not  one  hour  he  I'emained 
Beneath  their  roof,  but  to  tlie  open  air 
A  burden,  now  witli  fortitude  sustained, 
He  bore  within  a  breast  where  di-eadful  quiel 

reigned. 
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Confirmed  of  purpose,  fearlessly  prepared 
For  act  and  suffering,  to  the  citj  straight 
He  journeyed,  and  forthwith  his  crime  declared : 
"  And  from  your  doom,"  he  added,  "  now  I  wait, 
Nor  let  it  linger  long,  the  murderer's  fate." 
Not  ineffectual  was  that  piteous  claim : 
"  0  welcome  sentence  which  will  end,  though  late," 
He  said,  "  the  pangs  that  to  my  conscience  came 
Out  of  that  deed.     My  trust,  Saviour  1  is  in  thy 
name ! " 

LXXlt. 

His  fate  was  pitied.     Him  in  iron  case 
(Reader,  forgive  the  intolerable  thought) 
They  hung  not :  —  no  one  on  his  form  or  face 
Could  gaze,  as  on  a  show  by  idlers  sought; 
No  kindred  sufferer,  to  his  death-place  brought 
By  lawless  curiosity  or  chance. 
When  into  storms  the  evening  sky  is  wrought. 
Upon  his  swinging  corse  an  eye  can  glance, 
Ajid  drop,  as  he  once  dropped,  in  miserable  trance. 

1708 -i. 
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THE   BORDERERS. 

A   TRAGEDY. 
(Composed  1795-6.) 


DRA^IATIS  PERSONS. 


Of  the  Band 
of  Borderers. 


Marmadukjc. 

Oswald. 

Wallace. 

Lacy. 

Lennox. 

Heiibert. 

WiLFEED,  Servant  to  Marma- 

DUKE. 


Host 
Forester. 

Eldred,  a  Pe&6aLt 
Peasant,  Pilgrims,  &c. 

Idonea. 
Female  Beggar. 
Eleanor,  Wife  to  Eldmkd 


Scene,  Borders  of  England  and  Scotland, 
Time,  the  Reign  of  Henry  HI. 

Readers  already  acquainted  with  my  Poems  will  recognize, 
m  the  following  composition,  some  eight  or  ten  lines,  which  ] 
have  not  scrupled  to  retain  in  the  places  where  they  originally 
stood.  It  is  proper,  however,  to  add,  that  they  would  not  haye 
been  used  elsewhere,  if  I  hod  foreseen  the  time  when  I  mij^t  be 
induced  to  publish  this  Tragedy. 

February  28, 1842. 


ACT   I. 
Scene,  road  in  a  wood* 
Wallace  and  Lacy. 
Lacy,  The  Troop  will  be  impatient ;  let  ns  hie 
Back  to  our  post,  and  strip  the  Scottish  Foray 
Of  their  rich  spoil,  ere  they  recross  the  Border. 
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—  Pity  that  our  young  Chief  will  have  no  part 
In  this  good  service. 

Wal.  Rather  let  us  grieve 

Tliat,  in  the  undertaking  which  has  caused 
His  absence,  he  bath  sought,  whate'er  his  aim, 
Companionship  with  one  of  crooked  ways, 
From  whose  perverted  soul  can  come  no  good 
To  our  confiding,  open-hearted  Leader. 

LdCf/.  True ;  and,  remembering  how  the  Band 
have  proved 
That  Oswald  finds  small  favor  in  our  sight, 
Well  may  we  wonder  he  has  gained  such  power 
Over  our  much-loved  Captain. 

Wal.  I  have  heard 

Of  some  dark  deed  to  which  in  early  life 
His  passion  drove  him,  —  then  a  voyager 
Upon  the  midland  Sea.     You  knew  his  bearing 
In  Palestine  ? 

Lacy.  Where  he  despised  alike 

Mohammedan  and  Christian.     But  enough ; 
Let  us  begone, —  the  Band  may  else  be  foiled. 

Enter  Marmaduke  and  Wilfred. 
WU.  Be  cautious,  my  dear  Master ! 
Mar.  I  perceive 

That  fear  is  like  a  cloak  which  old  men  huddle 
About  their  love,  as  if  to  keep  it  warm. 
.   WiL  Nay,  but  I  grieve  that  we  should  part 

This  stranger, 
For  such  he  is  — 

VOL.  I.  6 
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Mar,  Your  busy  fancies,  "Wilfred, 

Slight  tempt  me  to  a  smile  ;  but  what  of  him  ? 

WiL  You  know  that  you  have  save!  his  life. 

Mar.  I  know  it 

WiL  And  that  he  hates  you  I  —  Pardon  me, 
perhaps 
That  word  was  hasty. 
•  Mar,  Fy  I  no  more  of  it. 

WiL  Dear  Master !  gratitude 's  a  heavy  burden 
To  a  proud  soul.  —  Nobody  loves  this  Oswald,  — 
Yourself,  you  do  not  love  him. 

Mar,  I  do  more, 

I  honor  him.     Strong  feelings  to  his  heart 
Are  natural ;  and  from  no  one  can  be  learnt 
More  of  man's  thoughts  and  ways  than  his  expe- 
rience 
Has  given  him  power  to  teach :  and  then  for  courage 
And  enterprise,  —  what  perils  hath  he  shunned  ? 
What  obstacles  hath  he  failed  to  overcome  ? 
Answer  these  questions,  from  our  common  knowl- 
edge, 
And  be  at  rest. 

WiL  Oh,  Sir! 

Mar,  Peace,  my  good  Wilfred  ; 

Repair  to  Liddesdale,  and  tell  the  Band 
I  shall  be  with  them  in  two  days,  at  farthest, 

WiL  May  He  whose  eye  is  over  all  protect  you. 

Enter  Oswald  (a  bunch  of  plants  in  hs  hancL) 
Osw.  Tills  wood  is  rich  in  plants  and  curiout 
sim])lcs. 
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}far.  (looking  at  them,)  The  wild  rose,  and  the 
poppy,  and  the  nightshade : 
Which  is  your  favorite,  Oswald? 

0$w»  That  which,  while  it  is 

Strong  to  destroy,  is  also  strong  to  heal.  — 

[^Looking  forward. 
Not  yet  in  sight  I  —  We  11  saunter  here  awhile  5 
Tliey  cannot  mount  the  hill,  by  us  unseen. 

Mar.  (a  letter  in  his  hand)  It  is  no  cunmon 
thing  when  one  Hke  you 
Performs  these  delicate  services,  and  therefore 
I  feel  myself  much  bounden  to  you,  Oswald ; 
T  is  a  strange  letter  this  I  — ^You  saw  her  write  it  ? 

Otw,  And  saw  the  tears  with  which  she  blotted  it. 

Mar,  And  nothmg  less  would  satisfy  him  ? 

Oiw.  No  less ; 

For  that  another  in  his  Child's  affection 
Should  hold  a  place,  as  if 't  were  robbery, 
He  seemed  to  quarrel  with  the  very  thought. 
Besides,  I  know  not  what  strange  prejudice 
Is  rooted  in  his  mind ;  this  Band  of  ours. 
Which  you  've  collected  for  the  noblest  ends, 
Along  the  confines  of  the  Esk  and  Tweed 
To  guard  the  Innocent,  —  he  calls  us  "Outlaws"  j 
And,  for  yourself,  in  plain  terms  he  asserts 
This  garb  was  taken  up  that  indolence 
Might  want  no  cover,  and  rapacity 
Be  better  fed. 

Mar,  Ne'er  may  I  own  the  heart 

Hiat  cannot  feel  for  one,  helpless  as  he  is. 
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Onr.  Thou  know'st  me  for  a  man  not  easily  • 
moved, 
Yet  was  I  grievously  provoked  to  think 
Of  what  I  witnessed. 

Mar.  This  day  will  suffice 

To  end  her  wrongs. 

Osw.  But  if  the  blind  man's  tale 

Should  yet  be  true  ? 

Mar,  Would  it  were  possible  I 

Did  not  the  Soldier  tell  thee  that  himself, 
And  others  who  survived  the  wreck,  beheld 
The  Baron  Herbert  perish  in  the  waves 
Upon  the  coast  of  Cyprus  ? 

Oiv).  Yes,  even  so, 

And  I  had  heard  the  like  before :  in  sooth, 
The  tale  of  this  his  quondam  Baronj 
Is  cunningly  devised  ;  and,  on  the  back 
Of  his  forlorn  appearance,  could  not  fail 
To  make  the  proud  and  vain  his  tributariesy 
And  stir  the  pulse  of  lazy  charity. 
The  seignories  of  Herbert  are  in  Devon ; 
We,  neighbors  of  the  Esk  and  Tweed :  't  is  mach 
The  Arch-impostor 

Mar,  Treat  him  gently,  Oswald  ; 

Phough  I  have  never  seen  his  face,  methinks. 
There  cannot  come  a  day  when  I  shall  cease 
To  love  him.     I  remember,  when  a  boy 
Of  scai'cely  seven  years*  growth,  beneath  the  Gim 
That  casts  its  shade  over  our  village  school, 
T  was  my  delight  to  sit  and  hear  Idonea 
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Repeat  her  Father's  terrible  adventures, 
mi  all  the  band  of  playmates  wept  together ; 
Aj]d  that  was  the  beginning  of  mj  love. 
And,  through  all  converse  of  our  later  jearsy 
An  image  of  this  old  man  still  was  present, 
When  I  bad  been  most  happy.     Pardon  me 
If  this  be  idlj  spoken. 

Osto.  See,  they  come, 

Two  travellers  I 

Mar.  (points.)  The  woman  b  Idonea. 

Osw.  And  leading  Herbert 

Mar.  We  must  let  them  pass,  — 

This  thicket  will  conceal  ns.         ^They  step  aside. 

Enter  Idonea,  leading  Herbert,  blind. 

Idon.  Dear  Father,  you  sigh  deeply ;  ever  since 
We  left  the  willow  shade  by  the  brook-side, 
Your  natural  breathing  has  been  troubled. 

-^^-  •  Nay, 

You  are  too  fearful ;  yet  must  I  confess, 
Our  march  of  yesterday  had  better  suited 
A  firmer  step  than  mine. 

Idon.  That  dismal  Moor,  — 

In  spite  of  all  the  larks  that  cheered  our  path, 
I  never  can  forgive  it :  but  how  steadily 
You  paced  along,  when  the  bewiWering  moonlight 
Mocked  me  with  manyastrange  fantastic  shape  I  — 
(  thought  the  Convent  never  wojild  appear ; 
It  seemed  to  move  away  from  us  :  and  yet, 
That  you  are  thus,  the  fault  is  mine  ;  for  the  aif 
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Was  sofl  and  warm,  no  dew  lay  on  the  grass, 
And  midway  on  the  waste  ere  ni^ht  had  fallen 
I  spied  a  Covert  walled  and  roofed  with  sods,— 
A.  miniature  ;  belike  some  Shepherd-boy, 
Who  might  have  found  a  nothing-doing  hour 
Heavier  than  work,  raised  it :  within  that  hut 
We  might  have  made  a  kindly  bed  of  heath, 
And  thankfully  there  rested  side  by  side 
Wrapped  in  our  cloaks,  and,  with  recruited  strength, 
Have  hailed  the  morning  sun.     But  cheerily.  Fa- 
ther, — 
That  staff  of  yours,  I  could  almost  have  heart 
To  fling 't  away  from  you :  you  make  no  use 
Of  me,  or  of  my  strength ;  —  come,  let  me  feel 
That  you  do  press  upon  me.     There,  —  indeed 
You  are  quite  exhausted.     Let  us  rest  awhile 
On  this  green  b£uik.  [^He  sits  dawn. 

Her.  (after  some  time.)   Idonea,  you  are  silent. 
And  I  divine  Ae  cause. 

Idon,  Do  not  reproach  me : 

r  pondered  patiently  your  wish  and  will 
When  I  gave  way  to  your  request ;  and  now, 
When  I  behold  the  ruins  of  that  face. 
Those  eyeballs  dark,  —  dark  beyond  hope  of  light, 
And  think  that  they  were  blasted  for  my  sake. 
The  name  of  Marmaduke  is  blown  away : 
Father,  I  would  not  change  that  sacred  feeling 
For  all  this  world  can  give. 

Her.  Nay,  be  composed 

Pew  min'jtes  gone^  a  faintness  overspread 
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My  frame,  and  I  bethought  me  of  two  things 
I  ne'er  had  heart  to  separate,  —  mj  grave, 
Ajid  thee,  my  Child  I 

Idan.                         Believe  me,  honored  Sire  1 
T  is  weariness  that  breeds  these  gloomy  fancies, 
And  jou  mistake  the  cause :  jou  hear  the  woods 
Etesound  with  music,  could  you  see  the  sun. 
And  look  upon  the  pleasant  face  of  Nature 

ffer.  I  comprehend  thee  —  I  should  be  as  cheerful 
As  if  we  two  were  twins ;  two  songsters  bred 
In  the  same  nest,  my  spring-time  one  with  thine. 
My  fancies,  fancies  if  they  be,  are  such 
As  come,  dear  Child !  from  a  far  deeper  source 
Than  bodily  weariness.     While  here  we  sit 
I  feel  my  strength  returning.  —  The  bequest 
Of  thy  kind  patroness,  which  to  receive 
We  have  thus  far  adventured,  will  suffice 
To  save  thee  from  the  extreme  of  penury ; 
Bat  when  thy  Fadier  must  lie  down  and  die, 
How  wilt  thou  stand  alone  ? 

Idan,  Is  he  not  strong? 

is  he  not  valiant  ? 

Her,  Am  I  then  so  soon 

Forgotten  ?  have  my  warnings  passed  so  quickly 
Out  of  thy  mind  ?    My  dear,  my  only  Child ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  leaning  on  a  broken  reed,  — 
This  Marmaduke  — 

Idon.  O  could  you  hear  his  voice : 

Alas  I  you  do  not  know  him.     lie  is  one 
^  wot  nbt  what  ill  tongue  has  wronged  him  with 
yop) 
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All  gentleaess  and  love.     His  face  bespeaks 
A  deep  and  simple  meekness :  and  that  soul, 
Which  with  the  motion  of  a  virtuous  act 
Flashes  a  look  of  terror  upon  guilt, 
Is,  after  conflict,  quiet  as  the  ocean, 
Bj  a  miraculous  finger  stilled  at  once> 

Her.  Unhappy  Woman  I 

Idon.  Nay,  it  was  my  dutj 

Thus  much  to  speak  ;  but  think  not  I  forget  — 
Dear  Father !  how  c<ndi  I  forget  and  live  — 
You  and  the  story  of  that  doleful  night 
When,  Antioch  blazing  to  her  topmost  towers, 
You  rushed  into  the  murderous  flames,  returned 
Blind  as  the  grave,  but,  as  you  oft  have  told  me, 
Clasping  your  infant  Daughter  to  your  heart 

Her.  Thy  Mother  too !  —  scarce  had  I  gained 
the  door, 
I  caught  her  voice ;  she  threw  herself  upon  me, 
I  felt  thy  infant  brother  in  her  iirms ; 
She  saw  my  blasted  face,  —  a  tide  of  soldiers 
That  instant  rushed  between  us,  and  I  heard 
Her  last  death-shriek,  distinct  among  a  thousand. 

Idon,  Nay,  Father,  stop  not ;  let  me  hear  it  alL 

Her.  Dear  Daughter  I   precious   relic  of  that 
time, — 
For  my  old  age,  it  doth  remain  with  thee 
To  make  it  what  thou  wilt.    Thou  hast  been  toH 
That  when,  on  our  return  from  Palestine, 
\  found  how  my  domains  had  been  usurped, 
I  took  thee  in  my  arms,  and  we  began 
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Our  wanderings  togetlfer.     Providence 
At  length  condutted  us  to  Rossiand,  —  there. 
Our  melancholy  story  moved  a  stranger 
To  take  thee  to  her  home ;  and  for  myself 
Soon  after,  the  good  Abbot  of  St  Cuthbert's 
Supplied  my  helplessness  with  food  and  raiment, 
And,  as  thou  know'st,  gave  me  that  humble  Cot 
Where  now  we  dwell.  —  For  many  years  I  bore 
Thy  absence,  till  old  age  and  fresh  infirmities 
Exacted  thy  return,  and  our  reunion. 
I  did  not  think  that,  during  that  long  absence, 
My  Child,  forgetful  of  the  name  of  Herbert, 
Had  given  her  love  to  a  wild  Freebooter, 
Who  here,  upon  the  borders  of  the  Tweed, 
Doth  prey  alike  on  two  distracted  countries, 
Traitor  to  both. 

Idon,  Oh,  could  you  hear  his  voice  I 

I  will  not  call  on  Heaven  to  vouch  for  me. 
But  let  this  kiss  speak  what  is  in  my  heart. 

Enter  a  Peasant. 

Pea.  Grood  morrow,  Strangers  I     If  you  want  a 
Guide, 
Let  me  have  leave  to  serve  you  ! 

Idon.  My  companion 

Hath  need  of  rest ;  the  sight  of  hut  or  hostel 
Would  be  most  welcome. 

Pecu  Yon  white  hawthorn  gainod, 

You  will  look  down  into  a  dell,  and  there 
Will  see  an  ash  from  which  a  sign-board  hangs ; 
Tho  house  is  hidden  by  the  shade.     Old  Man, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


30  rOEMS   WRITTEN   IN    YOUTH. 

• 

You  seem  worn  out  with  travel, — shall  I  support 
you?  • 

Her,  I  thank  you ;  but,  a  resting-place  so  near, 
T  were  wrong  to  trouble  you. 
Pea.  Grod  speed  you  both. 

[^Exit  Peasant. 

Jfer.  Idonea,  we  must  pai-t     Be  not  alarmed  — 

'T  is  but  for  a  few  days —  a  thought  has  struck  me, 

Jdon.  That  I  should  leave  you  at  this  liouse,  and 

thence 

Proceed  alone.     It  shall  be  so ;  for  strength 

Would  fail  you  ere  our  journey's  end  be  reached. 

[^Uxit  Herbert  supported  hy  Idonea. 

He-enter  Marmaduke  and  Oswald. 

Mar»  This  instant  will  we  stop  him 

Osw.  Be  not  hasty, 

For,  sometimes,  in  despite  of  my  conviction, 
He  tempted  me  to  think  the  story  true ; 
'T  is  plain  he  loves  the  Maid,  and  what  he  said 
That  savored  of  aversion  to  thy  name 
Appeared  the  genuine  color  of  his  soul,  — 
Anxiety  lest  mischief  should  befall  her 
After  his  death. 

Mar.  I  have  been  much  deceived. 

Osto.  But  sure  he  loves  the  Maiden,  and  never 
love 
Could  And  delight  to  nurse  itself  so  strangely. 
Thus  to  torment  her  with  inventions  !  —  death  — 
There  must  be  truth  in  this. 

Mar.  Truth  in  his  story 
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He  must  have  felt  it  then,  known  what  it  was, 
And  in  such  wise  to  rack  her  gentle  heart 
Had  been  tenfold  cruelty. 

Osw.  Strange  pleasures 

Do  we  poor  mortals  cater  for  ourseltes  1 
I'o  see  him  thus  provoke  her  tenderness 
With  tales  of  weakness  and  infirmity ! 
I  'd  wager  on  his  life  for  twenty  years. 

Mar,  We  will  not  waste  an  hour  in  such  a  cause. 

Osw.  Why,  this  is  noble !  shake  her  off  at  once. 

Mar.  Her  virtues  are  his  instruments. — A  Man 
Who  has  so  practised  on  the  world's  cold  sense 
May  well  deceive  his  Child.    What !  leave  her  thus, 
A  prey  to  a  deceiver  ?  —  no  —  no  —  no  — 
T  is  but  a  word  and  then 

Osiv,  Something  is  here 

More  than  we  see,  or  whence  this  strong  aversion  ' 
Biarmaduke !  I  suspect  unworthy  tales 
Have  reached  his  ear ;  you  have  had  enemies. 

Mar,  Enemies !  —  Of  his  own  coinage. 

Ostv.  That  may  be, 

But  wherefore  slight  protection  such  as  you 
Have  power  to  yield  ?  perhaps  he  looks  elsewhere.  — 
I  am  perplexed. 

Mar,  WTiat  hast  thou  heard  or  seen  ? 

Osto.  No  —  no  —  the  thing  stands  clear  of  mys- 
tery; 
^As  you  have  said)  he  coins  himself  the  slander 
With  which  he  taints  her  ear ; — for  a  plain  reason; 
He  dreads  the  presence  of  a  virtuous  man 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


B2  POEMS    WRITTEN    IN    YOUTH. 

Like  you ;  he  knows  your  eye  would  search  his  heart, 
Your  justice  stamp  upon  his  evil  deeds 
The  punishment  they  merit     All  is  plain : 
It  cannot  be 

Mar.  What  cannot  be  ? 

Osw.                                     Yet  that  a  Father 
Should  in  his  love  admit  no  rivalship, 
And  torture  thus  the  heart  of  his  own  Child 

Mar.  Nay,  you  abuse  my  friendship  ! 

Oiw.  Heaven  forbid !  — 

There  was  a  circumstance,  trifling  indeed  — 
It  struck  me  at  the  time  —  yet  I  believe . 
I  never  should  have  thought  of  it  again 
But  for  the  scene  which  we  by  chance  have  wit- 
nessed. 

Mar,  What  is  your  meaning? 

Osw,  Two  days  gone  I  saw. 

Though  at  a  distance  and  he  was  disguised, 
Hovering  round  Herbert's  door,  a  man  whose  fig- 
ure 
Resembled  much  that  cold  voluptuary. 
The  villain,  Cliflbrd.     He  hates  you,  and  he  knows 
Where  he  can  stab  you  deepest 

Mar.  Clifford  never 

Would  stoop  to  skulk  about  a  cottage  door,  — 
It  could  not  be^ 

Osto.  And  yet  I  now  remember, 

That,  when  your  praise  was  warm  upon  my  tongue, 
^d  the  blind  Man  was  told  how  you  had  rescued 
A  maiden  from  the  ruffian  violence 
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Of  this  same  Clifford,  he  became  impatient 
And  would  not  hear  me. 

Mar.                               No  —  it  cannot  be  — 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  with  such  a  thought  — 
Tet  whence  this  strange  aversion  ?   You  are  a  man 
Not  used  to  rash  conjectures 

Oiw.  If  you  deem  it 

A  thing  worth  further  notice,  we  must  act 
Vith  caution,  sift  the  matter  artfully. 

\ExeuM  Mabmaduke  and  Oswald. 

Scene,  ikt  door  of  the  Hostel. 

Herbert,  Idonea,  and  Host. 
Her.  {seated.)  As  I  am  dear  to  you,  remember. 
Child  I 
This  last  request 
Idon.  You  know  me.  Sire ;  farewell  I 

Her.  And  are  you  going  then?  Come,  come, 
Idonea, 
We  mustnot  part, — I  have  measured  many  a  league 
When  these  old  limbs  had  need  of  rest, — and  now 
I  will  not  play  the  sluggard. 
Idon.  Nay,  sit  down. 

[^Tumingto  Hosu 
Good  Host,  such  tendence  as  you  would  expect 
From  your  own  children,  if  yourself  were  sick. 
Let  this  old  IVIan  find  at  your  hands ;  poor  Leader. 

[^Looking  at  the  dog. 
We  soon  shall  meet  again.     If  thou  neglect 
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JThis  charge  of  thine,  then  ill  befall  thee !  —  Look; 
The  little  fool  is  loth  to  stay  behind. 
Sir  Host  I  by  all  the  love  you  bear  to  courtesy, 
Take  care  of  him,  and  feed  the  truant  well. 

Host.  Fear  not,  I  will  obey  you ;  —  but  one  80 
young, 
And  one  so  fair,  it  goes  against  ray  heart 
That  you  should  travel  unattended,  Lady  I  — 
I  have  a  palfrey  and  a  groom :  the  lad 
Shall  squire  you,  (would  it  not  be  better.  Sir  7) 
And  for  less  fee  than  I  would  let  him  run 
For  any  lady  I  have  seen  this  twelvemonth. 

Idon.  You  know.  Sir,  I  have  been  too  long  your 
guard 
Not  to  have  learnt  to  laugh  at  little  fears. 
Why,  if  a  wolf  should  leap  from  out  a  thicket, 
A  look  of  mine  would  send  him  scouring  back« 
Unless  I  differ  from  the  thing  I  am 
When  you  are  by  my  side. 

Her.  Idonea,  wolves 

Are  not  the  enemies  that  move  my  fears. 

Idon.  No  more,  I  pray,  of  this.     Three  days  at 
farthest 
Will  bring  me  back — protect  him,  Saints  — fare- 
well !  [^Exit  Idonea 

Host.  *Tis  never  drought  with  us  —  St.  Cuthbert 
and  his  Pilgrims, 
Thanks  to  them,  are  to  us  a  stream  of  comfort: 
Pity  the  IMaiden  did  not  wait  awhile  ; 
She  could  not,  Sir,  have  failed  of  company. 
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Her,  Now  she  is  gone,  I  fain  would  call  licr  back, 

HosU  (calling,)  Holla! 

Her.  No,  no,  the  business  must  be  done. — 

What  means  this  riotous  noise  ? 

Host.  The  villagers 

Are  flocking  in  —  a  wedding  festival  — 
That 's  all.     God  save  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Oswald. 

09W.  Ha  I  as  I  live, 

The  Baron  Herbert. 

Host,  Mercy,  the  Baron  Herbert ! 

Osw,  So  far  into  your  journey  !  on  my  life, 
You  are  a  lusty  traveller.     But  how  fare  you  ? 

Her,  Well  as  the  wreck  I  am  permits.     And 
you,  Sir  ? 

Osw..l  do  not  see  Idonea. 

Her,  Dutiful  Girl, 

She  has  gone  before,  to  spare  my  weariness. 
But  what  has  brought  you  hither  ? 

Ostff,  A  slight  affair 

That  will  be  soon  despatched. 

Her,  Did  Marmaduke 

Receive  that  letter  ? 

Osw.  Be  at  peace.  —  The  tie 

Is  broken,  you  will  hear  no  more  of  him. 

Her,  This  is  true  comfort,  thanks  a  thousand 
times ! 
That  noise !  —  would  I  had  gone  with  her  as  far 
As  the  Lord  Clifford's  Castle  :  T  have  heard 
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That,  in  his  milder  moods,  he  has  expressed 
Compassion  for  me.     His  influence  is  great 
With  Henry,  our  good  King ;  —  the  Baron  might 
Have  heard  mj  suit,  and  urged  my  plea  at  Court. 
No  matter,  —  he  's   a  dangerous    man.  —  That 

noise  I  — 
T  is  too  disorderly  for  sleep  or  rest. 
Idonea  would  have  fears  for  me,  —  the  Convent 
Will  give  me  quiet  lodging.    You  have  a  boy,  good 

Host, 
And  he  must  lead  me  back. 

Osw.  You  are  most  lucky ; 

I  have  been  waiting  in  the  wood  hard  by 
For  a  companion.     Here  he  comes ;  our  joamey 

Enter  Marhaduke. 

Lies  on  your  way ;  accept  us  as  your  guides. 

Her.  Alas  !  I  creep  so  slowly. 

Osw.  Never  fear ; 

We  '11  not  complain  of  that 

Her.  My  limbs  are  stiff 

And  need  repose.     Could  you  but  wait  an  hour  ? 

Osw.  Most  willingly  1  —  Corae,  let  me  lead  you  in, 
And,  while  you  take  your  rest,  think  not  of  us ; 
We  *11  stroll  into  the  wood ;  lean  on  my  arm. 

[  Conducts  llEnBEUT  into  the  hotise.    Exit  Mar- 

MADUKB. 

Enter  Villagers. 

(hw.  (ti}  kiiMclf,  coming  out  of  the  Hostel,)  I  have 
prepared  a  most  apt  Instrument. 
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The  Vagrant  must,  no  doubt,  be  loitering  some- 
where 
About  this  ground;  she  hath  a  tongue  well  skilled, 
By  mingling  natural  matter  of  her  own  ' 

With  all  the  daring  fictions  I  have  taught  her, 
To  win  belief,  such  as  mj  plot  requires. 

lExit  Oswald 

Ihiier  mare  Villagers,  a  Musician  among  them. 

Host  (to  them).  Into  the  court,  my  Friend,  and 

perch  yourself 
Alofl  upon  the  elm-tree.     Pretty  Maids, 
Garlands  and   flowers,   and   cakes    and    merry 

thoughts, 
Are  here,  to  send  the  sun  into  the  west 
More  speedily  than  you  belike  would  wish. 


Scene  changes  to  the  Wood  adjoining  the  Hostel.^^ 
Marmaduke  and  Oswald  entering. 

Mar.  I  would  fain  hope  that  we  deceive  our- 

selves : 
When  first  I  saw  him  sitting  there,  alone. 
It  struck  upon  my  heart  I  know  not  how. 

Osw.  To-day  will  clear  up  all.  —  You  marked 

a  CJottage, 
riiat  ragged  Dwelling,  close  beneath  a  rock 
By  the  brook-side :  it  is  the  abode  of  one, 
A  Maiden  innocent  till  ensnared  by  CliSbrd, 
Who  soon  grew  weary  of  her ;  but,  alas  1 
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What  she  had  seen  and  suffered  turned  her  braia 
Cast  off  by  her  Betrayer,  she^  dwells  alone, 
.Nor  moves  her  hands  to  any  needful  work : 
She  eats  her  food  which  every  day  the  peasants 
Bring  to  her  hut ;  and  so  the  Wretch  has  lived 
Ten  years ;  and  no  one  ever  heard  her  voice ; 
But  every  night  at  the  first  stroke  of  twelve 
She  quits  her  house,  and,  in  the  neighboring  Church- 

yard 
Upon  the  selfsame  spot,  in  rain  or  storm, 
She  paces  out  the  hour  *twixt  twelve  and  one,  — 
She  paces  round  and  round  an  Infant's  grave. 
And  in  the  Churchyard  sod  her  feet  have  worn 

A  hollow  ring ;  they  say  it  is  knee-deep 

Ah  I  what  is  here  ? 

[-4  female  Beggar  rises  up,  rubbing  her  e^/ei 
as  if  in  sleep,  —  a  Child  in  her  arms. 

Beg.  Oh !  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you ; 

I  've  had  the  saddest  dream  that  ever  troubled 
The  heart  of  living  creature.  —  My  poor  Babe 
Was  crying,  as  I  thought,  crying  for  bread 
When  I  had  none  to  give  him  ;  whereupon, 
I  put  a  slip  of  foxglove  in  his  hand. 
Which  pleased  him  so,  that  he  was  hushed  at  once : 
When,  into  one  of  those  same  spotted  bells 
A  bee  came  darting,  which  the  Child  with  jcy 
Imprisoned  there,  and  held  it  to  its  ear, 
And  suddenly  grew  black,  as  he  would  die. 

Mar.  We  have  no  time  for  this,  my  babbling 
Grossip  ; 
Here  *8  what  will  comfort  you.     [  Gives  her  money 
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Beg,  The  Saints  reward  you 

For  this  good  deed ! — Well,  Sirs,  this  passed  away ; 
And  afterwards  I  fancied  a  strange  dog, 
Trotting  alone  along  the  beaten  road, 
Came  to  my  child  as  by  my  side  he  slept, 
And,  fondling,  licked  his  face,  then  on  a  sudden 
Snapped  fierce  to  make  a  morsel  of  his  head : 
But  here  he  is,  [kissing  the  Child,']  it  must  have 

been  a  dream. 
Osio.  Wlien  next  inclined  to  sleep,  take  my 

advice, 
And  put  your  head,  good  Woman,  under  cover. 
Beg,  O,  Sir,  you  would  not  talk  thus,  if  you 

knew 
What  life  is  this  of  ours,  how  sleep  will  master 
The  weary-worn.  —  You  gentlefolk  have  got 
Warm  chambers  to  your  wish.     I  'd  rather  be 
A  stone  than  what  I  am.  —  But  two  nights  gone, 
The  darkness  overtook  me,  —  wind  and  rain 
Beat  hard  upon  my  head,  —  and  yet  I  saw 
A  glowworm,  through  the  covert  of  the  furze, 
Shine  calmly  as  if  nothing  ailed  the  sky : 
At  which  I  half  accused  the  God  in  Heaven.  — 
You  must  forgive  me. 

Osw.  Ay,  and  if  you  think 

The  Fairies  are  to  blame,  and  you  should  chide 
Your  favorite  saint,  —  no  matter,  —  this  good  da/ 
Has  made  amends. 

Beg.  Thanks  to  you  both ;  but,  O  Sir 

How  would  you  like  to  ti-avel  on  whole  hours 
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Ab  I  have  done,  my  eyes  upon  the  ground, 

Expectiug  still,  I  knew  not  how,  to  find 

A  piece  of  money  glittering  though  the  dust,  - 

Mar.  This   woman  is  a  prater.     Pray,  good 
Lady  1 
Do  you  tell  fortunes  ? 

Beg,  O  Sir,  you  are  like  the  rest 

This  little  one,  —  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart,  — 
Well !  they  might  turn  a  beggar  from  their  doors, 
But  there  are  mothers  who  can  see  the  babe 
Here  at  my  breast,  and  ask  me  where  I  bought  it : 
This  they  can  do,  and  look  upon  my  face ; 
But  you.  Sir,  should  be  kmder. 

Mar,  Come  hither.  Fathers, 

And  learn  what  nature  is  from  this  poor  wretch ! 

Beg,  Ay,  Sir,  there  *s  nobody  that  feels  for  us. 
Why  now,  —  but  yesterday  I  overtook 
A  blind  old  graybeard  and  accosted  him, 
r  th'  name  of  all  the  Saints,  and  by  the  Mass 
He  should  have  used  me  better !  —  Charity  I 
If  you  can  melt  a  rock,  he  is  your  man  ; 
But  I  *11  be  even  with  him,  —  here  again 
Have  I  been  waiting  for  him. 

Osw,  Well,  but  ?oftly,    , 

Who  is  it  that  hath  wronged  you  ? 

Beg,  Mark  you  me  ; 

I  '11  point  him  out ;  —  a  Maiden  is  his  guide, 
uovely  as  Spring's  first  rose  ;  a  little  dog, 
Tied  by  a  woollen  cord,  moves  on  before, 
With  look  as  sad  as  he  were  dumb ;  the  cor, 
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[  owe  him  no  ill-will,  bat  in  good  sooth 
Re  does  his  master  credit. 

Mar. ,  As  I  live, 

T  is  Herbert  and  no  other ! 

Beg.  'T  is  a  feast  to  see  hinii 

Lank  as  a  ghost  and  tall,  his  shoulders  bent, 
And  long  beard  white  with  age ;  —  yet  evermon}, 
As  if  he  were  the  only  Saint  on  earth, 
He  turns  his  face  to  heaven. 

Osw.  But  why  so  violent 

Against  this  venerable  man  ? 

Beg.  I'll  tell  you: 

He  has  the  very  hardest  heart  on  earth  ; 
I  had  as  lief  turn  to  the  Friar's  school 
And  knock  for  entrance,  in  mid-holiday. 

Mar.  But  to  your  story. 

Beg.  I  was  saying,  Sir  — 

Well !  —  he  has  oflen  spumed  me  like  a  toad. 
But  yesterday  was  worse  than  all ;  —  at  last 
I  overtook  him,  Sirs,  my  Babe  and  I, 
And  begged  a  little  aid  for  charity : 
But  he  was  snappish  as  a  cottage  cur. 
Well  then,  says  I  —  1 11  out  with  it ;  at  which 
I  cast  a  look  upon  the  Girl,  and  felt 
A^  if  my  heart  would  burst ;  and  so  I  left  him. 

Osw.  I  think,  good  Woman,  you  are  the  very 
person 
Whom,  but  some  few  days  past,  I  saw  in  Eskdale, 
At  Herbert's  door. 

Beg.  Ay ;  and  if  truth  were  known, 

I  have  good  business  there. 
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Osw»  I  met  jou  at  tki  threshold 

Ajid  he  seemed  angry. 

Beg.  Angry  I  well  he  might ; 

And  long  as  I  can  stir  I  *11  dog  him.  — ^Yesterday, 
To  serve  me  so,  and  knowing  that  he  owes 
The  heat  of  all  he  has  to  me  and  mine. 
But 't  is  all  over  now.  —  That  good  old  Lady 
Has  left  a  power  of  riches  ;  and  I  say  it, 
If  there  's  a  lawyer  in  the  land,  the  knave 
Shall  give  me  half. 

Osw.        What 's  this  ?  —  I  fear,  good  Woman, 
You  have  been  insolent. 

Beg.  And  there  's  the  Baron, 

I  spied  him  skulking  in  his  peasant's  dress. 

Osw.  How  say  you  ?  in  disguise  ?  — 

Mar.  But  what  *s  your  business 

With  Herbert  or  his  Daughter  ? 

Beg.  Daughter!  truly!  — 

But  how 's  the  day  ?  —  I  fear,  my  little  Boy, 
We  Ve  overslept  ourselves.  —  Sirs,  have  you  seen 
him  ?  [  Offers  to  go. 

Mar.  I  must  have  more  of  this ;  —  you  shall  not 
stir 
An  inch,  till  I  am  answered.     Know  you  aught 
That  doth  concern  this  Herbert  ? 

Beg.  You  are  provoked, 

And  will  misuse  me.  Sir ! 

Mar.  No  trifling,  Woman !  — 

Osw.  You  are  as  safe  as  in  a  sanctuary ; 
Speak. 
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Mar.  Speak ! 

Beg.  He  is  a  most  hard-hearted  man. 

Mar.  Your  life  is  at  my  mercy. 

Beg.  Do  not  haim  me, 

And  I  will  tell  you  all  I  — ^You  know  not,  Sir, 
What  strong  temptations  press  upon  the  Poor* 

Osw.  Speak  out 

Beg.  O  Sir,  I  Ve  been  a  wicked  Woman. 

Osw.  Nay,  but  speak  out ! 

Beg.  He  flattered  me,  and  said 

What  harvest  it  would  bring  us  both  ;  and  so, 
I  parted  with  the  Child. 

Mar.  Parted  with  whom  ? 

Beg.  Idonea,  as  he  calls  her ;  but  the  Girl 
Is  mine. 

Mar.  Yours,  Woman  I  are  you  Herbert's  wife  ? 

Ay.  Wife,  Sir  I  his  wife!  —  not  I;  my  husband, 
Sir, 
Was  of  Kirkoswald,  —  many  a  snowy  winter 
We  Ve  weathered  out  together.     My  poor  Gilfred  I 
He  has  been  two  years  in  his  grave. 

Mar.  Enough. 

Ohio.  We've  solved  the  riddle.  —  Miscreant! 

Mar  Do  you. 

Good  Diime,  repair  to  Liddesdale  and  wait 
For  my  return  ;  be  sure  you  shall  have  justice. 

Osw.  A  lucky  woman  ! — go,  you  have  done 
good  service.  \^Aside. 

Mar.  (to  himself.)  Eternal  praises  on  the  power 
that  saved  her  I  — 
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Osw,  {gives  her  money,)  Here 's  for  your  little 
boy,  —  and  when  you  christen  him 
I  *11  be  his  Godfather. 

Beg.  O  Sir,  you  are  merry  with  me. 

In  grange  or  farm  this  Hundred  scarcely  owns 
A  dog  that  does  not  know  me.  — ^These  good  Follu, 
For  love  of  God,  I  must  not  pass  their  doors ; 
But  I'll  be  back  with  my  best  speed :  for  you, 
God  bless  and  tliank  you  both,  my  gentle  Masters. 

[^Exit  Beggar. 
Mar.  {to  himself, )   The  cruel  Viper!  —  Poor 
devoted  Maid, 
Now  I  do  love  thee. 

Osw,  I  am  thunderstruck* 

Mar,  Where  is  she  —  holla  I 

[^Calling  to  the  Beggar,  who  returns;  he 
looks  at  her  steadfastly. 

You  are  Idonea's  Mother  ?  — 
Nay,  be  not  terrified,  —  it  does  me  good 
To  look  upon  you. 

Osto.  {interrupting.)  In  a  peasant's  dress 
You  saw,  who  was  it? 

Beg.  Nay,  I  dare  not  speak ; 

He  is  a  man,  if  it  should  come  to  his  ears 
I  never  shall  be  heard  of  more. 

Osw.  Lord  CUfford  ? 

Beg,  What  can  I  do  ?  believe  me,  gentle  Sirs, 
1  love  her,  though  I  dare  not  call  her  daughter. 
Osw.  Lord  Clifford,  —  did  you  see  him  talk  with 
Herbert  ? 
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Beg.  Yes,  to  mj  sorrow,  —  under  the  great  oak 
M  Herbert's  door.     And  when  he  stood  beside 
The  blind  Man  —  at  the  silent  Girl  he  looked 
With  such  a  look  —  it  makes  me  tremble^  Sir, 
To  think  of  it. 

Osw.  Enough  !  you  may  depart ; 

Mar.  (to  himself.)  Father! — to  God  himself  we 
cannot  give 
A  holier  name ;  and,  under  such  a  mask, 
To  lead  a  Spirit,  spotless  as  the  blessed, 
To  that  abhorred  den  of  brutish  vice !  — 
Oswald,  the  firm  foundation  of  my  life 
Is  going  from  under  me ;  these  strange  discoverieB — 
Looked  at  from  every  point  of  fear  or  hope, 
Duty  or  love  —  involve,  I  feel,  my  ruin. 


ACT  n. 


Scene,  A  Chamber  in  the  Hostel, —  Oswald  alone^ 
rising  from  the  Table  on  which  he  had  been 
writing. 

Osw.  They  chose  him  for  their  Chief!  —  what 
covert  part 
He,  in  the  preference,  modest  Youth,  might  take, 
I  neither  know  nor  care.     The  insult  bred 
More  of  contempt  than  hatred  ;  both  are  flown 
That  either  e'er  eidsted  is  my  shame  : 
T  was  a  dull  spark,  a  most  unnatural  fire. 
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That  died  the  moment  the  air  breathed  upon  it. 
—  These  fools  of  feeling  are  mere  birds  of  winter 
That  haunt  some  barren  island  of  the  north, 
Where,  if  a  famishing  man  stretch  forth  his  hand, 
They  think  it  is  to  feed  them.     I  have  left  him 
To  solitary  meditation  ;  —  now 
For  a  few  swelling  phrases,  and  a  flash 
Of  truth,  enough  to  dazzle  and  to  blind, 
And  he  is  mine  for  ever.  —  Here  he  comef* 

Enter  Marmaduke. 

Mar.  These  ten  years  she  has  moved  her  lips 
all  day 
And  never  speaks ! 

Osw,  Who  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  have  seen  her. 

Osw,  Oh !  the  poor  tenant  of  that  ragged  home- 
stead. 
Her  whom  the  monster,  Clifford,  drove  to  madness, 

Mar.  I  met  a  peasant  near  the  spot ;  he  told  me, 
These  ten  years  she  had  sat  all  day  alone 
Within  those  empty  walls. 

Osw.  I  too  have  seen  her  5 

Chancing  to  pass  this  way  some  six  months  gone, 
At  midnight,  I  betook  me  to  the  Churchyard : 
The  moon  shone  clear,  the  air  was  still,  so  still 
The  trees  were  silent  as  the  graves  beneath  them. 
Long  did  I  watch,  and  saw  her  pacing  round 
Upon  the  selfsame  spot,  still  round  and  round, 
Her  lips  for  ever  moving. 
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Mar.  At  her  door 

Rooted  I  stood ;  for,  looking  at  the  woman, 
I  thought  I  saw  the  skeleton  of  Idonea. 

Osw,  But  the  pretended  Father 

Mar.  Earthly  law 

Measures  not  crimes  like  his. 

Osw.  We  rank  not,  happily, 

With  those  who  take  the  spirit  of  their  rule 
Fr6m  that  soft  class  of  devotees  who  feel 
Beyerenoe  for  life  so  deeply,  that  they  spare 
The  verminous  brood,  and  cherish  what  they  spare 
While  feeding  on  their  bodies.    Would  that  Idonea 
Were  present,  to  the  end  that  we  might  hear 
What  she  can  urge  in  his  defence  ;  she  loves  him. 

Mar.  Yes,  loves  him ;  't  is  a  truth  that  multi- 
plies 
His  guilt  a  thousand-fold. 

Osw.  T  is  most  perplexing : 

What  must  be  done  ? 

Mar.  We  will  conduct  her  hither ; 

These  walls  shall  witness  it,  —  from  first  to  last 
He  shall  reveal  himself. 

0$v).  Happy  are  we, 

Who  live  in  these  disputed  tracts,  that  own 
No  law  but  what  each  man  makes  for  himself; 
Here  justice  has  indeed  a  field  of  triumph. 

Mar.  Let  us  begone  and  bring  her  hither ;  — ^ 
here 
rhe  truth  shall  be  laid  open,  his  guilt  proved 
Before  her  face.    The  rest  be  left  to  me. 
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Osw.  You  will  be  firm :  but  though  we  well  may 
trust 
The  issue  to  the  justice  of  the  cause, 
Caution  must  not  be  flung  aside ;  remember, 
Yours  is  no  common  life.     Self-stationed  here, 
Upon  these  savage  confines,  we  have  seen  you 
Stand  like  an  isthmus  'twixt  two  stormy  seas, 
That  ofl  have  checked  their  fury  at  your  lud- 

ding. 
'Mid  the  deep  holds  of  Solway's  mossy  waste. 
Your  single  virtue  has  transformed  a  Band 
Of  fierce  barbarians  into  ministers 
Of  peace  and  order.     Aged  men  with  tears 
Have  blessed  their  steps,  the  fatherless  retire 
For  shelter  to  their  banners.     But  it  is. 
As  you  must  needs  have  deeply  felt,  it  is 
In  darkness  and  in  tempest  that  we  seek 
The  majesty  of  Him  who  rules  the  world. 
Benevolence,  that  has  no  heart  to  use 
The  wholesome  ministry  of  pain  and  evil, 
Becomes  at  last  weak  and  contemptible. 
Your  generous  qualities  have  won  due  praise, 
But  vigorous  spirits  look  for  something  more 
Than  youth's  spontaneous  products ;  and  to-day 

You  will  not  disappoint  them  ;  and  hereafter 

Mar,  You  are  wasting  words;  hear  me  then, 
once  for  all : 
You  are  a  man,  —  and  therefore,  if  compassion, 
Which  to  our  kind  is  natural  as  life, 
Be  known  unto  you,  you  will  love  this  woman. 
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£?en  as  I  do ;  but  I  should  loathe  the  light, 
rf  I  could  think  one  weak  or  partial  feeling  — - 

Oiw.  You  will  forgive  me 

Mar,  If  I  ever  knew 

Mj  heart,  could  penetrate  its  inmost  core, 
T  is  at  this  moment.  —  Oswald,  I  have  loved 
To  be  the  friend  and  father  of  the  oppressed, 
A  comforter  of  sorrow ;  —  there  is  something 
Which  looks  like  a  transition  in  my  soul. 
And  jet  it  is  not.  —  Let  us  lead  him  hither. 

Osw.  Stoop  for  a  moment ;  't  is  an  act  of  jus- 
tice ; 
And  where 's  the  triumph,  if  the  delegate 
Must  fall  in  the  execution  of  his  office  ? 
The  deed  is  done  —  if  you  will  have  it  so  — 
Here  where  we  stand, —  that  tribe  of  vulgar 

wretches 
(You  saw  them  gathering  for  the  festival) 
liush  in,  —  the  villains  seize  us 

Mar.  Seize ! 

Osw.  Yes,  they — 

Men  who  are  little  given  to  sift  and  weigh  — 
Would  wreak  on  us  the  passion  of  the  moment. 

Mar.  The  cloud  will  soon  disperse ;  —  farewell  i 
But  stay, 
Thou  wilt  relate  the  story. 

Osw.  Am  I  neither 

Xo  bear  a  part  in  this  man's  punishment, 
Nor  be  its  witness  ? 

Mar.  I  had  many  hopes 
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That  were  most  dear  to  me,  and  some  will  bear 
To  be  transferred  to  thee. 

Osw.  When  I  'm  dishonored 

Mar,  I  would  preserve  thee.     How  may  thii 

be  done  ? 
Osw.  By  showing  that  you  look  beyond  the  instant 
A  few  leagues  hence  we  shall  have  open  ground 
And  nowhere  upon  earth  is  place  so  fit 
To  look  upon  the  deed.     Before  we  enter 
The  barren  Moor,  hangs  from  a  beetling  rock 
The  shattered  Castle  in  which  Clifford  oft 
Has  held  infernal  orgies, —  with  the  gloom, 
And  very  superstition  of  the  place. 
Seasoning  his  wickedness.    The  debauchee 
Would  there  perhaps  have  gathered  the  first  firuiti 
Of  this  mock  father's  guilt 

Emter  Host  conducting  Hebbebt. 

Host.  The  Baron  Herbert 

Attends  your  pleasure. 

Osw.  {to  Host).  We  are  ready. 

(7b  Herbert.)  Sir! 
I  hope  you  are  refreshed.  —  I  have  just  written 
A  notic^  to  your  daughter,  that  she  may  know 
What  is  become  of  you.  —  You  '11  sit  down  and 

sign  it ; 
T  will  glad  her  heart  to  see  her  father's  signature. 
[  Gives  the  letter  he  had  written. 
Her,  Thanks  for  your  care. 

\^Sits  doum  and  writes.     Exit  Host 
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Osw.  (aside  to  Mariiaduke.)    Perhaps  it  would 
be  useful 
rhat  you  too  should  subscribe  jour  name. 
[^S^n^iADVKis:  overlooks  Herbert — thenwritei 

—  examines  the  letter  eagerly. 
Mar.  I  cannot  leave  this  paper. 

[^Ile  puts  it  up  J  agitated. 
Osw.  {aside.)  Dastard  I  Come. 

[Marmaduke  goes  towards  Herbert  andsup' 
ports  him. — Marmaduke  tremblingly  beck* 
ons  Oswald  to  take  kis  place. 
Mar.  (as  he  quits  Herbert.)     There  is  a  pal- 
sy in  his  limbs,  —  he  shakes. 
[^Exeunt  Oswald  and  Herbert,  —  Marma- 
duke following. 

Scene  changes  to  a  Wood. — A  Group  of  Pilgrims 
and  Idonea  with  them. 

First  PiL  A  grove  of  darker  and  more  lofty 
shade 
I  never  saw. 

Sec.  PiL      The  music  of  the  birds 
Drops  deadened  from  a  roof  so  thick  with  leaves. 

Old  PiL  This  news  I  it  made  my  heart  leap  up 
with  joy. 

Idon.  I  scarcely  can  believe  it. 

Old  PiL  Myself,  I  heard 

The  Sheriff  read,  in  open  court,  a  letter 
Wliich  purported  it  was  the  royal  pleasure 
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The  Baron  Herbert,  who,  as  was  supposed, 
Had  taken  refuge  in  this  neighborhood, 
Should  be  forthwith  restored.    The  hearing,  Lady, 
Filled  my  dim  eyes  with  tears. — When  I  returned 
From  Palestine,  and  brought  with  me  a  heart. 
Though  rich  in  heavenly,  poor  in  earthly  comfort, 
I  met  your  father,  then  a  wandering  outcast : 
He  had  a  guide,  a  shepherd's  boy ;  but  grieved 
He  was  that  one  so  young  should  pass  his  youth 
In  such  sad  service ;  and  he  parted  with  him. 
We  joined  our  tales  of  wretchedness  together, 
And  begged  our  daily  bread  from  door  to  door. 
I  talk  familiarly  to  you,  sweet  Lady ! 
For  once  you  loved  me. 

Idon.  You  shall  back  with  me 

And  see  your  friend  again.    The  good  old  man 
Will  be  rejoiced  to  greet  you. 

Old  PiL  It  seems  but  yesterday 

That  a  fierce  storm  o'ertook  us,  worn  with  travel, 
Li  a  deep  wood  remote  from  any  town. 
A  cave  that  opened  to  the  road  presented 
A  friendly  shelter,  and  we  entered  in. 

Idon.  And  I  was  with  you  ? 

Old  PiL  If  indeed  't  was  you :  — 

But  you  were  then  a  tottering  little-one.  ~ 
We  sat  us  down.     The  sky  grew  dark  and  darker* 
I  struck  my  flint,  and  built  up  a  small  fire 
With  rotten  boughs  and  leaves,  such  as  the  winds 
Of  many  autumns  in  the  cave  had  piled^ 
Meanwhile  the  storm  fell  heavy  on  the  woods ; 
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Our  little  fire  sent  forth  a  cheering  warmth, 
And  we  were  comforted,  and  talked  of  comfort ; 
But 't  was  an  angry  night,  and  o'er  our  beads 
The  thunder  rolled  in  peals  that  would  have  made 
A  sleeping  man  uneasy  in  his  bed. 
0  Lady,  you  have  need  to  love  your  father. 
His  voice  —  methinks  I  hear  it  now,  his  voice 
When,  after  a  broad  flash  that  filled  the  cave, 
He  said  to  me,  that  he  had  seen  his  child, 
A  face  (no  cherub's  face  more  beautiful) 
Revealed  by  lustre  brought  with  it  from  heaven ; 
And  it  was  you,  dear  Lady  I 

Hon,  God  be  praised, 

That  I  have  been  his  comforter  till  now  I 
And  will  be  so  through  every  change  of  fortune 
And  every  sacrifice  his  peace  requires.  — 
Let  us  be  gone  with  speed,  that  he  may  hear 
These  joyful  tidings  from  no  lips  but  mine. 

\Exeunt  Idonea  and  Pilgrims. 

Scene,  the  Area  of  a  half-ruined  Castle,  —  on 
one  side  the  entrance  to  a  Dungeon.  —  Oswald 
and  Marmadukb  pacing  backwards  and  fw 
wards. 

Mar.  'T  is  a  wild  night. 

Osw.  I  *d  give  my  cloak  and  bonnet 

For  sight  of  a  warm  fire. 

Mar.  The  wind  blows  keen  ; 

My  hands  are  numb. 

VOL.  I.  8 
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Osw,  Ha !  ha  I  't  is  nipping  colA 

[^Blowing  hisjingen. 
I  long  for  news  of  our  brave  comrades  ;  Lacy 
Would  drive  those  Scottish  Rovers  to  their  den» 
If  once  they  blew  a  horn  this  side  the  Tweed. 

Mar.  I  think  I  see  a  second  range  of  Towers ; 
This  castle  has  another  Area,  —  come, 
L^t  us  examine  it. 

Osw.  *T  is  a  bitter  night ; 

I  hope  Idonea  is  well  housed.    That  horseman, 
Who  at  full  speed  swept  by  us  where  the  wood 
Roared  in  the  tempest,  was  within  an  ace 
Of  sending  to  his  grave  our  precious  Charge : 
That  would  have  been  a  vile  mischance. 

Mar,  It  would 

Osw,  Justice  had  been  most  cruelly  defrauded* 

Mar.  Most  cruelly. 

Osw.  As  up  the  steep  we  domb, 

I  saw  a  distant  fire  in  the  northeast ; 
I  took  it  for  the  blaze  of  Cheviot  Beacon : 
With  proper  speed,  our  quarters  may  be  gained 
To-morrow  evening. 
\J^oks  restlessly  towards  the  mouth  of  the  dungeon* 

Mar.  When,  upon  the  plank, 

I  had  led  him  'cross  the  torrent,  his  voice  blessed 

me: 
Ton  could  not  hear,  for  the  foam  beat  the  rocks 
With  deafening  noise,  —  the  benediction  fell 
Back  on  himself;  but  changed  into  a  curse. 

Osw.  As  well  indeed  it  might. 
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Mar.  And  this  jou  deem 

The  fittest  place  ? 

Oiw.  {aside.)       He  is  growing  pitifuL 

Mar.  {listening.)       What  an  odd  moaning  that 
is!  — 

Osw.  Mighty  od<l 

The  wind  should  pipe  a  little,  while  we  stand 
Cooling  our  heels  in  this  way  I  —  I  *11  begin 
And  count  the  stars. 

Mar.  {still  listening.)  That  dog  ofhis,  you  aresure, 
Could  not  come  after  us,  —  he  must  have  perished; 
The  torrent  would  have  dashed  an  oak  to  splinters. 
You  said  you  did  not  like  his  looks,  —  that  he 
Would  trouble  us ;  if  he  were  here  again, 
I  swear  the  sight  of  him  would  quail  me  more 
Than  twenty  armies. 

Osw.  How  ? 

Mar.  The  old  blind  man, 

When  you  had  told  him  the  mischance,  was  troubled 
Even  to  the  shedding  of  some  natural  tears 
Into  the  torrent  over  which  he  hung. 
Listening  in  vain. 

Osw.  He  has  a  tender  heart ! 

[Oswald  offers  to  go  dovm  into  the  dungeon. 

Mar.  How  now,  what  mean  you  ? 

Osw.  Truly,  I  was  gomg 

To  waken  our  stray  Baron.     Were  there  not 
A  farm  or  dwelling-house  within  five  leagues, 
We  should  deserve  to  wear  a  cap  and  bells. 
Three  good  round  years,  for  playing  the  fool  here 
In  such  a  night  as  this. 
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Mar,  Stop,  stop. 

Osw.  Perhaps 

You  'd  better  like  we  should  descend  together. 
And  lie  down  by  his  side,  —  what  say  you  to  it? 
Three  of  us,  —  we  should  keep  each  other  warm : 
I  *11  answer  for  it  that  our  four-legged  friend 
Shall  not  disturb  us ;  further  I  'U  not  engage; 
Come,  come,  for  manhood's  sake ! 

Mar.  These  drowsy  shiverings, 

This  mortal  stupor  which  is  creeping  over  me, 
What  do  they  mean  ?   Were  this  my  single  body 
Opposed  to  armies,  not  a  nerve  would  tremble  : 
Why  do  I  tremble  now  ?  —  Is  not  the  depth 
Of  this  man's  crimes  beyond  the  reach  of  thought? 
And  yet,  in  plumbing  the  abyss  for  judgment, 
Something  I  strike  upon  which  turns  my  mind 
Back  on  herself,  I  think,  again,  —  my  breast 
Concentres  all  the  terrors  of  the  Universe : 
I  look  at  him  and  tremble  like  a  child. 

Osw.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Mar.  One  thing  you  noticed  not : 

Just  as  we  lefl  the  glen  a  clap  of  thunder 
Burst  on  the  mountains,  with  hell-rousing  force. 
This  is  a  time,  said  he,  when  guilt  may  shudder ; 
But  there 's  a  Providence  for  them  who  walk 
In  helplessness,  when  innocence  is  with  thent 
At  this  audacious  blasphemy,  I  thought 
The  spirit  of  vengeance  seemed  to  ride  the  air. 

Osw.  Why  are  you  not  the  man  you  were  that 
moment  ? 
[ZTe  draws  Marmaduke  to  the  dungeon. 
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Mar.  You  say  he  was  asleep, — look  at  this  arm, 
And  teU  me  if 't  is  fit  for  such  a  work. 
Oswald,  Oswald  I  [Leans  upon  Oswald. 

Osw.  This  is  some  sudden  seizure  1 

Mar,  A  most  strange  faintness ;  —  will  you  hunt 
me  out 
A  draught  of  water  ? 

Osw,  Nay,  to  see  you  thus 

Moves  me  beyond  my  bearing.  —  I  will  try 
To  gain  the  torrent's  brink.  [Exit  Oswald. 

Mar.  {after  a  pause.)  It  seems  an  age 

Since  that  man  left  me.  —  No,  I  am  not  lost 

Her.  (at  the  mouth  of  the  dungeon.)  Give  me  your 
hand  ;  where  are  you,  Friends  ?  and  tell  me 
How  goes  the  night. 

Mar.  'T  is  hard  to  measure  time, 

In  such  a  weary  night,  and  such  a  place. 

Her.  I  do  not  hear  the  voice  of  my  friend 
Oswald. 

Mar.  A  minute  past,  he  went  to  fetch  a  draught 
Of  water  from  the  torrent     'T  is,  you  '11  say, 
A  cheerless  beverage. 

Her.  How  good  it  was  in  you 

To  stay  behind !  —  Hearing  at  first  no  answer, 
I  was  alarmed. 

Mar.  No  wonder ;  this  is  a  place 

That  well  may  put  some  fears  into  your  heart 

Her.   Why  so  ?  a  roofless  rock  had  been  a  cozii« 
fort, 
Storm-beaten  and  bewildered  as  we  were ; 
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And  in  a  night  like  this,  to  lend  your  cloaks 
To  make  a  bed  for  me  1  —  My  Girl  will  weep 
When  she  is  told  of  it. 

Mar.  This  daughter  of  joun 

Is  very  dear  to  you. 

Her.  Oh  !  but  you  are  young ; 

Over  your  head  twice  twenty  years  must  roll, 
With  ail  their  natural  weight  of  sorrow  and  pain. 
Ere  can  be  known  to  you  how  much  a  father 
May  love  his  child. 

Max,        Thank  you,  old  man,  for  this  I  \Aaxdt. 

Her.  Fallen  am  I,  and  worn  out,  a  useless  man : 
Kindly  have  you  protected  me  to-night. 
And  no  return  have  I  to  make  but  prayers ; 
May  you  in  age  be  blest  with  such  a  daughter  1  *- 
When  from  the  Holy  Land  I  had  returned 
Sightless,  and  from  my  heritage  was  driven, 
A  wretched  outcast  —  But  this  strain  of  thought 
Would  lead  me  to  talk  fondly. 

Mar.  Do  not  fear ; 

Your  words  are  precious  to  my  ears ;  go  on. 

Her,  You  will  forgive  me,  but  my  heart  runs 
over. 
When  my  old  Leader  slipped  into  the  flood 
And  perished,  what  a  piercing  outcry  you 
Sent  after  him.     I  have  loved  you  ever  since. 
You  start,  —  where  are  we  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  there  is  no  danger, 

The  cold  blast  struck  me. 

Her.  'T  was  a  foolish  questkm 
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« 

Mixr,  But  when  you  were  an  outcast? — Heavoi 
is  just ; 
Your  piety  would  not  miss  its  due  reward ; 
The  little  orphan  then  would  he  your  sucooFy 
And  do  good  service,  though  she  knew  it  not. 

Ber.  I  turned  me  from  the  dwellings  of  mj 
fathers, 
Where  none  hut  those  who  trampled  on  my  rights 
Seemed  to  remember  me.    To  the  wide  world 
1  bore  her,  in  my  arms ;  her  looks  won  pity ; 
She  was  my  raven  in  the  wilderness, 
And  brought  me  food.     Have  I  not  cause  to  lore 
her? 

Mctr.  Yes. 

Ber,        More  than  ever  parent  loved  a  diild  I 

Mar.  Yes,  yes. 

ffer.  I  will  not  murmur,  merciful  Qod  I 

I  will  not  murmur ;  blasted  as  I  have  been. 
Thou  hast  lefl  me  ears  to  hear  my  daughter's  voice, 
And  arms  to  fold  her  to  my  heart.     Submissively 
Thee  I  adore,  and  find  my  rest  in  faith. 

Miter  Oswald. 

Otw.  Herbert  I  —  confusion  1    (aside,)    Here  it 
is,  my  Friend,  IPresente  the  Honu 

A  charming  beverage  for  you  to  carouse, 
This  bitter  night 

Her,  Ha  I  Oswald  I  ten  bright  crossef 

I  would  have  given,  not  many  minutes  gone, 
To  have  heard  your  voice. 
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0«r.  Your  couch,  I  fear,  good  Baron, 

Uas  been  but  comfortless  ;  and  yet  that  place, 
When  the  tempestuous  wind  first  drove  us  hither, 
Felt  warm  as  a  wren's  nest.     You  'd  better  turn 
And  under  covert  rest  till  break  of  daj, 
Or  till  the  storm  abate. 

(To  Marmaduke  aside,)  He  has  restored  you. 
No  doubt  you  have  been  nobly  entertained  ? 
But  soft !  —  How  came  he  forth  ?  The  Nightmare 

Conscience 
Has  driven  him  out  of  harbor  ? 

Mar.  I  believe 

You  have  guessed  right. 

Her,  The  trees  renew  their  murmur : 

Come,  let  us  house  together. 

[Oswald  conducts  him  to  the  dungeon. 

Osw.  (returns,)  Had  I  not 

Esteemed  you  worthy  to  conduct  the  afifair 
To  its  most  fit  conclusion,  do  you  think 
I  would  so  long  have  struggled  with  my  nature, 
And  smothered  all  that 's  man  in  me  ?  —  Away  I— 
[^I^oking  towards  Hie  dungeon. 
This  man  's  the  property  of  him  who  best 
Can  feel  his  crimes.     I  have  resigned  a  privilege; 
(t  now  becomes  my  duty  to  resume  it. 

Mar,  Touch  not  a  finger 

Osw,  What  then  must  be  done  ? 

Mar,  Which  way  soe'er  I  turn,  I  am  perplexed 

Osw  Now,  on  my  life,  I  grieve  for  you.     The 
misery 
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Of  doubt  13  insupportable.     Pity,  the  facts 
Did  not  admit  of  stronger  evidence  ; 
Twelve  bonest  men,  plain  men,  would  set  us  ngbt ; 
Their  verdict  would  abolish  these  weak  scruples. 

Mttt\  Weak  !  I  am  weak ;  —  there  does  my  tor- 
ment lie, 
Feeding  itself. 

Osw»  Verily,  when  he  said 

How  his  old  heart  would  leap  to  hear  his  steps, 
You  thought  his  voice  the  echo  of  Idonea's. 

Mar.  And  never  heard  a  sound  so  terrible. 

Osw,  Perchance  you  think  so  now  ? 

Mar,  I  cannot  do  it 

Twice  did  I  spring  to  grasp  hb  withered  throat, 
When  such  a  sudden  weakness  fell  upon  me, 
I  could  have  dropped  to  sleep  upon  his  breast. 

Osw.  Justice, — is  there  not  thunder   in   the 
word  ? 
Shall  it  be  law  to  stab  the  petty  robber 
Who  aims  but  at  our  purse ;  and  shall  this  Par* 

ricide  — 
Worse  is  he  far,  far  worse  (if  foul  dishonor 
Be  worse  than  death)  to  that  confiding  creature 
Whom  he  to  more  than  filial  love  and  duty 
Hath  falsely  trained  —  shall  he  fulfil  his  purpose  ? 
But  you  are  fallen. 

Mar.  Fallen  should  I  be  indeed— 

Murder  —  perhaps  asleep,  blind,  old,  alone. 
Betrayed,  in  darkness !  Here  to  strike  tlie  blow  — 
Away  ?  away ! \Fling8  away  his  word. 
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Oiw.  Nay,  I  have  done  with  you  : 

We  '11  lead  him  to  the  Convent     He  shall  live. 
And  she  shall  love  him.     With  unquestioned  titli? 
He  shall  be  seated  in  his  Barony, 
And  we  too  chant  the  praise  of  his  good  deeds. 
I  now  perceive  we  do  mistake  our  masters. 
And  most  despise  the  men  who  best  can  teach  as: 
Henceforth  it  shall  be  said  that  bad  men  only 
Are  brave :  CMbrd  is  brave ;  and  that  old  man 
[s  brave. 

[^Taking  Mabmaduke's  sword  and  giving  it  to 
him. 

To  Clifford's  arms  he  would  have  led 
His  victim,  —  haply  to  this  desolate  house. 
Mar.  (advancing  to  the  dungeon.)     It  must  be 

ended !  — 
Osw.  Soflly ;  do  not  rouse  him ; 

He  will  deny  it  to  the  last     He  lies 
Within  the  vault,  a  spear's  length  to  the  left. 

[Marmaduke  descends  to  the  dungeon. 
{Alone.)  The  villains  rose  in  mutiny  to  destroy  me; 
I  could  have  quelled  the  cowards,  but  this  stripling 
Must  needs  step  in  and  save  my  life.     The  look 
With  which  he  gave  the  boon,  —  I  see  it  now  I 
The  same  that  tempted  me  to  loathe  the  gift.  — 
For  this  old  venerable  Graybeard,  —  faith, 
rr  is  his  own  fault  if  he  hath  got  a  face 
Which  doth  play  tricks  with  them  that  look  on  il: 
^r  was  this  that  put  it  in  my  thoughts,  —  that  coun* 
tenance, — 
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His  Staff,  —  his    figure.  —  Murder !  —  what,   of 

whom  ? 
We  kill  a  worn-out  horse,  and  who  but  women 
Sigh  at  the  deed  ?     Hew  down  a  withered  tree, 
And  none  look  grave  but  dotards.     He  may  live 
To  thank  me  for  this  service.     Rainbow  arches, 
Highways  of  dreaming  passion,  have  too  long, 
Tonng  as  he  is,  diverted  wish  and  hope 
From    the    unpretending    ground    we    mortals 

tread  ;  — 
Then  shatter  the  delusion,  break  it  up 
And  set  him  free.     What  follows  ?     I  have  learned 
That  things  will  work  to  ends  the  slaves  o'  the 

world 
Do  never  dream  of.    I  have  been  what  he  — 
This  boy  —  when  he  comes  forth  with  bloody 

hands  — 
Might  envy,  and  am  now  —  But  he  shall  know 
What  I  am  now.     [  Goes  and  listens  at  ike  dungeon. 
Praying  or  parleying  ?  —  Tut! 
Is  he  not  eyeless  ?    He  has  been  half  dead 
These  fifteen  years 

Enter  female  Beggar  with  two  or  three  of  her 
CompanioTis. 

{ Turning  ahruptlg.)      Ha  !  speak  !  —  what  thing 

art  thou  ? 
{Recognizes  her.)  Heavens !  my  good  Friend ! 

IToher 
Beg.  Forgive  me,  gracious  Sir  I  — 
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Osw.  (to  her  companions,)  Begone,  ye  Slaves, 
or  I  vnW  raise  a  whirlwind 
And  send  je  dancing  to  the  clouds,  like  leaves. 

[^Thei/  retire  affrighJUdL 
Beg.  Indeed  we  meant  no  harm ;  we  lodge  some- 
times 
In  this  deserted  Castle.  —  I  repent  me. 

[Oswald  goes  to  the  dungeon,  —  listens, — re^ 

turns  to  the  Beggar. 
Ostff.  Woman^  thou  hast  a  helpless  infant, — 
keep 
Thy  secret  for  its  sake,  or  verily 
That  wretched  life  of  thine  shall  he  the  forfeit. 
Beg.  I  do  repent  me,  Sir ;  I  fear  the  curse 
Of  that  blind  man.    'T  was  not  your  money,  Sir — 
Osw.  Begone ! 

Beg.  (going).    There  is  some  wicked  deed  in 

hand :  [^Aside. 

Would  I  could  find  the  old  man  and  his  daughter. 

[^Exit  Beggar. 

Marmaduke  re-enters  from  tlie  dungeon. 

Osw.  It  is  all  over  then ;  — your  foolish  fears 
Are  hushed  to  sleep,  by  your  own  act  and  deed. 
Made  quiet  as  he  is. 

Mar.  Why  came  you  down  ? 

And  when  I  felt  your  hand  upon  my  arm 
And  spake  to  you,  why  did  you  give  no  answer  ? 
Feared  you  to  waken  him  ?     He  must  have  been 
In  a  deep  sleep.     I  whispered  to  him  thricei 
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There  are  the  stangest  echoes  in  that  place  I 

Osw.  Tut !  let  them  gabble  till  the  day  of  doom. 

Mar.  Scarcely,  by  groping,  had  I  reached  the 
•   spot, 
When  round  my  wrist  I  felt  a  cord  drawn  tight, 
As  if  the  blind  man's  dog  were  pulling  at  it. 

Osw.  But  after  that? 

Mar.  The  feature-s  of  Idonea 

Lurked  in  his  fiuse 

Osw,  Psha  I    Never  to  these  eyes 

Will  retribution  show  itself  again 
With  aspect  so  inviting.     Why  forbid  me 
To  share  your  triumph  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  her  very  look, 

Smiling  in  sleep 

Osw.  A  pretty  feat  of  Fancy  I 

Mar.  Though  but  a  glimpse,  it  sent  me  to  my 
prayers. 

Osw.  Is  he  alive  ? 

Mar.  What  mean  you  ?  who  alive  r 

Osw.  Herbert!  since  you  will  have  it,  Baron 
Herbert ; 
He  who  will  gain  his  Seignory  when  Idonea 
Hath  become  Cliflford's  harlot,  —  is  he  living  ? 

Mar.  The  old  man  in  that  dungeon  is  alive. 

Osw.  Henceforth,  then,  will  I  never  in  camp  or 
field 
Obey  you  more.     Your  weakness  to  the  Band 
Shall  be  proclaimed:  brave  men,  they  all  shall 
hear  it. 
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You  a  protector  of  humanity  I 
Avenger  you  of  outraged  innocence ! 
Mar,  'Twas  dark, — dark  as  the  grave;  yet  did 
I  see, 
Saw  him, — his  face  turned  toward  me ;  and  I  teD 

thee 
Idonea's  filial  countenance  was  there 
To  baffle  me,  —  it  put  me  to  my  prayers. 
Upwards  I  cast  my  eyes,  and,  through  a  crev- 
ice, 
Beheld  a  star  twinkling  above  my  head, 
And,  by  the  living  Grod,  I  could  not  do  it. 

\Sink$  exhautted, 
Osw,  (to  himself.)  Now  may  I  perish  if  this 
turn  do  more 
Than  make  me  change  my  course. 
(To  Marmaduke.)  Dear  Marmadukci 

My  words  were  rashly  spoken ;  I  recall  them : 
I  feel  my  error ;  shedding  human  blood 
Is  a  most  serious  thing. 

Mar,  Not  I  alone. 

Thou  too  art  deep  in  guilt. 

Osw.  We  have  indeed 

Been  most  presumptuous.     There  is  guilt  in  this, 
Else  could  so  strong  a  mind  have  ever  known 
These  trepidations  ?     Plain  it  is  that  Heaven 
Has  marked  out  this  foul  wretch  as  one  whose 

crimes 
Must  never  come  before  a  mortal  judgment  ueat, 
Or  be  cJiastised  by  mortal  instruments. 
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Mar.  A  thought  that 's  worth  a  thousand  worlds  I 

[^Gfoes  towards  the  dungeon. 

Osw,  I  grieve 

Fhat,  in  mj  zeal,  I  have  caused  you  so  much  pain. 

Mar.  Think  not  of  that !  't  is  over,  — we  are  safe. 

Oiw.  (as  if  to  himself  ^  t/et  speaking  alotid.)  The 

truth  is  hideous,  but  how  stifle  it  ? 

[^Turning  to  Mabmadueb. 
Give  me  jour  sword ;  —  nay,  here  are  stones  and 

fragments, 
The  least  of  which  would  beat  out  a  man's  brains ; 
Or  you  might  drive  your  head  against  that  walL 
No !  this  is  not  the  place  to  hear  the  tale : 
It  should  be  told  you  pinioned  in  your  bed, 
Or  on  some  vast  and  solitary  plain 
Blown  to  you  from  a  trumpet. 

Mar.  Why  talk  thus? 

Whatever  the  monster  brooding  in  your  breast, 

I  care  not :  fear  I  have  none,  and  cannot  fear 

[^ITie  sound  of  a  horn  is  heard. 
That  horn  again,    'T  is  some  one  of  our  Troop ; 
What  do  they  here  ?    Listen ! 

Osw.  What !  dogged  like  thieves  I 

^ter  Wallace  and  Lact,  &c. 

Lacy,  You  are  found  at  last,  thanks  to  the 
vagrant  troop 
For  not  misleading  us. 

Osw.  (looking  at  Wallace.)  That  subtle  gray- 
beard, — 
^  'd  rather  see  my  father's  ghost 
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Lacy,   (to  Marmaduke.)  My  Captain, 

We  come  by  order  of  the  Band.     Belike 
You  have  not  heard  that  Henry  has  at  last 
Dissolved  the  Barons'  League,  and  sent  abroad 
nis  Sheriffs  with  fit  force  to  reinstate 
The  genuine  owners  of  such  Lands  and  Baronies 
As,  in  these  long  commotions,  have  been  seized. 
His  power  is  this  way  tending.    It  befits  us 
To  stand  upon  our  guard,  and  with  our  swords 
Defend  the  innocent. 

Mar.  Lacy  !  we  look 

But  at  the  surfaces  of  things ;  we  hear 
Of  towns  in  flames,  fields  ravaged,  young  and  old 
Driven  out  in  troops  to  want  and  nakedness ; 
Then  grasp  our  swords  and  rush  upon  a  cure 
That  flatters  us,  because  it  asks  not  thought : 
The  deeper  malady  is  better  hid ; 
The  world  is  poisoned  at  the  heart, 

Zacy.  What  mean  you  ? 

Wicd.  (whose  eye  has  been  fixed  suspiciously  upon 
Oswald.)  Ay,  what  is  it  you  mean  ? 

Mar,  Harkee,  my  Friends ;  — 

[Appearing  gay. 
Were  there  a  man  who,  being  weak  and  helpless 
And  most  forlorn,  should  bribe  a  mother,  pressed 
By  penury,  to  yield  him  up  her  daughter, 
A  little  infant,  and  instruct  the  babe, 
Prattling  upon  his  knee,  to  call  him  Father 

jMcy,  Why,  if  his  heart  be  tender,  that  offence 
I  could  forgive  him. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE  B0RDEKER3.  129 

Mur,  {going  on.)   And  should  he  make  the 
child 
An  instrument  of  falsehood,  should  he  teach  her 
To  stretch  her  arms,  and  dim  the  gladsome  light 
Of  infant  playfulness  with  piteous  looks 
Of  misery  that  was  not 

Lac^,  Troth,  't  is  hard,  — 

But  in  a  world  like  ours 

Mar.  (changing  his  tone.)  This  selfsame  man,  — 
Even  while  he  printed  kisses  on  the  cheek 
Of  this  poor  babe,  and  taught  its  innocent  tongue 
To  lisp  the  name  of  Father,  —  could  he  look 
To  the  unnatural  harvest  of  that  time 
When  he  should  give  her  up,  a  woman  grown, 
To  him  who  bid  the  highest  in  the  market 
Of  foul  pollution 

Lacy.  The  whole  visible  world 

Contains  not  such  a  monster  I 

Mar.  For  this  purpose 

Should  he  resolve  to  taint  her  soul  by  means 
Which  bathe  the  limbs  in  sweat  to  think  of  them ; 
Should  he,  by  tales  which  would  draw  tears  from 

iron. 
Work  on  her  nature,  and  so  turn  compassion 
And  gratitude  to  ministers  of  vice, 
And  make  the  spotless  spirit  of  filial  love 
Prime  mover  in  a  plot  to  danm  his  victim 
Both  soul  and  body 

WaL  'T  is  too  horrible ; 

Oswald,  what  say  you  to  it  ? 

VOL.  L  9 
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Lajcy.  Hew  him  down. 

And  f  ing  him  to  the  ravens. 

Mar.  But  his  aspect 

It  is  80  meek,  his  countenance  so  venerable. 

WaL  {with  an  appearance  of  mistrusU)  But  bow, 
what  say  you,  Oswald  ? 
Lacy,  (at  the  same  moment.)  Stab  him,  were  it 
Befora  the  Altar. 

Mar.                    What,  if  he  were  sick. 
Tottering  upon  the  very  verge  of  life, 
And  old,  and  blind 

Lacy.  Blind,  say  you  ? 

Osw.  (cominy  forward.)  Are  we  men. 

Or  own  we  baby  spirits  ?     Genuine  courage 
Is  not  an  accidental  quality, 
A  thing  dependent  for  its  casual  birth 
On  opposition  and  impediment 
Wisdom,  if  Justice  speak  the  word,  beats  down 
The  giant's  strength ;  and,  at  the  voice  of  Justice, 
Spares  not  the  worm.    The  giant  and  the  worm,  — 
She  weighs  them  in  one  scale.    The  wiles  of  woman, 
And  craft  of  age,  seducing  reason,  first 
Made  weakness  a  protection,  and  obscured 
The  moral  shapes  of  things.     His  tender  cries 
And  helpless  innocence,  —  do  they  protect 
The  infant  lamb  ?  and  shall  the  infirmities, 
Which  have  enabled  this  enormous  culprit 
To  perpetrate  his  crimes,  serve  as  a  sanctuary 
To  cover  him  from  punishment?  Shame! — Justice, 
Admitting  no  resistance,  bends  alike 
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The  feeble  and  the  strong.     She  needs  not  here 
Her  bonds  and  chams,  which  make  the  mighty 

feeble. 
—  We  recognize  in  this  old  man  a  victim 
Prepared  already  for  the  sacrifice. 

Lacy*  By  heaven,  his  words  are  reason ! 

Osw,  Yes,  my  Friends, 

His  countenance  is  meek  and  venerable ; 
And,  bj  the  Mass,  to  see  him  at  his  prayers !  — 
I  am  of  fiesh  and  blood,  and  may  I  perish 
When  my  heart  does  not  ache  to  think  of  it !  — 
Poor  victim  I  not  a  virtue  under  heaven 
But  what  was  made  an  engine  to  ensnare  thee ; 
But  yet  I  trust,  Idonea,  thou  art  safe. 

Lacy.  Idonea ! 

WaL  How  I  what  ?  your  Idonea  ? 

\To  Maruaduke. 

Mar*  Mine ; 

But  now  no  longer  mine.    You  know  Lord  Clifford ; 
He  is  the  man  to  whom  the  maiden  —  pure 
As  beautiful,  and  gentle  and  benign. 
And  in  her  ample  heart  loving  even  me  — 
Was  to  be  yielded  up. 

Lacy,  Now,  by  the  head 

Of  my  own  child,  this  man  must  die ;  mj  hand, 
A  worthier  wanting,  shall  itself  entwine 
In  his  gray  hairs  I 

Mar.  {to  Lacy.)  I  love  the  father  in  thee. 
You  know  me,  Friends  ;  I  have  a  heart  to  feel, 
And  I  have  felt,  more  than  perhaps  becomes  me 
Or  duty  sanctions. 
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Lacy.  "We  will  have  ample  justice. 

Who  are  we,  Friends  ?    Do  we  not  live  on  ground 
Where  souls  are  self-defended,  free  to  grow 
Like  mountain  oaks  rocked  by  the  stormy  wind. 
Mark  the  Almighty  Wisdom,  which  decreed 
This  monstrous  crime  to  be  laid  open  —  Aer», 
WTiere  Reason  has  an  eye  that  she  can  use, 
And  men  alone  are  umpires.    To  the  Camp 
He  shall  be  led,  and  there,  the  Country  round 
All  gathered  to  the  spot,  in  open  day 
Shall  Nature  be  avenged. 

Osw,  *T  is  nobly  thought ; 

His  death  will  be  a  monument  for  ages. 

Mar.  {to  Laot.)  I  thank  you  for  that  hint.     He 
shall  be  brought 
Before  the  Camp,  and  would  that  best  and  wisest 
Of  every  country  might  be  present.     There, 
His  crime  shall  be  proclaimed ;  and  for  the  rest^ 
It  shall  be  done  as  Wisdom  shall  decide : 
Meanwhile,  do  you  two  hasten  back  and  see 
That  all  is  well  prepared. 

Wd.  We  will  obey  you. 

{Aside.)  But  softly !  we  must  look  a  little  nearer. 

Mar.  Tell  where  you  found  us.    At  some  future 
time 
I  will  explain  the  cause.  [Eaeevml, 
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ACT  m. 

Scene,  the  door  of  the  Hostel,  a  group  q/*  Pilgrims 
as  be/ore  ;  Idonea  and  the  Host  among  them. 

Host.  Lady,  you  11  find  your  father  at  the  Con- 
vent 
As  T  have  told  you.    He  left  us  yesterday 
With  two  companions ;  one  of  them,  as  seemed, 
EKs  most  familiar  friend.     {Going.)     There  was 

a  letter 
Of  which  I  heard  them  speak,  but  that  I  fancy 
Has  been  forgotten. 
Idon.  (to  Host)     Farewell  1 
Host.  Grentle  pilgrimn, 

St  Cuthbert  speed  you  on  your  holy  errand. 

[^Exeunt  Idonea  and  PilgrimB. 

Scene,  a  desolate  Moor. 

Oswald  {alone). 
Osw.  Carry  him  to  the  Camp !  Yes,  to  the  Camp 
O  Wisdom !  a  most  wise  resolve  I  and  then. 
That  half  a  word  should  blow  it  to  the  winds ! 
This  last  device  must  end  my  work.  —  Methinks 
It  were  a  pleasant  pastime  to  construct 
A  scale  and  table  of  belief,  —  as  thus,  — 
Two  columns,  one  for  passion,  one  for  proof; 
Each  rises  as  the  other  falls  :  and  first, 
Passion  a  unit  and  against  us,  —  proof,  — 
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Nay,  we  must  travel  in  another  path, 

Or  we  *re  stuck  fast  for  ever;  —  passion,  then, 

Shall  be  a  unit^br  us  ;  proof,  —  no,  passion  I 

We  *11  not  insult  thy  majesty  by  time, 

Person,  and  place,  —  the  where,  the  when,  the  how, 

And  all  particulars  that  dull  brains  require 

To  constitute  the  spiritless  shape  of  Fact, 

They  bow  to,  calling  the  idol.  Demonstration. 

A  whipping  to  the  Moralists  who  preach 

That  misery  is  a  sacred  thing :  for  me, 

I  know  no  cheaper  engine  to  degrade  a  man,. 

Nor  any  half  so  sure.     This  stripling's  mind 

Is  shaken  till  the  dregs  float  on  the  surface ; 

And,  in  the  storm  and  anguish  of  the  heart, 

He  talks  of  a  transition  in  his  soul. 

And  dreams  that  he  is  happy.    We  dissect 

The  senseless  body,  and  why  not  the  mind  ?  — 

These  are  strange  sights,  —  the  mind  of  man,  ap- 

tumed. 
Is  in  all  natures  a  strange  spectacle ; 
In  some  a  hideous  one  —  hem  !  shall  I  stop  ? 
No.  —  Thoughts  and  feelings  will  sink  deep,  but 

then 
They  have  no  substance.     Pass  but  a  few  minutes, 
And  something  shall  be  done  which  Memory 
May  touch,  whene'er  her  vassals  are  at  work. 

Enter  Marmaduke,  yhwi  behind, 

Osw.  (turning  to  meet  htm.)        But  listen,  foi 
my  peace 
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Moor,  Why,  I  heUeve  you. 

Osw.  But  hear  the  proofe 

Mar*  Ay,  prove  that,  when  two  peas 

Lie  snugly  in  a  pod,  the  pod  must  then 
Bq  larger  than  the  peas,  —  prove  this,  —  *t  were 

matter 
Warthy  the  hearing.     Fool  was  I  to  dream 
It  ever  could  be  otherwise  ! 

O9W.  Last  night 

When  I  returned  with  water  from  the  brook, 
I  overheard  the  villains,  —  every  word 
Like  red-hot  iron  burnt  into  my  heart. 
Said  one, ''  It  is  agreed  on.     The  blind  man 
Shall  feign  a  sudden  illness,  and  the  girl. 
Who  on  her  journey  must  proceed  alone, 
Under  pretence  of  violence,  be  seized. 
She  is,"  continued  the  detested  slave, 
"  She  is  right  willing, — strange  if  she  were  not  1  — 
They  say.  Lord  Clifford  is  a  savage  man ; 
But,  faith,  to  see  him  in  his  silken  tunic, 
Fitting  his  low  voice  to  the  minstrel's  harp, 
There 's  witchery  in  't     I  never  knew  a  maid 
That  could  withstand  it     True,'*  continued  he, 
"  When  we  arranged  the  affair,  she  wept  a  little. 
(Not  the  less  welcome  to  my  Lord  for  that) 
And  said,  *  My  father,  he  will  have  it  so.' " 

Mar,  I  am  your  hearer. 

O9W.  This  I  caught,  and  morij 

That  may  not  be  retold  to  any  ear. 
The  obstinate  bolt  of  a  small  iron  door 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


136  POEMS    W KITTEN    IN    rOUTD. 

Detained  them  near  the  gateway  of  the  Castle. 
By  a  dim  lantern's  light  I  saw  that  wreaths 
Of  flowers  were  in  their  hands,  as  if  designed 
For  festive  decoration ;  and  they  said, 
With  brutal  laughter  and  most  foul  allusioii. 
That  they  should  share  the  banquet  with  their 

lord 
And  his  new  favorite. 

Mar.  Misery  I  — 

Osw.  I  knew 

How  you  would  be  disturbed  by  this  dire  news, 
And  therefore  chose  this  solitary  Moor, 
Here  to  impart  the  tale,  of  which,  last  night, 
I  strove  to  ease  my  mind,  when  our  two  com- 
rades, 
Commissioned  by  the  Band,  burst  in  upon  us. 
Mar.  Last  night,  when  moved  to  lifl  the  aveng- 
ing steel, 
I  did  believe  all  things  were  shadows,  —  yea, 
Living  or  dead,  all  things  were  bodiless, 
Or  but  the  mutual  mockeries  of  body. 
Till  that  same  star  summoned  me  back  again. 
Now  I  could  laugh  till  my  ribs  ached.     O  foc^ . 
To  let  a  creed,  built  in  the  heart  of  things. 
Dissolve  before  a  twinkling  atom !  —  Oswald, 
I  could  fetch  lessons  out  of  wiser  schools 
Than  you  have  entered,  were  it  worth  the  pains. 
IToung  as  I  am,  I  might  go  forth  a  teacher, 
And  you  should  see  how  deeply  I  could  reason 
Of  love  in  all  its  shapes,  beginnings,  ends; 
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Of  moral  qualities  in  their  diverse  aspects ; 
Of  actions,  and  their  laws  and  tendencies. 

Osw.  You  take  it  as  it  merits 

Mar.  One  a  Bang, 

Greneral  or  Cham,  Sultan  or  Emperor, 
Strews  twenty  acres  of  good  meadow-ground 
With  carcasses,  in  lineament  and  shape 
And  substance  nothing  differing  from  his  own^ 
But  that  thej  cannot  stand  up  of  themselves ; 
Another  sits  T  th'  sun,  and  bj  the  hour 
Floats  kingcups  in  the  brook ;  —  a  Hero  one 
We  call,  and  scorn  the  other  as  Time's  spendthrift ; 
But  have  they  not  a  world  of  common  ground 
To  occupy,  —  both  fools,  or  wise  alike. 
Each  in  his  way  ? 

Osw.  Troth,  I  begin  to  think  so. 

Mar,  Now  for  the  comer-stone  of  my  philoso- 
phy : 
I  would  not  give  a  denier  for  the  man 
Who,  on  such  provocation  as  this  earth 
Yields,  could  not  chuck  his  babe  beneath  the  chin, 
And  send  it  with  a  fillip  to  its  grave. 

Osw.  Nay,  you  leave  me  behind. 

Mar.  That  such  a  one, 

So  pious  in  demeanor !  in  his  look 

So  saintly  and  so  pure  1 Hark'ee,  my  Friend, 

1 11  plant  myself  before  Lord  ClifTord's  Castle, 
A  surly  mastiff  kennels  at  the  gate, 
4nd  he  shall  howl  and  I  will  laugh,  a  medley 
Uost  tunable. 
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Otw,  In  faith,  a  pleasant  scheme ; 

But  take  your  sword  along  with  you,  for  that 
H^ght  in  such  neighborhood  find  seemly  use.  — 
But  first,  how  wash  our  hands  of  this  old  man  ? 

Mar,  0  yes,  that  mole,  that  viper  in  the  path ; 
Plague  on  my  memory,  him  had  I  forgotten. 

Osw.  You  know  we  left  him  sitting,  —  see  hinn 
yonder. 

Mar.  Ha!  ha!  — 

Osw.  As  't  will  be  but  a  moment's  work; 

I  will  stroll  on ;  you  follow  when  't  is  done. 

[^Exmnt. 


Scene  changes  to  another  part  of  the  Moor  cU  a 
short  distance.  —  Herbebt  is  discovered  seated 
on  a  stone. 

Her.  A  sound  of  laughter,  too ! — *t  is  well. — 

I  feared 
The  stranger  had  some  pitiable  sorrow 
Pressing  upon  his  solitary  heart. 
Hush  !  —  *t  is  the  feeble  and  earth-loving  wind 
That  creeps  along  the  bells  of  the  crisp  heather. 
Alas !  't  is  cold,  —  I  shiver  in  the  sunshine ;  — 
What  can  this  mean?     There  is  a  psalm  that 

speaks 
Of  Grod's  parental  mercies,  —  with  Idonea 
I   used    to    sing    it.  —  Listen!  —  what    foot    k 

there  ? 
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EfUer  Marmaduke. 

Mar.  (asidey  looking  at  Herbert.)    And  I  have 
loved  this  man  !  and  she  hath  loved  him  1 
And  I  loved  her,  and  she  loves  the  Lord  Clifford! 
And  there  it  ends ;  —  if  this  be  not  enough 
To  make  mankind  merry  for  evermore, 
Then  plain  it  is  as  day,  that  eyes  were  made 
For  a  wise  purpose,  —  verily  to  weep  with  I 

[^LookCrig  rawid, 
A  pretty  prospect  this,  a  masterpiece 
Of  Nature,  finished  with  most  curious  skill ! 
(To  Herbert.)     Grood   Baron,  have  you  ever 

practised  tillage  ? 
Pra^  tell  me  what  this  land  is  worth  by  the  acre  ? 

Jler.  How  glad  I  am  to  hear  your  voice  1 1  know 
not 
Wherein  I  have  offended  you  ;  —  last  night 
I  found  in  you  the  kindest  of  protectors ; 
This  morning,  when  I  spoke  of  weariness, 
You  from  my  shoulder  took  my  scrip  and  threw  it 
About  your  own ;  but  for  these  two  hours  past 
Once  only  have  you  spoken,  when  the  lark 
Whirred  from  among  the  fern  beneath  our  feet, 
And  I,  no  coward  in  my  better  days. 
Was  almost  terrified. 

Mar.  That 's  excellent  I  — 

So,  you  bethought  you  of  the  many  ways 
In  which  a  man  may  come  to  his  end,  whose  crimes 
Have  roused  all  nature  up  against  him — pshaw!  —• 

Ber,  For  mercy's  sake,  is  nobody  in  sight  ? 
^o  traveller,  peasant,  herdsman  ? 
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Man  Not  a  soul : 

Here  is  a  tree,  ragged,  and  bent,  and  bare. 
That  turns  its  goat's-beard  flakes  of  pea-green 

moss 
From  the  stem  breathing  of  the  rough  sea-wind ; 
This  have  we,  but  no  other  company : 
Commend  me  to  the  place.    If  a  man  should  die 
And  leave  his  body  here,  it  were  all  one 
As  he  were  twenty  fathoms  underground. 

Her.  Where  is  our  common  friend  ? 

Mar.  A  ghost,  methinks,  — 

The  spirit  of  a  murdered  man,  for  instance,  — 
Might  have  fine  room  to  ramble  about  iiere, 
A  grand  domain  to  squeak  and  gibber  in. 

Her,  Lost  Man !  if  thou  have  any  close-pent  guilt 
Pressing  upon  thy  hearty  and  this  the  hour 
Of  visitation 

Mar,  A  bold  word  from  you  I 

Her,  Restore  him,  Heaven  ! 

Mar,  The  desperate  wretch !  — A  Flower, 

Fairest  of  all  flowers,  was  she  once,  but  now 
They  have  snapped  her  from  the  stem  —  Poh!  let 

her  lie 
Besoiled  with  mire,  and  let  the  houseless  snail 
Feed  on  her  leaves.     You  knew  her  well,  —  ay 

there, 
Old  Man  !  you  were  a  very  lynx,  — you  knew 
The  worm  was  in  her 

Her,  Mercy !  Sir,  what  mean  you  ? 

Mar,  You  have  a  daughter  I 
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Eei\  O  that  she  were  here  I — 

She  hath  an  eye  that  sinks  into  all  hearts, 
And  if  I  have  in  aught  offended  you, 
Soon  would  her  gentle  voice  make  peace  between  us. 

Jt/or.  (aside.)     I  do  believe  he  weeps  —  I  could 
weep  too  — 
There  is  a  vein  of  her  voice  that  runs  through  his : 
Even  such  a  man  my  fancy  bodied  forth 
From  the  first  moment  that  I  loved  the  maid ; 
And  for  his  sake  I  loved  her  more :  these  tears  — 
I  did  not  think  that  aught  was  left  in  me 
Of  what  I  have  been — yes,  I  thank  thee,  Heaven  I 
One  happy  thought  has  passed  across  my  mind. 
—  ft  may  not  be  —  I  am  cut  off  from  man  ; 
No  more  shall  I  be  man,  —  no  more  shall  I 
Have  human  feelings !  —  {To  Herbert.)  —  Now, 

for  a  little  more 
About  your  daughter  I 

Z6r.  Troops  of  armed  men. 

Met  in  the  roads,  would  bless  us  ;  little  children, 
Rushing  along  in  the  full  tide  of  play, 
Stood  silent  as  we  passed  them !  I  have  heard 
The  boisterous  carman,  in  the  miry  road, 
Check  his  loud  whip,  and  hail  us  with  mild  voice, 
And  speak  with  milder  voice  to  his  poor  beasts. 

Mar,  And  whither  were  you  going  ? 

Bisr,  Learn,  young  Man, 

To  fear  the  virtuous,  and  reverence  misery. 
Whether  too  much  for  patience,  or,  like  mine, 
Softened  till  it  becomes  a  gift  of  mercy. 
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M<xr,  Now,  this  is  as  it  should  be ! 

Her,                                             I  am  weak  1  — 
My  daughter  does  not  know  how  weak  I  am ; 
And,  as  thou  seest,  under  the  arch  of  heaven 
Here  do  I  stand,  alone,  to  helplessness, 
By  the  good  Grod,  our  common  Father,  doomed  !— 
Bat  I  had  once  a  spirit  and  an  arm 

Mar.  Now,  for  a  word  about  your  Barony : 
I  fancy  when  you  left  the  Holy  Land, 
And  came   to  —  what's  your  title  —  eh?  youf 

claims 
Were  undisputed ! 

Her.  Like  a  mendicant, 

Whom  no  one  comes  to  meet,  I  stood  alone ;  -7- 
I  murmured,  — but,  remembering  Him  who  feeds 
The  pelican  and  ostrich  of  the  desert, 
From  my  own  threshold  I  looked  up  to  Heaven 
And  did  not  want  glimmerings  of  quiet  hope. 
So,  from  the  court  I  passed,  and  down  the  brook, 
Led  by  its  murmur,  to  the  ancient  oak 
I  came ;  and  when  I  felt  its  cooling  shade, 
I  sat  me  down,  and  cannot  but  believe  — 
While  in  my  lap  I  held  my  little  babe 
And  clasped  her  to  my  heart,  my  heart  that  ached 
More  with  delight  than  grief — I  heard  a  voice 
Such  as  by  Cherith  on  Elijah  called ; 
U  said,  "I  will  be  with  thee."     A  little  boy, 
A  shepherd-lad,  ere  yet  my  trance  was  gone, 
Hailed  us  as  if  he  had  been  sent  from  heaven. 
And  said,  with  tears,  that  he  would  be  our  guide 
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I  liad  a  better  guide,  —  that  innocent  babe,  — 
Her,  who  hath  saved  me,  to  this  hour,  from  harm, 
From  cold,  from  hunger,  penury,  and  death ; 
To  whom  I  owe  the  best  of  all  the  good 
I  have,  or  wish  for,  upon  earth,  —  and  more 
And  higher  far  than  lies  within  earth*s  bounds : 
Therefore  I  bless  her :  when  I  think  of  Man, 
I  bless  her  with  sad  spirit,  —  when  of  Grod, 
I  bless  her  in  the  fulness  of  my  joy  ! 

Mar.  The  name  of  daughter  in  his  mouth,  he 

prays ! 
With  nerves  so  steady,  that  the  very  flies 
Sit  unmolested  on  his  staff.  —  Innocent !  — 
If  he  were  innocent  —  then  he  would  tremble 
And  be  disturbed,  as  I  am.  (  Turning  aside.)  1  have 

read 
In  story,  what  men  now  alive  have  witnessed, 
How,  when  the  people's  mind  was  racked  with 

doubt. 
Appeal  was  made  to  the  great  Judge  :  the  accused 
With  naked  feet  walked  over  burning  ploughshares. 
Here  is  a  man  by  Nature's  hand  prepared 
For  a  like  trial,  but  more  merciful. 
Why  else  have  I  been  led  to  this  bleak  waste  ? 
Bare  is  it,  without  house  or  track,  and  destitute 
Of  obvious  shelter,  as  a  shipless  sea. 
Here  will  1  leave  him  —  here.  —  All-seeing  God  I 
Such  as  he  is,  and  sore  perplexed  as  I  am, 
I  will  conmiit  him  to  this  final  ordeal  /  — 
tie  heard  a  voice,  —  a  shepherd-lad  came  to  him 
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And  was  his  guide ;  if  once,  why  not  again, 
And  in  this  desert  ?    If  never,  then  the  whole 
Of  what  he  says,  and  looks,  and  does,  and  is, 
i^akes  up  one  damning  falsehood.     Leave  him 

here 
To  cold  and  hunger  I  —  Pain  is  of  the  heart, 
And  what  are  a  few  throes  of  bodily  suffering 
If  they  can  waken  one  pang  of  remorse  ? 

[^Goes  up  to  Herbert. 
Old  Man  I  my  wrath  is  as  a  flame  burnt  out, 
It  cannot  be  rekindled.     Thou  art  here 
Led  by  my  hand  to  save  thee  from  perdition  ; 
Thou  wilt  have  time  to  breathe  and  think 

Mer.  O,  mercy  I 

Mar,  I  know  the  need  that  all  men  have  of 
mercy,  ' 
And  therefore  leave  thee  to  a  righteous  judgment. 

Ber.  My  Child,  my  blessed  Child  ! 

Mar.  No  more  of  that ; 

Thou  wilt  have  many  guides  if  thou  art  innocent ; 
Yea,  from  the  utmost  corners  of  the  earth. 
That  woman  will  come  o'er  this  waste  to  save  thee. 
[^Ile  pauses  and  looks  at  Herbert's  stciffi 
Ha !  what  is  here  ?  and  carved  by  her  own  hand 
[^Reads  upon  the  stajff, 
"  I  am  eyes  to  the  blind,  saith  the  Lord. 
He  that  puts  his  trust  in  me  shall  not  fail  1 " 
Yes,  be  it  so ;  —  repent  and  be  forgiven  ;  — 
Grcd  and  that  staff*  are  now  thy  only  guides. 

[Z&  leaves  Herbert  on  the  Moor 
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Scene,  an  eminencey  a  Beacon  on  the  summiU 
Lact,  Wallace,  Lennox,  &;c.,  &;c. 

Several  of  the  Band  (confusedly) .  But  patience  I 

One  of  the  Band,  Curses  on  that  traitor, 

Oswald!  — 
Dur  Captain  made  a  prey  to  foul  device !  — 

LcTi.  {to  Wallace.)     His  tool,  the  wandering 
beggar,  made  last  night 
A  plain  confession,  such  as  leaves  no  doubt, 
Knowing  what  otherwise  we  know  too  well, 
That  she  revealed  the  truth.     Stand  by  me  now ; 
For  rather  would  I  have  a  nest  of  vipers 
Between  my  breastplate  and  my  skin,  than  make 
Oswald  my  special  enemy,  if  you 
Deny  me  your  support. 

Lacy.  We  have  been  fooled,  — 

But  for  the  motive  ? 

WaL  Natures  such  as  his 

Spin  motives  out  of  their  own  bowels.  Lacy  I 
I  leam'd  this  when  I  was  a  Confessor. 
I  know  him  well ;  there  needs  no  other  motive 
Than  that  most  strange  incontinence  in  crime 
Which  haunts  this  Oswald.     Power  is  life  to  him 
And  breath  and  being ;  where  he  cannot  govern, 
He  will  destroy. 

Lacy,        To  have  been  trapped  like  moles  I  — 
Yes,  you  are  right,  we  need  not  hunt  for  motives: 
There  is  no  crime  from  which  this  man   would 
shrink; 
^nu  1.  10 
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He  recks  not  human  law  ;  and  I  have  noticed 
That  often,  when  the  name  of  God  is  uttered, 
A  sudden  blankness  overspreads  his  face. 

Zen.  Yet^  reasoner  as  he  is,  his  pride  has  built 
Some  uncouth  superstition  of  its  own. 

WaL  I  have  seen  traces  of  it 

Len.  Once  he  headed 

A  band  of  Pirates  in  the  Norway  seas  ; 
And  when  the  King  of  Denmark  summoned  him 
To  the  oath  of  fealty,  I  well  remember, 
'T  was  a  strange  answer  that  he  made ;  he  said, 
"  I  hold  of  Spirits,  and  the  Sun  in  heaven." 

Lacy.  He  is  no  madman. 

Wal,  A  most  subtle  doctor 

Were  that  man,  who  could  draw  the  line  that  parts 
Pride  and  her  daughter.  Cruelty,  from  Madness, 
That  should  be  scourged,  not  pitied.      Restless 

minds. 
Such  minds  as  find  amid  their  fellow-men 
No  heart  that  loves  them,  none  that  they  can  love, 
Will  turn  perforce  and  seek  for  sympathy 
In  dim  relation  to  imagined  beings. 

One  of  the  Band.  What  if  he  mean  to  offer  up 
our  Captain 
An  expiation  and  a  sacrifice 
To  those  infernal  fiends  I 

WaL  Now,  if  the  event 

Should  be  as  Lennox  has  foretold,  then  swear, 
My  Friends,  his  heart  shall  have  as  many  wounds 
As  there  are  daggers  here. 
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Lacy,  What  need  of  swearing ! 

One  of  the  Band.  Let  us  away  ! 

Another.  Away  1 

A  third.  Hark  !  how  the  horns 
Of  those  Scotch  Rovers  echo  through  the  vale. 

Lacy.  Stay  you  behind ;  and  when  the  sun  b 
down, 
Light  up  this  beacon. 

One  of  the  Band.  You  shall  be  obeyed. 

[2%ey  go  out  together. 

Scene,  the  Wood  on  the  edge  of  the  Moor. 
Marmaduke  (alone). 

Mar.  Deep,  deep  and  vast,  vast  beyond  human 
thought, 
Yet  calm.  —  I  could  believe,  that  there  was  here 
The  only  quiet  heart  on  earth.     Li  terror, 
Remembered  terror,  there  is  peace  and  rest. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Osw.  Ha !  my  dear  Captain. 

Mar.  A  later  meeting,  Oswald, 

Would  have  been  better  timed. 

Osw.  Alone,  I  see  ; 

You  have  done  your  duty.    I  had  hopes,  which  n ow 
I  feel  that  you  will  justify. 

Mar.  I  had  fears, 

From  which  I  have  freed  myself. —  But 't  is  my  wish 
To  be  alone,  and  therefore  we  rtust  part. 
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Osw,  Nay,  then  —  I  am  mistaken.    There 's  a 
weakness 
About  you  still ;  you  talk  of  solitude  — 
[  am  your  friend. 

Mar,  What  need  of  this  ^surance 

At  any  time  ?  and  why  given  now  ? 

Osw.  Because 

You  are  now  in  truth  my  master ;  you  have  taught 

me 
What  there  is  not  another  living  man 
Had  strength  to  teach  ;  —  and  therefore  gratitude 
Is  bold,  and  would  relieve  itself  by  praise. 

Mar.  Wherefore  press  this  on  me  ? 

Osw,  Because  I  feel 

That  you  have  shown,  and  by  a  signal  instance, 
How  they  who  would  be  just  must  seek  the  rule 
By  diving  for  it  into  their  own  bosoms. 
To-day  you  have  thrown  off  a  tyranny 
That  lives  but  in  the  torpid  acquiescence 
Of  our  emasculated  souls,  the  tyranny 
Of  the  world's  masters,  with  the  musty  rules 
By   which   they  uphold  their  craft  from  age  to 

age: 
You  have  obeyed  the  only  law  that  sense 
Submits  to  recognize ;  the  immediate  law, 
From  the  clear  light  of  circumstances,  flashed 
Upon  an  independent  intellect. 
Henceforth  new  prospects  open  on  your  path ; 
Your  faculties  should  grow  with  the  demand ; 
[  still  will  be  your  friend,  will  cleave  to  you 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  iC 


THE   BORBEREBS.  149 

Through  good  and  evil,  obloquy  and  scorn, 
Oft  as  they  dare  to  follow  on  your  steps. 

Mar.  I  would  be  left  alone. 

Osw.  (exulHriffli/.)  I  know  your  motives  I 

I  am  not  of  the  world's  presumptuous  judges, 
Who  damn  where  they  can  neither  see  nor  feel, 
With  a  hard-hearted  ignorance ;  your  struggles 
I  witnessed,  and  now  hail  your  victory. 

Afar,  Spare  me  awhile  that  greeting. 

OstP.  It  may  be, 

Tliat   some   there  are,  squeamish,  half-thinking 

cowards, 
Who  will  turn  pale  upon  you,  call  you  murderer, 
And  you  will  walk  in  solitude  among  them. 
A  mighty  evil  for  a  strong-built  mind  I 
Join  twenty  tapers  of  unequal  height 
And  light  them  joined,  and  you  will  see  the  less 
How  't  will  burn  down  the  taller ;  and  they  all 
Shall  prey  upon  the  tallest.     Solitude !  — 
The  eagle  lives  in  solitude  I 

Mar.  Even  so, 

The  sparrow  so  on  the  house-top,  and  I, 
The  weakest  of  Grod*s  creatures,  stand  resolved 
To  abide  the  issue  of  my  act,  alone. 

Osw.  Now  would  you?  and  for  ever? — My 
young  Friend, 
As  time  advances,  either  we  become 
The  prey  or  masters  of  our  own  past  deeds. 
Fellowship  we  must  have,  willing  or  no ; 
And  if  good  Angels  fail,  slack  in  their  duty, 
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Substitutes,  turn  our  faces  where  we  maj, 

Are  still  forthcoming ;  some  which,  though  thej 

bear 
Ul  names,  can  render  no  ill  services, 
In  recompense  for  what  themselves  required. 
Bo  meet  extremes  in  this  mysterious  world, 
And  opposites  thus  melt  into  each  other. 

Mar,  Time,  since  Man  first  drew  breath,  has 
never  moved 
With  such  a  weight  upon  his  wings  as  now ; 
But  they  will  soon  be  lightened. 

Osw*  Ay,  look  up  — 

Cast  round  you  your  mind's  eye,  and  you  will  learn 
Fortitude  is  the  child  of  Enterprise : 
Great  actions  move  our  admiration,  chiefly 
Because  they  carry  in  themselves  an  earnest 
That  we  can  suffer  greatly. 

Mar.  Very  true. 

Osw,  Action  is  transitory  —  a  step,  a  blow. 
The  motion  of  a  muscle  —  this  way  or  that  — 
*T  is  done,  and  in  the  after-vacancy 
We  wonder  at  ourselves  like  men  betrayed  : 
Suffering  is  permanent,  obscure  and  dark, 
And  shares  the  nature  of  infinity. 

Mar,  Truth,  —  and  I  feel  it. 

Osw,  What !  if  you  had  bid 

Eternal  farewell  to  unmingled  joy 
And  the  light  dancing  of  the  thoughtless  heart ; 
It  is  the  toy  of  fools,  and  little  fit 
For  such  a  world  as  this.    The  wise  abjure 
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Ail  thoughts  whose  idle  composition  lives 
In  the  entire  forgetfnlness  of  pain. 

—  I  see  I  have  disturbed  you. 

Moor.  By  no  means. 

09W.  Compassion !  —  pity  I — pride  can  do  with- 
out  them ; 
And  what  if  you  should  never  know  them  more  I — 
He  is  a  puny  soul  who,  feeling  pain, 
FiiKis  ease  because  another  feels  it  too. 
If  e'er  I  open  out  this  heart  of  mine 
It  shall  be  for  a  nobler  end,  —  to  teach 
And  not  to  purchase  puling  S3rmpathy. 

—  Nay,  you  are  pale. 

Mar.  It  may  be  so. 

Ofw.  Remorse,  — 

It  cannot  live  with  thought ;  think  on,  think  on, 
And  it  will  die.     What !  in  this  universe, 
Where  the  least  things  control  the  greatest,  where 
The  faintest  breath  that  breathes  can  move  a  world ; 
What !  feel  remorse,  where,  if  a  cat  had  sneezed, 
A  leaf  had  fallen,  the  thing  had  never  been 
Whose  very  shadow  gnaws  us  to  the  vitals. 

Moir,  Now,  whither  are  you  wandering  ?     That 
a  man 
So  used  to  suit  his  language  to  the  time, 
Should  thus  so  widely  differ  from  himself,  — 
It  is  most  strange. 

Ow).  Murder  I  —  what 's  in  the  word  I  — 

I  have  no  cases  by  me  ready  made 
To  fit  all  deeds.     Carry  him  to  the  Camp  I  — 
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A  shallow  project ;  —  you  of  late  have  seen 
More  deeply,  taught  us  that  the  institutes 
Of  Nature,  by  a  cunning  usurpation 
Banished  from  human  intercourse,  exist 
Only  in  our  relations  to  the  brutes 
That  make  the  fields  their  dwelling.     If  a  snake 
Crawl  from  beneath  our  feet,  we  do  not  ask 
A  license  to  destroy  him  :  our  good  governors 
Hedge  in  the  life  of  every  pest  and  plague 
That  bears  the  shape  of  man ;  and  for  what  pur- 

pose, 
But  to  protect  themselves  from  extirpation  ? 
This  flimsy  barrier  you  have  overleaped. 

Mar.  My  office  is  fulfilled,  —  the  man  is  now 
Delivered  to  the  Judge  of  all  things. 

Osw.  Dead ! 

Mar.  I  have  borne  my  burden  to  its  destined 
end. 

Osw.  This  instant  we  '11  return  to  our  Compan- 
ions ;  — 
0  how  I  long  to  see  their  faces  again ! 

Enter  Idonea  with  Pilgrims  who  continue  their 
journey. 

Idon.  {after  some  time.)     What,  Marmadukel 

now  thou  art  mine  for  ever. 
And  Oswald,  too !     {To  Marmaduke.)     On  will 

we  to  my  father 
With  the  glad  tidings  which  this  day  hath  brought ; 
We  '11  go  together,  and,  such  proof  received 
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Of  his  own  rights  restored,  his  gratitude 
To  Grod  above  will  make  him  feel  for  ours. 

Osw.  I  interrupt  you  ? 

Idon,  Think  not  so. 

Mar  Idonea, 

I'hat  I  should  ever  live  to  see  this  moment ! 

Idon.  Forgive  me.  —  Oswald  knows  it  all,  —  he 
knows, 
Eacl  word  of  that  unhappy  letter  fell 
As  a  blood-drop  from  my  heart. 

Osw.  *T  was  even  so. 

Mar,  I  have  much  to  say,  but  for  whose  ear? — 
not  thine. 

Idon.  Ill  can  I  bear  that  look.  —  Plead  for  me, 
Oswald ! 
You  are  my  father's  friend. 

{To  Mabmaduke.)  Alas!  you  know  not, 

And  never  can  you  know,  how  much  he  loved  me. 
Twice  had  he  been  to  me  a  father,  twice 
Had  given  me  breath,  and  was  not  I  to  be 
Hb  daughter,  once  his  daughter  ?  could  I  withstand 
His  pleading  face,  and  feel  his  clasping  arms. 
And  hear  his  prayer  that  I  would  not  forsake  him 
In  his  old  age [^Hides  her  face. 

Mar.  Patience !  —  Heaven  grant  me  patience ! 
She  weeps,  she  weeps  I  —  my  brain  shall  burn  foi 

hours 
Ere  /can  shed  a  tear. 

Idon.  I  was  a  woman  ; 

And,  balancmg  the  hopes  that  arc  the  dearest 
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To  womankind  with  duty  to  my  father, 

I  yielded  up  those  precious  hopes,  which  naught 

On  earth  could  else  have  wrested  from  me ;  —  if 

erring, 
O,  let  me  be  forgiven  I 

Mar,  I  dc  forgive  thee. 

Idoru  But  take  me  to  your  arms ;  —  this  breast, 
alas! 
It  throbs,  and  you  have  a  heart  that  does  not 
feel  it. 

Mar,  {extdUngly,)     She  is  innocent. 

[He  embraces  her, 

Osw,  (aside,)  Were  I  a  moralist, 

I  should  make  wondrous  revolution  here  ; 
It  were  a  quaint  experiment  to  show 
The  beauty  of  truth  —  \_Addressing  them. 

,  I  see  I  interrupt  you ; 

I  shall  have  business  with  you,  Marmaduke  ; 
Follow  me  to  the  Hostel.  \^Exit  Oswald. 

Idon,  Marmaduke, 

This  is  a  happy  day.     My  father  soon 
Shall  sun  himself  before  his  native  doors ; 
The  lame,  the  hungry,  will  be  welcome  there. 
No  more  shall  he  complain  of  wasted  strength, 
Of  thoughts  that  fail,  and  a  decaying  heart; 
His  good  works  will  be  balm  and  life  to  him. 

Mar.  This  is  most  strange  !  —  I  know  not  what 
it  was. 
But  'cere  was  something  which  most  plainly  saidi 
Thai   hou  wert  innocent. 
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Idon.  How  innocent !  — 

0  heavens !  jou  've  been  deceived. 

Mar,  Thou  art  a  woman, 

To  bring  perdition  on  the  universe. 

Idon,  Already  I  've  been  punished  to  the  height 
Of  my  ofiFence.  \^SmiKng  affecHonatdy 

I  see  you  love  me  still, 
The  labors  of  my  hand  are  still  your  joy ; 
Bethink  you  of  the  hour  when  on  your  shoulder 

1  hung  this  belt. 

[PoifUing  to  the  belt  on  which  was  suspended 
Herbert's  scrip* 
Mar.        Mercy  of  Heaven !  [^Sinks* 

Idon.  YHiat  ails  you !     [^Distractedly. 

Mar.  The  scrip  that  held  his  food,  and  I  forgot 
To  give  it  back  again  I 
Idon.  YHiat  mean  your  words? 

Mar.  I  know  not  what  I  said,  —  all  may  be  well. 
Idon.  That  smile  had  life  in  it ! 
Mar.  ^  This  road  is  perilous ; 

I  will  attend  you  to  a  hut  that  stands 
Near  the  wood's  edge :  rest  there  to-night,  I  pray 

you: 
For  me,  I  have  business,  as  you  heard,  with  Os- 
wald, 
But  will  return  to  you  by  break  of  day.  \ExeunL 
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ACT   IV. 

BoENE,  A  desolate  prospect  —  a  ridge  of  rocks  -^ 
a  Chapel  on  the  summit  of  one.  —  Moon  hehind 
the  rocks — night  stormy  —  irregular  sound  of 
a  beU,  —  Hebbebt  enters  exhausted 

Her.  That  Chapel-bell  in  mercj  seemed  to  guide 

me, 
But  now  it  mocks  my  steps ;  its  fitful  stroke 
Can  scarcely  be  the  work  of  human  hands. 
Hear  me,  ye  men,  upon  the  cliffs,  if  such 
There  be  who  pray  nightly  before  the  Altar. 
O  that  I  had  but  strength  to  reach  the  place ! 
My  Child  —  my  Child  —  dark  —  dark  —  I  feint 

—  this  wind — 
These  stiflmg  blasts  —  God  help  me  I 

Enter  Eldred. 

EUd,  Better  this  bare  rock, 

Though  it  were  tottering  over  a  man's  head, 
Than  a  tight  case  of  dungeon  walls  for  shelter 
From  such  rough  dealing. 

\_A  moaning  voice  is  heard 
Ha !  what  sound  is  that  ? 
Trees  creaking  in  the  wind  (but  none  are  here) 
Bend  forth  such  noises  —  and  that  weary  bell  I 
Surely  some  evil  Spirit  abroad  to-night 
Is  ringing  it  —  't  would  stop  a  Saint  in  prayer. 
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And  that  —  what  is  it  ?  never  was  a  sound  so  like 
A  liuman  groan.     Hal    what  is   here?     Poor 

man! 
Murdered !  alas !  speak, — speak,  I  am  your  friend : 
No  answer  —  hush  —  lost  wretch,  he  lifts  his  hand 
And  lajs  it  to  his  heart.      (Kneels  to  hiTn,)    I 

pray  you  speak ! 
What  has  befallen  you  ? 

Her,  (feebly,)  A  stranger  has  done  this. 

And  in  the  arms  of  a  stranger  I  must  die. 
£ld.  Nay,  think  not  so :  come,  let  me  raise  you 

up.  [^Raises  him. 

This  is  a  dismal  place  —  well  —  that  is  well  — 
I  was  too  fearful  —  take  me  for  your  guide 
And  your  support  —  my  hut  is  not  far  off. 

[^Draws  him  gently  off' the  stage. 

Scene,  a  room  in  the  Hostel, — Marmaduke  and 
Oswald. 

Jlfar.  But  for  Idonea !  —  I  have  cause  to  think 
That  she  is  innocent. 

Osw,  Leave  that  thought  awhile, 

As  one  of  those  beliefs  which  in  their  hearts 
Lovers  lock  up  as  pearls,  though  oft  no  better 
Than  feathers  clinging  to  their  points  of  passion. 
This  day's  event  has  laid  on  me  the  duty 
Of  opening  out  my  story  ;  you  must  hear  it, 
And  without  further  preface.  —  Li  my  youth, 
Except  for  that  abatement  which  is  paid 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  l€ 


158  POEMS    WEITTEN   IN   TOUTH. 

By  envy  as  a  tribute  to  desert, 

I  was  the  pleasure  of  all  hearts,  the  darling 

Of  every  tongue,  —  as  you  are  now.   You  Ve  heard 

That  I  embarked  for  Syria.     On  our  voyage 

Was  hatched  among  the  crew  a  foul  conspiracy 

Against  my  honor,  in  the  which  our  Captain 

Was,  I  believed,  prime  agent.     The  wind  fell ; 

We  lay  becalmed  week  after  week,  until 

The  water  of  the  vessel  was  exhausted  ; 

I  felt  a  double  fever  in  my  veins. 

Yet  rage  suppressed  itself;  —  to  a  deep  stillness 

Did  my  pride  tame  my  pride ;  —  for  many  days, 

On  a  dead  sea  under  a  burning  sky, 

I  brooded  o'er  my  injuries,  deserted 

By  man  and  nature ;  —  if  a  breeze  had  blown. 

It  might  have  found  its  way  into  ray  heart, 

And  I  had  been  —  no  matter  —  do  you  mark  me  ? 

Mar,  Quick  —  to  the  point — if  any  untold  crime 
Doth  haunt  your  memory. 

Osw,  Patience,  hear  me  further  1 

One  day  in  silence  did  we  drift  at  noon 
By  a  bare  rock,  narrow,  and  white,  and  bare ; 
No  food  was  there,  no  drink,  no  grass,  no  shade, 
No  tree,  nor  jutting  eminence,  nor  form 
Inanimate  large  as  the  body  of  man. 
Nor  any  living  thing  whose  lot  of  life 
Might  stretch  beyond  the  measure  of  one  moon. 
To  dig  for  water  on  the  spot,  the  Captain 
Landed  with  a  small  troop,  myself  being  one : 
There  I  reproached  him  with  his  ti'eachery. 
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Imperious  at  all  times,  his  temper  rose ; 

He  struck  me ;  and  that  instant  had  I  killed  him, 

And  put  an  end  to  his  insolence,  but  my  Comrades 

Rushed  in  between  us :  then  I  did  insist 

(All  hated  him,  and  I  was  stung  to  madness) 

That  we  should  leave  him  there,  alive !  —  we  di  1 60« 

Mar,  And  he  was  famished  ? 

Otw.  Naked  was  the  spot ; 

Methinks  I  see  it  now,  —  how  in  the  sun 
Its  stony  surface  glittered  like  a  shield ; 
And  in  that  miserable  place  we  left  him, 
Alone  but  for  a  swarm  of  minute  creatures 
Not  one  of  which  could  help  him  while  alive, 
Or  mourn  him  dead. 

Mar.  A  man  by  men  cast  off, 

Left  without  burial  I     Nay,  not  dead  nor  dying, 
But  standing,  walking,  stretching  forth  his  arms. 
In  all  things  Uke  ourselves,  but  in  the  agony 
With  which  he  called  for  mercy  ;  and — even  «o — 
lie  was  forsaken  ? 

Osw,  There  is  a  power  in  sounds : 
The  cries  he  uttered  might  have  stopped  the  boat 
That  bore  us  through  the  water 

Mar.  You  returned 

Upon  that  dismal  hearing,  —  did  you  not  ? 

Osw,  Some  scoffed  at  him  with  hellish  mockery. 
And  laughed  so  loud,  it  seemed  that  the  smooth  sen 
Did  from  some  distant  region  echo  us. 

Mar.  We  all  are  of  one  blood,  our  veins  are  filled 
.\t  the  same  poisonous  fountain  I 
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Osw,  'T  was  an  island 

Only  by  sufferance  of  the  winds  and  waves, 
Which  with  their  foam  could  cover  it  at  will, 
r  know  not  how  he  perished ;  but  the  calm, 
The  same  dead  calm,  continued  many  days. 

Mar.  But  his  own  crime  had  brought  (m  him 
this  doom, 
His  wickedness  prepared  it ;  these  expedients 
Are  terrible,  yet  ours  is  not  the  &ult. 

Osw,  The  man  was  famished,  and  was  innocent ! 

Mar,  Impossible ! 

Osw,  The  man  had  never  wronged  me. 

Mar,  Banish  the  thought,  crush  it,  and  be  at 
peace. 
His  guilt  was  marked, —  these  things  could  never  be 
Were  there  not  eyes  that  see,  and  for  good  ends. 
Where  ours  are  baffled. 

Osw,  I  had  been  deceived. 

Mar,  And  from  that  hour  the  miserable  man 
No  more  was  heard  of? 

Osw,  I  had  been  betrayed. 

Mar,  And  he  found  no  deliverance  ! 

Osw,  The  Crew 

Gave  me  a  hearty  welcome ;  they  had  laid 
The  plot  to  rid  themselves,  at  any  cost. 
Of  a  tyrannic  Master  whom  they  loathed. 
So  we  pursued  our  voyage  :  when  we  landed, 
The  tale  was  spread  abroad ;  my  power  at  once 
Shrunk  from  me ;  plans  and  schemes,  and  lofty 

hopes,  — 
All  vanished.     I  gave  way  —  do  you  attend  ? 
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Mar.  The  Crew  deceived  you  ? 
Osw.  Naj,  command  yourself. 

Mar,  It  is  a  dismal  night, —  how  the  wind  howls  I 
Oiw.  I  hid  my  head  within  a  Convent,  there 
Lay  passive  as  a  dormouse  in  mid-winter. 
That  was  no  life  for  me,  —  I  was  overthrown, 
But  not  destroyed. 

Mar*       The  proofs  —  you  ought  to  have  seen 
The  guilt — have  touched  it  —  felt  it  at  your 

heart  — 
As  I  have  done. 

Ovw.  A  fresh  tide  of  Crusaders 

Drove  by  the  place  of  my  retreat :  three  nights 
Did  constant  meditation  dry  my  blood ; 
Three  sleepless  nights  I  passed  in  sounding  on, 
Through  words  and  things,  a  dim  and  perilous  way; 
And,  wheresoe'er  I  turned  me,  I  beheld 
A  slavery  compared  to  which  the  dungeon 
And  clanking  chains  are  perfect  liberty. 
You  understand  me  —  I  was  comforted ; 
I  saw  that  every  possible  shape  of  action 
Might  lead  to  good,  —  I  saw  it  and  burst  forth 
Thirsting  for  some  of  those  exploits  that  fill 
The  earth  for  sure  redemption  of  lost  peace. 

[^Marking  Marmadukb's  cotmtenance. 
Nay,  you  have  had  the  worst.     Ferocity 
Subsided  in  a  moment,  like  a  wind 
That  drops  down  dead  out  of  a  sky  it  vexed. 
And  yet  I  had  within  me  evermore 
A  salient  spring  of  energy ;  I  mounted 

VOL.  I.  11    , 
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From  action  up  to  action  with  a  mind 
That  never  rested,  —  without  meat  or  drink 
Have  I  lived  many  days,  —  my  sleep  was  bound 
To  purposes  of  reason,  —  not  a  dream 
But  had  a  continuity  and  substance 
That  waking  life  had  never  power  to  give. 

Mar.  O  wretched   Human-kind!  —  Until  the 
mystery 
Of  all  this  world  is  solved,  well  may  we  envy 
The  worm,  that,  underneath  a  stone  whose  weight 
Would  crush  the  lion's  paw  with  mortal  anguish, 
Doth  lodge,  and  feed,  and  coil,  and  sleep,  in  safety. 
Fell  not  the  wrath  of  Heaven  upon  those  traitors  ? 
Osw.  Give  not  to  them  a  thought.     From  Pal- 
estine 
We  marched  to  Syria :  oft  I  left  the  camp, 
When  all  that  multitude  of  hearts  was  still, 
And  followed  on,  through  woods  of  gloomy  cedar, 
Into  deep  chasms  troubled  by  roaring  streams ; 
Or  from  the  top  of  Lebanon  surveyed 
The  moonlight  desert,  and  the  moonlight  sea : 
In  these  my  lonely  wanderings  I  perceived 
What  mighty  objects  do  impress  their  forms 
To  elevate  our  intellectual  being ; 
And  felt,  if  aught  on  earth  deserves  a  curse, 
'T  is  that  worst  principle  of  ill  which  dooms 
A  thing  so  great  to  perish  self-consumed. 
—  So  much  for  my  remorse ! 
Mar,  Unhappy  man ! 

Oixo,  When  from  these  forms  I  turned  to  con 
template 
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The  World's  opinions  and  her  usages, 
I  seemed  a  being  who  had  passed  alone 
Into  a  region  of  futurity, 
Whose  natural  element  was  freedom 

Mcar.  Stop  — 

1  may  not,  cannot,  follow  thee. 

(hw.  You  must. 

I  had  been  nourished  by  the  sickly  food 
Of  popular  applause.     I  now  perceived 
That  we  are  praised,  only  as  men  in  us 
Do  recognize  some  image  of  themselves, 
An  abject  counterpart  of  what  they  are. 
Or  the  empty  thing  that  they  would  wish  to  be. 
I  felt  that  merit  has  no  surer  test 
Than  obloquy ;  that,  if  we  wish  to  serve 
The  world  in  substance,  not  deceive  by  show, 
We  must  become  obnoxious  to  its  hate, 
Or  fear  disguised  in  simulated  scorn. 

Mwr.   I    pity,  can    forgive,  you ;    but    those 
wretches,  — 
That  monstrous  perfidy  I 

Osw.  Keep  down  your  wrath. 

False  Shame  discarded,  spurious  Fame  despised, 
Twin  sisters  both  of  Ignorance,  I  found 
Life  stretched  before  me  smooth  as  some  broad  way 
Cleared  for  a  monarch's  progress.     Priests  mighl 

spin 
Their  veil,  but  not  for  me,  —  \  was  in  fit  place 
Among  its  kindred  cobwebs.     I  had  been, 
And  in  that  dream  had  lefl  my  native  land| 
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One  of  Love's  simple  bondsmen,  —  the  soft  chain 
Was  off  for  ever ;  and  the  men,  from  whom 
This  liberation  came,  you  would  destroy  : 
Join  me  in  thanks  for  their  blind  services. 

Afar,  'T  is  a  strange  aching  that,  when  we  would 
curse 
And  cannot.  —  You  have  betrayed  me  —  I  have 

done  — 
I  am  content  —  I  know  that  he  is  guiltless  — 
That  both  are  guiltless,  without  spot  or  stain, 
Mutually  consecrated.     Poor  old  man  I 
And  I  had  heart  for  this,  because  thou  lovedst 
Her  who  from  very  infancy  had  been 
Light  to  thy  path,  warmth  to  thy  blood!  —  To- 
gether [^Thrnin^  to  Oswald. 
We  propped  his  steps,  he  leaned  upon  us  both. 

Osw,  Ay,  we  are  coupled  by  a  chain  of  adamant; 
Let  us  be  fellow-laborers,  then,  to  enlarge 
Man's  intellectual  empire.     We  subsist 
In  slavery  ;  all  is  slavery ;  we  receive 
Laws,  but  we  ask  not  whence  those  laws  have 

come ; 
We  need  an  inward  sting  to  goad  us  on. 
Mar,  Have  you  betrayed  me  ?     Speak  to  that 
Osw,  The  mask, 

Which  for  a  season  I  have  stooped  to  wear, 
Must  be  cast  off.  —  Know  then  that  I  was  urged, 
(For  other  impulse  let  it  pass,)  was  driven, 
To  seek  for  sympathy,  because  I  saw 
In  you  a  mirror  of  my  youthful  self; 
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I  would  have  made  us  equal  once  again, 

But  that  was  a  vain  hope.    You  have  struck  home, 

With  a  few  drops  of  blood  cut  short  the  business  ; 

Therein  for  ever  you  must  yield  to  me. 

But  what  is  done  will  save  you  from  the  blank 

Of  living  without  knowledge  that  you  live : 

Now  you  are  suffering,  —  for  the  future  day, 

T  is  his  who  will  command  it  —  Think  of  my 

story  — 
Herbert  is  innocent. 

Mar,  (in  a  faint  voice,  and  doubtingly,)     You 
do  but  echo 
My  own  wild  words  ? 

(hw.  Young  Man,  the  seed  must  lie 

EQd  in  the  earth,  or  there  can  be  no  harvest ; 
T  is  Nature's  law.    What  I  have  done  in  darkness 
I  will  avow  before  the  face  of  day. 
Herbert  is  innocent. 

Mar,  What  fiend  could  prompt 

This  action  ?    Innocent !  —  O  breaking  heart !  — 
AJive  or  dead,  I  '11  find  him.  [ExiL 

Osw,  Alive  —  perdition  !  [^Exil, 


Scene,  the  inside  of  a  poor  Cottage, 

Eleanor  and  Idonea  seated, 

Idan,  The  storm  beats  hard.    Mercy  for  poor 
or  rich. 
Whose  heads  are  shelterless  in  such  a  night ! 
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A  Voice  mthout.     Holla!  to  bed,  good  Folks 
within  I 

EUix.  O  sare  us ! 

Idon.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Elea,  Alas,  for  my  poor  husband !  — 

We  '11  have  a  counting  of  our  flocks  to-morrow ; 
The  wolf  keeps  festival  these  stormy  nights : 
Be  calm,  sweet  Lady,  they  are  wassailers 

[^The  voices  die  away  in  the  distance. 
Returning  from  their  feast.  —  My  heart  beats  so  — 
A  noise  at  midnight  does  so  frighten  me  ! 

Idon.  Hush  I  [Listening, 

Elea,  They  are  gone.     On  such  a  night 

my  husband, 
Dragged  from  his  bed,  was  cast  into  a  dungeon, 
Where,  hid  from  me,  he  counted  many  years, 
A  criminal  in  no  one's  eyes  but  theirs  — 
Not  even  in  theirs  —  whose  brutal  violence 
So  dealt  with  him. 

Idon,  I  hkve  a  noble  friend 

First  among  youths  of  knightly  breeding,  one 
Who  lives  but  to  protect  the  weak  or  injured. 
There  again !  [Listening, 

Elea.    T  is  my  husband's  foot     Good  Eldred 
Has  a  kind  heart ;  but  his  imprisonment 
Has  made  him  fearful,  and  he  '11  never  be 
The  man  he  was. 

Idon,  I  will  retire  ;  —  good  night  I 

[She  goes  xoithin 
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Eiiter  Eldred  (hides  a  bundle). 

Eld.  Not  yet  in  bed,  Eleanor ! — there  are  stains 
in  that  frock  which  must  be  washed  out. 

Elecu  What  has  befallen  you  ? 

EhL  I  am  belated,  and  you  must  know  the 
cause.  —  {Speaking  low,)  That  is  the  blood  of  an 
unhappy  man. 

Elea,  Oh  !  we  are  undone  for  ever. 

Eld.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  lift  my  hand 
against  any  man.  Eleanor,  I  have  shed  tears  to- 
night, and  it  comforts  me  to  think  of  iU 

Elecu  Where,  where  is  he  ? 

Eld.  I  have  done  him  no  harm,  but It  will 

be  forgiven  me ;  it  would  not  have  been  so  once. 

Elea.  You  have  not  buried  smj  thing?  You  are 
no  richer  than  when  you  left  me  ? 

Eld.  Be  at  peace  ;  I  am  innocent 

Elea.  Then  Gk)d  be  thanked 

[-4  short  pause;  she  falls  upon  his  neck. 

Eld.  To-night  I  met  with  an  old  man  lying 
stretched  upon  the  ground,  —  a  sad  spectacle:  I 
raised  him  up,  with  a  hope  that  we  might  shelter 
and  restore  him. 

Elea.  (as  if  ready  to  run.)  Where  is  he  ?  You 
were  not  able  to  bring  him  all  the  way  with  you  ; 
let  us  return,  I  can  help  you. 

[Eldred  shakes  his  head. 

Eld.  He  did  not  seem  to  wish  for  life :  as  I  was 
Btruggling  on,  by  the  light  of  the  moon  I  saw  the 
itains  of  blood  upon  my  clothes ;  —  he  waved  his 
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hand,  as  if  it  were  all  useless  ;  and  I  let  him  sink 
again  to  the  ground. 

EUcu  O  that  I  had  been  by  your  side ! 

Eld,  I  tell  you  his  hands  and  his  body  were 
cold,  —  how  could  I  disturb  his  last  moments  ?  he 
Btrove  to  turn  from  me,  as  if  he  wished  to  settle 
into  sleep. 

Elecu  But,  for  the  stains  of  blood 

Eld.  He  must  have  fallen,  I  fancy,  for  his  head 
was  cut;  but  I  think  his  malady  was  cold  and 
hunger. 

Elea,  O  Eldred,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  look 
up  at  this  roof  in  storm  or  fair  but  I  shall  tremble. 

Eld.  Is  it  not  enough  that  my  ill  stars  have 
kept  me  abroad  to  night  till  this  hour  ?  I  come 
home,  and  this  is  my  comfort  I 

Elecu  But  did  he  say  nothing  which  might  have 
set  you  at  ease  ? 

Eld,  I  thought  he  grasped  my  hand  while  he 
was  muttering  something  about  his  child,  —  his 
daughter.  — {Starting  as  if  he  heard  a  noise,)  What 
is  that  ? 

Elea,  Eldred,  you  are  a  father. 

Eld,  God  knows  what  was  in  my  heart,  and 
will  not  curse  my  son  for  my  sake. 

Elea,  But  you  prayed  by  him  ?  you  waited  the 
hour  of  his  release  ? 

Eld,  The  night  was  wasting  fast;  I  have  no 
friend ;  I  am  spited  by  the  world  —  his  wound 
terrified  me  —  if  I  had  brought  him  along  with 
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me,  and  he  had  died  in  my  arms  ! 1  am  sure 

I  heard  something  breathing,  -^  and  this  chair ! 

Elea.  O  Eldred,  you  will  die  alone.  You 
will  have  nobody  to  close  your  eyes,  —  no  hand  to 
grasp  your  dying  hand,  —  I  shall  be  in  my  grave. 
A  carse  will  attend  us  all. 

Eld,  Have  you  forgot  your  own  troubles  when 
r  was  in  the  dungeon  ? 

Ele(L  And  you  left  him  alive  ? 

Eld,  Alive  !  —  the  damps  of  death  were  upon 
him,  —  he  could  not  have  survived  an  hour. 

Elea,  In  the  cold,  cold  night. 

Eld.  (in  a  savage  tone,)  Ay,  and  his  head  was 
bare  ;  I  suppose  you  would  have  had  me  lend  my 
bonnet  to  cover  it,  —  You  will  never  rest  till  I  am 
brought  to  a  felon's  end. 

Elea,  Is  there  nothing  to  be  done  ?  Cannot  we 
go  to  the  Convent  ? 

Eld,  Ay,  and  say  at  once  that  I  murdered  him ! 

Elea.  Eldred,  I  know  that  ours  is  the  only 
house  upon  the  Waste  ;  let  us  take  heart ;  this 
man  may  be  rich  ;  and  could  he  be  saved  by  our 
means,  his  gratitude  may  reward  us. 

Eld,  'T  is  all  in  vain. 

Elea,  But  let  us  make  the  attempt.  This  old 
man  may  have  a  wife,  and  he  may  have  children. 
Let  us  return  to  the  spot ;  we  may  restore  him, 
and  his  eyes  may  yet  open  upon  those  that  love 
him. 

Eld,   He  will  never  open  them  more;  even 
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when  he  spoke  to  me,  he  kept  them  firmly  sealed, 

AS  if  he  had  been  blind. 
Idon.  (pishing  out.)  It  is,  it  is,  my  father  — 
ElcL  We  are  betrayed  (looking  at  Idonea.) 
Mlea.  His  daughter !  —  Gk)d  have  mercy  (turn' 

ing  to  Idonea.) 
Idon,  (sinking  down,)  Oh  !  lift  me  up  and  carry 
me  to  the  place. 

Ton  are  safe  ;  the  whole  world  shall  not  harm  you. 
Eha,  This  lady  is  his  daughter. 
Eld,  (moved,)  I  *11  lead  you  to  the  spot 
Idon,  (springing  up,)  Alive !  —  you  heard  him 
breathe  ?  quick,  quick \ExewiU. 


ACT  V. 
Scene,  A  Wood  on  the  edge  of  the  Waste. 

Enter  Oswald  and  a  Forest/v, 

For,  He  leaned  upon  the  bridge  toat  spans  the 
glen, 
And  down  into  the  bottom  cast  his  eye, 
Tliat  fastened  there,  as  it  would  check  the  current. 
Osw,  He  listened  too ;  did  you  not  say  he  lis- 
tened ? 
For.  As  if  there  came  such  moaning  from  the 
flood 
As  is  heard  oflen  after  stormy  nights. 
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Osw.  But  did  he  utter  nothing  ? 

Far.  See  him  there  1 

Marmaduke  appearing. 

Mar.  Buzz,  buzz,  je  black  and  winged  free* 
hooters  : 
That  is  no  substance  which  ye  settle  on ! 

For.  His  senses  play  him  false ;  and  see,  his  arms 
Outspread,  as  if  to  save  himself  from  falling  I  — 
Some  terrible  phantom  I  believe  is  now 
Passing  before  him,  such  as  God  will  not 
Permit  to  visit  any  but  a  man 
Who  has  been  guilty  of'some  horrid  crime. 

[Marmadtteie  disappears* 

Osw.  The  game  is  up  I  — 

For,  If  it  be  needful,  Sir, 

1  will  assist  you  to  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Osw.  No,  no,  my  Friend,  you  may  pursue  your 
business,  — 
*T  is  a  .poor  wretch  of  an  unsettled  mind. 
Who  has  a  trick  of  straying  from  his  keepers ; 
We  must  be  gentle.     Leave  him  to  my  care. 

[^ExU  Forester. 
If  his  own  eyes  play  false  with  him,  these  freaks 
Of  fancy  shall  be  quickly  tamed  by  mine ;' 
The  goal  is  reached.     My  master  shall  become 
A  shadow  of  myself,  —  made  by  myself. 
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Scene,  the  edge  of  the  Moor. 

Marhaduke  and  Eldred  enter  from  opposiU 
sides. 

Mar,  (raising  his  eyes  and  perceiving  Eldred.) 

In  any  comer  of  this  savage  waste, 
Have  70U,  good  Peasant,  seen  a  blind  old  man  ? 

md.  I  heard 

Mar.  You  heard  him,  where?  when 

heard  him  ? 

Eld.  As  you  know. 

The  first  hours  of  last  night  were  rough  with  storm : 
I  had  been  out  in  search -of  a  stray  heifer ; 
Betuming  late,  I  heard  a  moaning  sound ; 
Then,  thinking  that  my  fancy  had  deceived  me, 
I  hurried  on,  when  straight  a  second  moan, 
A  human  voice  distinct,  struck  on  my  ear. 
So  guided,  distant  a  few  steps,  I  found 
An  aged  man,  and  such  as  you  describe. 

Mar.  You  heard  I  —  he  called  you  to  him  ?  Of 
all  men 
The  best  and  kindest  I    But  where  is  he  ?  guide  me, 
That  I  may  see  him. 

Eld.  On  a  ridge  of  rocks 

A  lonesome  Chapel  stands,  deserted  now : 
The  bell  is  left,  which  no  one  dares  remove ; 
And,  when  the  stormy  wind  blows  o*er  the  peak. 
It  rings,  as  if  a  human  hand  were  there 
To  pull  the  cord.     I  guess  he  must  have  heard  it  j 
And  it  had  led  him  towards  the  precipice, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE   BORDEREBS.  178 

To  dimb  up  to  the  spot  whence  the  sound  carae ; 
Buthe  badfailed  through  weakness.    From  his  hand 
His  staff  had  dropped,  and  close  upon  the  brink 
Of  a  small  pool  of  water  he  was  laid, 
As  if  he  had  stooped  to  drink,  and  so  remained 
Without  the  strength  to  rise. 

Mar.  Well,  well,  he  lives, 

And  all  is  safe :  what  said  he  ? 

Eld.  But  few  words : 

He  only  spake  to  me  of  a  dear  daughter, 
Who,  so  he  feared,  would  never  see  him  more ; 
And  of  a  stranger  to  him,  one  by  whom 
He  had  been  sore  misused ;  but  he  forgave 
The  wrong  and  the  wrong-doer.     You  are  trou- 
bled,— 
Perhaps  jou  are  his  son  ? 

Mar.  The  All-seeing  knows 

[  did  not  think  he  had  a  living  child.  — 
But  whither  did  jou  cany  him  ? 

Eld.  He  was  torn, 

His  head  was  bruised,  and  there  was  blood  about 
him 

Mar.  That  was  no  work  of  mine. 

Eld.  Nor  was  it  mine. 

Mot.  But  had  he  strength  fx>  walk  ?    I  could 
have  borne  him 
A  thousand  miles. 

Eld.  I  am  in  poverty. 

And  know  how  busy  are  the  tongues  of  men ; 
\L^  heart  was  willing.  Sir,  but  I  am  one 
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Whose  good  deeds  will  not  stand  by  their  own  light; 
And,  though  it  smote  me  more  than  worlds  can  tell, 
I  lefl  him. 

Mar.  I  believe  that  there  are  phantoms, 

That  in  the  shape  of  man  do  cross  our  path 
On  evil  instigation,  to  make  sport 
Of  our  distress,  —  and  thou  art  one  of  them  I 

But  things  substantial  have  so  pressed  on  me 

Eld.  My  wife  and  children  came  into  my  mind. 
Mar,  O  Monster !  Monster !  there  are  three  of 
us, 
And  we  shall  howl  together. 

\Afier  a  pause  and  in  afeehU  voice. 
I  am  deserted 
At  my  worst  need,  my  crimes  have  m  a  net 
(Pointing  to  Eldred)  Entangled  this  poorman. — 
Where  was  it  ?  where  ? 

[^Dragging  him  along. 
Eld.  'Tis  needless ;  spare  your  violence.     His 

daughter 

Mar.  Ay,  in   the  word  a  thousand  scorpions 
lodge: 
This  old  man  had  a  daughter. 

Eld.  To  the  spot 

I  hurried  back  with  her.  —  O,  save  me,  Sir, 

From  such  a  journey ! There  was  a  black  tree, 

A  single  tree ;  she  thought  it  was  her  father.  — 
0  Sir,  I  would  not  see  that  hour  again 
For  twenty  lives.    The  daylight  dawned,  and 
now  — 
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Kay  ;  Lear  my  tale,  't  is  fit  that  you  should  hear  ii^- 

As  we  approached,  a  solitary  crow 

Rose  from  the  spot ;  —  the  daughter  clapped  her 

hands, 
And  then  I  heard  a  shriek  so  terrible 

[Marmaduke  shrinks  hack. 
The  startled  bird  quivered  upon  the  wing. 
Mar.  Dead,  dead !  — 

Eld.  {after  a  pause,)  A  dismal  matter,  Sir,  for 
me, 
And  seems  the  like  for  you  ;  if 't  is  your  wish, 
I  '11  lead  you  to  his  daughter  ;  but 't  were  best 
That  she  should  be  prepared  ;  I  'U  go  before. 
Mar.  There  will  be  need  of  preparation. 

[Eldred  goes  off. 
Elea.  {enters.)  Master! 

Your  limbs  sink  under  you,  shall  I  support  you  ? 
Mar.  {taking  her  arm,)  Woman,  I  've  lent  my 
body  to  the  service 
Which  now  thou  takest  upon  thee.     God  forbid 
That  thou  shouldst  ever  meet  a  like  occasion 
With  such  a  purpose  in  thine  heart  as  mine  was. 
Elea.  O,  why  have  I  to  do  with  things  like  these? 

{^Exeunt, 


Scene  changes  to  the  door  of  Eldred's  cottage.- 
Idonea  seated. — i^^«r  Eldred. 

Eld.  Your  father,  Lady,  from  a  wilful  hand 
Has  met  unkindness ;  so  indeed  he  told  me. 
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And  you  remember  such  was  mj-  report : 
From  what  has  just  befallen  me  I  have  cause 
To  fear  the  very  worst. 

Idon.  My  father  is  dead ; 

Why  dost  thou  come  to  me  with  words  like  these? 

Eld,  A  wicked  man  should  answer  for  his  crimes. 

Idon.  Thou  seest  me  what  I  am. 

Eld.  It  was  most  heinous, 

And  doth  call  out  for  vengeance. 

Idon.  .  Do  not  add, 

I  prith'ee,  to  the  harm  thou  'st  done  already. 

Eld.  Hereafter  you  will  thank  me  for  this  ser- 
vice. 
Hard  by,  a  man  I  met,  who,  from  plain  proo& 
Of  interfering  Heaven,  I  have  no  doubt. 
Laid  hands  upon  your  father.     Fit  it  were 
You  should  prepare  to  meet  him. 

Idon.  I  have  nothing 

To  do  with  others ;  help  me  to  my  father  — 

\Slie  turns  and  sees  Marmadukb  leaning  on 
Eleanor,  —  throws  herself  upon  his  neck^ 
and  after  some  time^  ^ 

In  joy  I  met  thee,  but  a  few  hours  past ; 
And  thus  we  meet  again ;  one  human  stay 
Is  lefl  me  still  in  thee.     Nay,  shake  not  so. 

Mar.  In  such  a  wilderness,  —  to  see  no  thing, 
No,  not  the  pitying  moon  ! 

Idon.  And  perish  so. 

Mar.  Without  a  dog  to  moan  for  him. 

Idoru  Think  not  of  it. 
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Bnt  enter  there  and  see  him  how  he  sleeps, 
Imnquil  as  he  had  died  in  his  own  bed* 

Mar,  Tranquil,  —  why  not  ? 

Idon.  0,  peace  I 

Mar.  He  is  at  peace ; 

His  body  is  at  rest :  there  was  a  plot, 
A  hideous  plot,  against  the  soul  of  man  : 
[i  took  effect,  —  and  yet  I  baffled  it, 
In  some  degree. 

Idxm,  Between  us  stood,  I  thought, 

A  cup  of  consolation,  filled  from  heaven 
For  both  our  needs ;  must  I,  and  in  thy  presence, 
Alone  partake  of  it  ? —  Beloved  Marmaduke  I 

Mar.  Give  me  a  reason  why  the  wisest  thing 
That  the  earth  owns  shall  never  choose  to  die. 
But  some  one  must  be  near  to  count  his  groans* 
The  wounded  deer  retires  to  solitude, 
And  dies  in  solitude :  all  things  but  man, 
All  die  in  solitude. 

[^Moving  towards  the  cottage  doer. 
Mysterious  God, 
If  she  had  never  lived  I  had  not  done  it  I 

Idon.  Alas !  the  thought  of  such  a  cruel  death 
Has  overwhelmed  him.  —  I  must  follow. 

Eld.  Lady ! 

You  will  do  well ;  (she  goes)  unjust  suspicion  may 
Cleave  to  this  stranger :  if,  upon  his  entering. 
The  dead  man  heave  a  groan,  or  from  his  side 
Uplift  his  hand, —  that  would  be  evidence. 

Elea.  Shame  I  Eldred,  shame  I 
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Mcar.  (both  returning.)  The  dead  have  but 

one  face.  {To  himself.) 
And  such  a  man,  —  so  meek  and  unoffending,  — 
Helpless  and  harmless  as  a  babe :  a  man, 
By  obvious  signal  to  the  world's  protection, 
Solemnly  dedicated,  —  to  decoy  him  1  — 

Idon.  O,  had  you  seen  him  living  I  — 

Mar.  I  (so  filled 

With  horror  is  this  world)  am  unto  thee 
The  thing  most  precious  that  it  now  contains : 
Therefore  through  me  alone  must  be  revealed 
By  whom  thy  parent  was  destroyed,  Idonea ! 
I  have  the  proofs  !  — 

Idon.  O  miserable  father  I 

Thou  didst  command  me  to  bless  all  mankind ; 
Nor  to  this  moment  have  I  ever  wished 
Evil  to  any  living  thing ;  but  hear  me, 
Hear  me,  ye  Heavens  I  —  (kneeling.)  —  May  ven- 
geance haunt  the  fiend 
For  this  most  cruel  murder :  let  him  live 
And  move  in  terror  of  the  elements ; 
The  thunder  send  him  on  his  knees  to  prayer 
In  the  open  streets,  and  let  him  think  he  sees. 
If  e'er  he  entereth  the  house  of  God, 
The  roof,  self-moved,  unsettling  o'er  his  head ; 
An  i  let  him,  when  he  would  lie  down  at  night. 
Point  to  his  wife  the  blood-drops  on  his  pillow  1 

Mar.  My  voice  was  silent,  but  my  heart  hath 
joined  thee. 

Idon.  (leaning  on  Marmaduke.)     Left  to  the 
mercy  of  that  savage  man  ! 
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How  coald  he  call  upon  his  child  I  —  O  Friend ! 
[^Turns  to  Marmaduke 
My  faithful,  true,  and  only  comforter. 

Mar.  Ay,  come  to  me  and  weep.  (Be  hisses  her,^ 
{To  Eldred.)     Yes,  Varlet,  look, 
The  devils  at  such  sights  do  dap  their  hands. 

[Eldred  retires  alarmed. 

Idon.  Thy  vest  is  torn,  thy  cheek  is  deadly  pale ; 
Hast  thou  pursued  the  monster  ? 

Mar.  I  have  found  him.  — 

0,  would  that  thou  hadst  perished  in  the  flames ! 

Idon.  Here  art  thou,  then  can  I  he  desolate  ? 

Mar,  There  was  a  time,  when  this  protecting  hand 
Availed  against  the  mighty ;  never  more 
Shall  blessings  wait  upon  a  deed  of  mine. 

Idon,  Wild  words  for  me  to  hear,  for  me,  an 
orphan. 
Committed  to  thy  guardianship  by  Heaven ; 
And,  if  thou  hast  forgiven  me,  let  me  hope. 
In  this  deep  sorrow,  trust,  that  I  am  thine 
For  closer  care ;  —  here  is  no  malady. 

[^Taking  his  arm, 

Mar.  There  is  a  malady  — 
{Striking  his  heart  and  forehead.)  And  here,  and 

here, 
A  mortal  malady.  —  I  am  accurst : 
All  nature  curses  me,  and  in  my  heart 
Thy  curse  is  fixed ;  the  truth  must  be  laid  bare. 
It  must  be  told,  and  borne.     I  am  the  man, 
(Abused,  betrayed,  but  how  it  matters  not^) 
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Presumptuous  above  all  that  ever  breathed, 
Who,  casting  as  I  thought  a  guilty  person 
Upon  Heaven's  righteous  judgment,  did  become 
An  instrument  of  fiends    Through  me,  through  me, 
Thy  father  perished. 

Idon,  Perished  —  by  what  mischance  ? 

Mar.  Beloved — if  I  dared,  so  would  I  call  thee — 
Conflict  must  cease,  and,  in  thy  frozen  heart, 
The  extremes  of  suffering  meet  in  absolute  peace. 

[JSc  fftves  her  a  letter. 

Jdon.  (reads.)  "Be  not  surprised  if  you  hear  that 
some  signal  judgment  has  befallen  the  man  who 
calls  himself  your  father ;  he  is  now  with  me,  as 
his  signature  will  show :  abstain  from  conjecture 
till  you  see  me.  "  Herbert. 

"  Marmadukb." 
The  writing  Oswald's  ;  the  signature  my  father's : 
(Looks  steadily  at  the  paper.)  And  here  is  yours, — 

or  do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ? 
You  have  then  seen  my  father  ? 

Mar.  He  has  leaned 

Upon  this  arm. 

Idon.  You  led  him  towards  the  Convent  r 

Mar.  That  Convent  was  Stone-Arthur  Castle 
Thither 
We  were  his  guides.     I  on  that  night  resolved 
That  he  should  wait  thy  coming  till  the  day 
Of  resurrection. 

Idon.  Miserable  woman, 

Too  quickly  moved,  too  easily  giving  way, 
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I  put  denial  on  thy  suit,  and  hence, 
With  the  disastrous  issue  of  last  night, 
Thy  perturbation,  and  these  frantic  words* 
Be  calm,  I  pray  thee  I 

Mar.  Oswald 

Idon.  Name  him  not 

3rUer  female  Beggar. 

Beg.  And  he  is  dead !  —  that  Moor, — how  shall 
I  cross  it  ? 
By  night,  by  day,  never  shall  I  be  able 
To  travel  half  a  mile  alone.  —  Good  Lady  ! 
Forgive  me !  —  Saints  forgive  me  I    Had  I  thought 
It  would  have  come  to  this  !  — 

Idon,  What  brings  you  hither  ?  speak ! 

Beg.  (pointing  to  Marmaddke.)  This  innocent 
Gentleman.     Sweet  heavens !  I  told  him 
Such  tales  of  your  dead  father !  —  God  is  my  judge, 
I  thought  there  was  no  harm  ;  but  that  bad  man, 
He  bribed  me  with  his  gold,  and  looked  so  fierce. 
Mercy  !  I  said  I  know  not  what  —  O  pity  me  I  — 
I  said,  sweet  Lady,  you  were  not  his  daughter  — 
Pity  me,  I  am  haunted  !  —  thrice  this  day 
My  conscience  made  me  wish  to  be  struck  blind  ; 
And  then  I  would  have  prayed,  and  had  no  voice. 

Idon.  {to  Marmaduke.)     Was  it  my  father  ? 
no,  no,  no,  for  he 
Was  meek  and  patient,  feeble,  old,  and  blind. 
Helpless,  and  loved  me  dearer  than  his  life. 
—  But  hear  me.     For  one  question,  I  have  a  hearl 
rhat  will  sustain  me.     Did  you  murder  him  ? 
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Mar.  No,  not  by  stroke  of  arm.     But  learn  the 
process : 
Proof  after  proof  was  pressed  upon  me  ;  guilt 
Made  evident,  as  seemed,  by  blacker  guilt, 
Whose  impious  folds  enwrapped  even  thee ;  and 

truth 
And  innocence,  embodied  in  his  looks. 
His  words  and  tones  and  gestures,  did  but  serve 
With  me  to  aggravate  his  crimes,  and  heaped 
Ruin  upon  the  cause  for  which  they  pleaded* 
Then  pity  crossed  the  path  of  my  resolve : 
Confounded,  I  looked  up  to  Heaven,  and  cast, 
Idonea !  thy  blind  father,  on  the  ordeal 
Of  the  bleak  waste — left  him — and  so  he  died  !  — 

[Idonea  sivks  senseless;  Beggar,  Eleanor, 
&c.  crowd  rounds  and  bear  her  off. 
Why  may  we  speak  these  things,  and  do  no  more ; 
Why  should  a  thrust  of  the  arm  have  such  a  power, 
And  words  that  tell  these  things  be  heard  in  vain  ? 
She  is  not  dead.     Why !  —  if  I  loved  this  woman, 
I  would  take  care  she  never  woke  again  ; 
But  she  WILL  wake,  and  she  will  weep  for  me, 
And  say,  no  blame  was  mine  —  and  so,  poor  fool, 
Will  waste  her  curses  on  another  name. 

[^ffe  walks  about  distracted^. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Oswald  {to  himself).  Strong  to  o'ertum,  strong 
also  to  build  up.  [2b  Marhadukk 

The  starts  and  sallies  of  our  last  encounter 
Were  natural  enough ;  but  that,  I  trust 
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(s  aU  gone  by.     You  have  cast  oflf  the  chains 
That  fettered  yoar  nobility  of  mind,  — 
Delivered  heart  and  head ! 

Let  us  to  Palestine ; 
This  is  a  paltry  field  for  enterprise. 
Mar.  Ay,  what  shall  we  encounter  next?    This 

issue,  — 
Twas  nothing  more  than  darkness  deepening 

darkness, 
And  weakness  crowned   with  the  impotence  of 

death  I  — 
Your  pupil  is,  you  see,  an  apt  proficient- 

[^IroniccMff. 
Start  not !  —  Here  is  another  face  hard  by  ; 
Come,  let  us  take  a  peep  at  both  together, 
And,  with  a  voice  at  which  the  dead  will  quake, 
Resound  the  praise  of  your  morality  — 
Of  this  too  much. 

[^Drawing  Oswald  towards  the  Cottage, — stop* 
short  at  the  door. 

Men  are  there,  millions,  Oswald, 
Who  with  bare  hands  would  have  plucked  out  thy 

heart 
And  flung  it  to  the  dogs :  but  I  am  raised 
Above,  or  sunk  below,  all  further  sense 
Of  provocation.     Leave  me,  with  the  weight 
Of  that  old  man's  forgiveness  on  thy  heart. 
Pressing  as  heavily  as  it  doth  on  mine. 
Coward  I  have  been ;  know,  there  lies  not  now 
Within  the  compass  of  a  mortal  thought 
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A  deed  that  I  would  shrink  from ;  —  bu(  to  en- 
dure, 
That  is  my  destiny.     May  it  be  thine : 
Thy  office,  thy  ambition,  be  henceforth 
To  feed  remorse,  to  welcome  every  sting 
Of  penitential  anguish,  yea,  with  tears. 
When  seas  and  continents  shall  lie  between  us  — 
The  wider  space  the  better —  we  may  find 
In  such  a  course  fit  links  of  sympathy, 
An  incommunicable  riyalship 
Maintained,  for  peaceful  ends  beyond  our  view, 

[  Confused  voices,  —  Several  of  the  Band  enter, 
rush  upon  Oswald,  and  seize  him* 

One  of  them,  I  would  have  dogged  him  to  the 
jaws  of  hell  — 

Osw.  Ha !  is  it  so  !  —  That  vagrant  Hag !  — 
this  comes 
Of  having  left  a  thing  like  her  alive !  [Aside. 

Several  voices.  Despatch  him  ! 

Osw,  If  I  pass  beneath  a  rock 

And  shout,  and,  with  the  echo  of  my  voice, 
Bring  down  a  heap  of  rubbish,  and  it  crush  me, 
I  die  without  dishonor.     Famished,  starved, 
A  Fool  and  Coward  blended  to  my  wish ! 
'Smiles  scornfully  and  exultingly  cU  Marmadukb. 

Wed.  *T  is  done !  (stabs  him,) 

Another  of  the  band.  The  ruthless  traitor ! 

Mar.  A  rash  deed  I  — 

With  that  reproof  I  do  resign  a  station 
Of  which  I  have  been  {)roud. 
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WiL  {approaching  Mabmaduke.)  O  my  poor 
Master ! 

Mar.  Discerning  Monitor,  my  faithful  Wilfred, 
Why  art  thou  here ?         \^Tum%ng  to  Wallace. 
Wallace,  upon  these  Borders, 
Many  there  be  whose  eyes  will  not  want  cause 
To  weep  that  I  am  gone.     Brothers  in  arms  1 
Kaise  on  that  dreary  Waste  a  monument 
That  may  record  my  story :  nor  let  words  — 
Few  must  they  be,  and  delicate  in  their  touch 
As  light  itself —  be  there  withheld  from  her 
Who,  through  most  wicked  arts,  was  made  an  or* 

phan 
By  one  who  would  have  died  a  thousand  times, 
To  shield  her  from  a  moment's  harm.    To  you, 
Wallace  and  Wilfred,  I  commend  the  lady, 
By  lowly  nature  reared,  as  if  to  make  her 
In  all  things  worthier  of  that  noble  birth. 
Whose  long  suspended  rights  are  now  on  the  eve 
Of  restoration :  with  your  tenderest  care 
Watch  over  her,  I  pray  —  sustain  her 

Several  of  the  Band  (eagerly).  Captain . 

Mar.  No  more  of  that ;  in  silence  hear  my  doom ; 
A  hermitage  has  furnished  fit  relief 
To  some  offenders ;  other  penitents. 
Less  patient  in  their  wretchedness,  have  fallen, 
Like  the  old  Roman,  on  their  own  sword's  point. 
They  had  their  choice:  a  wanderer  must  /go. 
The  spectre  of  that  innocent  man  my  guide, 
(^o  human  ear  shall  ever  hear  me  speak ; 
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No  human  dwelling  ever  give  me  food, 
Or  sleep,  or  rest :  but,  over  waste  and  wild, 
In  search  of  nothing,  that  this  earth  can  give. 
But  expiation,  will  I  wander  on  — 
A  man  by  pain  and  thought  compelled  to  live. 
Yet  loathing  life  —  till  anger  is  appeased 
In  Heaven,  and  Mercj  gives  me  leave  to  die. 
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Mt  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky : 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began  ; 
So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man ; 
So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old, 

Or  let  me  die  I 
The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man  ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

1801. 


n. 
TO  A  BUTTERFLY. 

Stat  near  me ;  do  not  take  thy  flight ! 
A  little  longer  stay  in  sight ! 
Much  converse  do  I  find  in  thee, 
Historian  of  my  infancy ! 
Float  near  me ;  do  not  yet  depart ! 
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Dead  times  revive  in  thee  : 

Thou  bring'st,  gay  creature  as  thou  art ! 

A  solemn  image  to  my  heart, 

My  father's  family  I 

OL  !  pleasant,  pleasant  were  the  days. 
The  time,  when,  in  our  childish  plays, 
My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 
Together  chased  the  butterfly  I 
A  very  hunter  did  I  rush 
Upon  the  prey :  —  with  leaps  and  springs 
I  followed  on  from  brake  to  bush ; 
But  she,  God  love  her !  feared  to  brush 
The  dust  from  ofif  its  wings. 


1801 


ill. 

THE  SPARROWS  NEST. 

Behold,  within  the  leafy  shade. 
Those  bright  blue  eggs  together  laid  ! 
On  me  the  chance-discovered  sight 
Gleamed  like  a  vision  of  delight 
I  started,  —  seeming  to  espy 
The  home  and  sheltered  bed. 
The  Sparrow's  dwelling,  which,  hard  by 
My  Father's  house,  in  wet  or  dry, 
My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 
Together  visited. 
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She  looked  at  it  and  seemed  to  fear  it ; 
Dreading,  tho*  wishing,  to  be  near  it ; 
Such  heart  was  in  her,  being  then 
A  little  Prattler  among  men. 
The  Blessing  of  ray  later  years 
Was  with  me  when  a  boy : 
She  gave  me  eyes,  she  gave  me  ears ; 
And  humble  cares,  and  delicate  fears ; 
A  heart,  the  fountain  of  sweet  tears ; 
And  love,  and  thought,  and  joy. 

1801 


If. 

FORESIGHT. 


That  is  work  of  waste  and  ruin  — 
Do  as  Charles  and  I  are  doing ! 
Strawberry-blossoms,  one  and  all. 
We  must  spare  them  —  here  are  many : 
Look  at  it  —  the  flower  is  small. 
Small  and  low,  though  fair  as  any : 
Do  not  touch  it  I  summers  two 
I  am  older,  Anne,  than  you. 

Pull  the  primrose,  sister  Anne  ! 
Pull  as  many  as  you  can. 
—  Here  are  daisies,  take  your  fill ; 
Pansies,  and  the  cuckoo-flower : 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


190  CIIAJtAOTEBISTICS   OF  A   CHILD. 

Of  the  lofty  daffodil 
Make  your  bed,  or  make  your  bower ; 
Fill  your  lap,  and  fill  your  bosom ; 
Only  spare  the  strawberry-blossom  I 

Primroses,  the  Spring  may  love  them, 
Summer  knows  but  little  of  them ; 
Violets,  a  barren  kind, 
Withered  on  the  ground  must  lie ; 
Daisies  leave  no  fruit  behind 
When  the  pretty  flowerets  die ; 
Pluck  them,  and  another  year 
As  many  will  be  blowing  here. 

Grod  has  given  a  kindlier  power 
To  the  favored  strawberry-flower. 
Hither  soon  as  Spring  is  fled 
You  and  Charles  and  I  will  walk ; 
Lurking  berries,  ripe  and  red, 
Then  will  hang  on  every  stalk, 
Each  within  its  leafy  bower ; 
And  for  that  promise  spare  the  flower  I 

1801 


CHARACTERISTICS  OF  A  CHILD  THREE 
YEARS  OLD. 

LoTiNO  she  is,  and  tractable,  though  wild ; 
A.nd  Innocence  hath  privilege  in  her 
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To  dignify  arch  looks  and  laughing  eyes ; 

And  feats  of  cunning ;  and  the  pretty  round 

Of  trespasses,  affected  to  provoke 

Mock-chastisement  and  partnership  in  play. 

And,  as  a  fagot  sparkles  on  the  hearth, 

Not  less  if  unattended  and  alone, 

Than  when  hoth  young  and  old  sit  gathered  round 

ADd  take  delight  in  its  activity ; 

Even  so  this  happy  Creature  of  herself 

Is  all-sufficient ;  solitude  to  her 

Is  blithe  society,  who  fills  the  air 

With  gladness  and  involuntary  songs. 

Light  are  her  sallies  as  the  tripping  fawn's, 

Forth-startled  from  the  fern  where  she  lay  couched: 

TJnthought-of,  unexpected,  as  the  stir 

Of  the  soft  breeze  ruffling  the  meadow-flowers. 

Or  from  before  it  chasing  wantonly 

The  many-colored  images  imprest 

Upon  the  bosom  of  a  placid  lake* 

im. 


VI. 

ADDRESS  TO  A  CHILD, 

DURIKa   A  BOISTBROUS   WINTER   BYBNINO. 

BT  MY  SISTER. 

What  way  does  the  Wind  come  ?  What  way  does 

he  go? 
He  rides  over  the  water,  and  over  the  snow. 
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Through  wood,  and  through  vale  ;  and,  o'er  rockj 

height 
Which  the  goat  cannot  climb,  takes  his  sounding 

flight; 
He  tosses  about  in  every  bare  tree, 
As,  if  you  look  up,  you  plainly  may  see ; 
But  how  he  will  come,  and  whither  he  goes, 
There  *s  never  a  scholar  in  England  knows* 

He  will  suddenly  stop  in  a  cunning  nook, 
And  ring  a  sharp  'larum  ;  —  but,  if  you  should  look, 
There  ^s  nothing  to  see  but  a  cushion  of  snow, 
Round  as  a  pillow,  and  whiter  than  milk, 
And  softer  than  if  it  were  covered  with  silk. 
Sometimes  he  '11  hide  in  the  cave  of  a  rock. 
Then  whistle  as  shrill  as  the  buzzard  cock ; 
— Yet  seek  him, — and  what  shall  you  find  in  the 

place? 
Nothing  but  silence  and  empty  space ; 
Save,  in  a  comer,  a  heap  of  dry  leaves, 
That  he 's  left^  for  a  bed,  to  beggars  or  thieves  I 

As  soon  as  *t  is  daylight  to-morrow,  with  me 
You  shall  go  to  the  orchard,  and  then  you  will  sec 
That  he  has  been  there,  and  made  a  great  rout, 
And  cracked  the  branches,  and  strewn  them  about ; 
Heaven  grant  that  he  spare  but  that  one  upright 

twig 
That  looked  up  at  the  sky  so  proud  and  big 
411  last  summer,  as  well  you  know. 
Studded  with  apples,  a  beautiful  show  I 
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Hark  I  over  thie  roof  he  makes  a  pause. 
And  growls  as  if  he  would  ^is.  his  claws 
Right  in  the  slates,  and  with  a  huge  rattle 
Drive  them  down,  like  men  in  a  battle : 

—  But  let  him  range  round ;  he  does  us  no  harm. 
We  build  up  the  fire,  we  're  snug  and  warm  ; 
Untouched  by  his  breath,  see,  the  candle  shines 

bright. 
And  bums  with  a  clear  and  steady  light ; 
Books  have  we  to  read, —  but  that  half-stifled  knell, 
Alas ;  't  is  the  sound  of  the  eight  o'clock  bell. 

—  Come  now  we  'U  to  bed  I  and  when  we  are  there 
He  may  work  his  own  will,  and  what  shall  we 

care? 
He  may  knock  at  the  door, — we'll  not  let  him  in; 
May  drive  at  the  windows, — we'll  laugh  at  his  din ; 
Let  him  seek  his  own  home  wherever  it  be ; 
Here 's  a  eozie  warm  house  for  Edward  and  me. 


vn. 

THE  MOTHER'S  RETURN. 

BT  THE  SAME. 

A  MONTH,  sweet  Little-ones,  is  past 
Since  your  dear  Mother  went  away,  ■ 
And  she  to-morrow  will  return  : 
To-morrow  is  the  happy  day. 

L.    L  18 
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0  blessed  tidings !  thought  of  joj ! 
The  eldest  heard  with  steady  glee ; 
Silent  he  stood ;  then  laughed  amain^  — 
And  shouted,  **  Mother,  come  to  me ! " 

Louder  and  louder  did  he  shout, 
With  witless  hope  to  bring  her  near  • 
**  Nay,  patience  I  patience,  little  boy  I 
Your  tender  mother  cannot  hear." 

1  told  of  hills,  and  far-off  towns, 

And  long,  long  vales  to  travel  throu^  ;- 
He  listens,  puzzled,  sore  perplexed, 
But  he  submits ;  what  can  he  do? 

No  strife  disturbs  his  sister's  breast ; 
She  wars  not  with  the  mystery 
Of  time  and  distance,  night  and  day ; 
The  bonds  of  our  humanity. 

Her  joy  is  like  an  instinct,  joy 
Of  kitten,  bird,  or  summer  fly ; 
She  dances,  runs  without  an  aim« 
She  chatters  in  her  ecstasy. 

Her  brother  now  takes  up  the  note^ 
And  echoes  back  his  sister's  glee ; 
They  hug  the  infant  in  my  arms, 
As  if  to  force  his  sympathy. 
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Then,  settling  into  fond  discourse, 
"We  rested  in  the  garden  bower ; 
While  sweetly  shone  the  evening  son 
In  his  departing  hoar. 

We  told  o'er  all  that  we  had  done,  — 
Oar  rambles  bj  the  swifl  brook's  side 
Far  as  the  willow-skirted  pool, 
Where  two  £ur  swans  together  glide. 

We  talked  of  change,  of  winter  gone. 
Of  green  leaves  on  the  hawthorn  spray, 
Of  birds  that  build  their  nests  and  sing, 
And  all  **  since  Mother  went  away  "  I 

To  her  these  tales  they  will  repeat, 
To  her  our  new-born  tribes  will  show, 
The  goslings  green,  the  ass's  colt. 
The  lambs  that  in  the  meadow  go. 

—  But,  see,  the  evening  star  comes  forth ! 
To  bed  the  children  must  depart ; 
A  moment's  heaviness  they  feel, 
A  sadness  at  the  heart : 

T  is  gone,  —  and  in  a  merry  fit 
They  run  up  stairs  in  gamesome  race  $ 
I,  too,  infected  by  their  mood, 
I  could  have  joined  the  wanton  chase. 
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Five  minutes  past,  —  and  0  the  change  1 

Asleep  upon  their  beds  they  lie ; 

Their  busy  limbs  in  perfect  rest, 

And  closed  the  sparkling  eye. 

IMT 


vni. 
ALICE  FELLj 

OR,  POVERTT. 

The  post-boy  drove  with  fierce  career, 
For  threatening  clouds  the  moon  had  drowned 
When,  as  we  hurried  on,  my  ear 
Was  smitten  with  a  startling  sound. 

As  if  the  wind  blew  many  ways, 
I  heard  the  sound,  —  and  more  and  more ; 
It  seemed  to  follow  with  the  chaise, 
And  still  I  heard  it  as  before. 

At  length  I  to  the  boy  called  out ; 
He  stopped  his  horses  at  the  word. 
But  neither  cry,  nor  voice,  nor  shout, 
Nor  aught  else  like  it,  could  be  heard. 

The  boy  then  smacked  his  whip,  and  fast 
The  horses  scampered  through  the  rain ; 
But,  hearing  soon  upon  the  blast 
The  cry,  I  bade  him  halt  again. 
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Forthwith  alighting  on  the  ground, 

•*  Whence  comes,"  said  I,  "  this  piteous  moan?" 

And  there  a  little  Girl  I  found, 

Sitting  behind  the  chaise,  alone. 

^  My  cloak !"  no  other  word  she  spake, 
But  loud  and  bitterly  she  wept, 
As  if  her  innocent  heart  would  break ; 
And  down  from  off  her  seat  she  leapt. 

«  What  ails  you,  child  ?  "  She  sobbed, «  Look  here  I 

I  saw  it  in  the  wheel  entangled, 

A  weather-beaten  rag  as  e'er 

From  any  garden  scarecrow  dangled. 

There,  twisted  between  nave  and  spoke. 
It  hang,  nor  could  at  once  be  freed ; 
But  our  joint  pains  unloosed  the  cloak, 
A  miserable  rag  indeed  I 

**  And  whither  are  you  going,  child, 
To-night,  along  these  lonesome  ways  ?  " 
"  To  Durham,"  answered  she,  half  wild. 
"  Then  come  with  me  into  the  chaise." 

Insensible  to  all  reh'ef 
Sat  the  poor  girl,  and  forth  did  send 
Sob  after  sob,  as  if  her  grief 
Could  never,  never  have  an  end. 
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"  My  child,  in  Durham  do  you  dwell  ?  ** 
She  checked  herself  in  her  distress, 
And  said,  '*  My  name  is  Alice  Fell ; 
I  'm  fatherless  and  motherless. 

^  And  I  to  Durham,  Sir,  belong.  ** 
Again,  as  if  the  thought  would  choke 
Her  very  heart,  her  grief  grew  strong ; 
And  all  was  for  her  tattered  cloak  I 

The  chaise  drove  on  ;  our  journey's  end 
Was  nigh ;  and,  sitting  by  my  side, 
As  if  she  had  lost  her  only  friend 
She  wept,  nor  would  be  pacified. 

Up  to  the  tavern  door  we  post ; 
Of  Alice  and  her  grief  I  told ; 
And  I  gave  money  to  the  host, 
To  buy  a  new  cloak  for  the  old. 

**  And  let  it  be  of  duffel  gray, 
As  warm  a  cloak  as  man  can  sell  P 
Proud  creature  was  she  the  next  day, 
The  little  orphan,  Alice  Fell  I 

180L 
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IZ. 
LUCY  GRAY; 

OB,    SOUTUDB. 

Oft  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray : 
And,  when  I  crossed  the  wild, 
I  chanced  to  see,  at  break  of  day. 
The  solitary  child. 

No  mate,  no  comrade  Lucy  knew ; 
She  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor,  — 
The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
Beside  a  human  door ! 

You  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  play, 
The  hare  upon  the  green ; 
But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

"  To-night  will  be  a  stormy  night,  — 
You  to  the  town  must  go ; 
And  take  a  lantern,  Child,  to  light 
Your  mother  through  the  snow." 

«  That,  Father  I  will  I  gladly  do : 
"T  is  scarcely  afternoon,  — 
The  minster-dock  has  just  struck  two, 
And  yonder  is  the  moon  I " 
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At  this  the  father  raised  his  hook, 
And  snapped  a  fagot-band ; 
He  plied  his  work ;  —  and  Lucy  took 
The  lantern  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  roe : 
With  many  a  wanton  stroke 
Her  feet  disperse  the  powdery  snow. 
That  rises  up  like  smoke. 

The  storm  came  on  before  its  time : 
She  wandered  up  and  down ; 
And  many  a  hill  did  Lucy  climb : 
But  never  reached  the  town. 

The  wretched  parents  all  that  night 
Went  shouting  far  and  wide ; 
But  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight 
To  serve  them  for  a  guide. 

At  day-break  on  the  hill  they  stood 
That  overlooked  the  moor ; 
And  thence  they  saw  the  bridge  of  wood, 
A  furlong  from  their  door. 

They  wept,  —  and,  turning  homeward,  cried. 
"  In  heaven  we  all  shall  meet " ;  — 
When  in  the  snow  the  mother  spied 
The  print  of  Lucy's  feet. 
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Then  downwards  from  the  steep  hill's  edge 
They  tracked  the  footmarks  small ; 
And  through  the  broken  hawthorn-hedge, 
And  bj  the  long  stone-wall ; 

And  then  an  open  field  they  crossed : 
The  marks  were  still  the  same ; 
They  tracked  them  on,  nor  ever  lost ; 
And  to  the  bridge  they  came. 

They  followed  from  the  snowy  bank 
Those  footmarks,  one  by  one, 
Into  the  middle  of  the  plank ; 
And  further  there  were  none  I 

•^  Yet  some  maintain  that  to  this  day 
She  is  a  living  child ; 
That  you  may  see  sweet  Lucy  Gray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 

O'er  rough  and  smooth  she  trips  abng, 
And  never  looks  behind  ; 
And  sings  a  solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind* 

1790. 
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WB  ARE  SEVEN. 


'  A  simple  Child, 


That  lightly  draws  its  breath, 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb, 
What  should  it  know  of  death  ? 

I  met  a  little  cottage  Girl : 
She  was  eight  years  old,  she  said ; 
Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a  otul 
That  clustered  round  her  head. 

She  had  a  rustic,  woodland  air, 
And  she  was  wildly  clad : 
Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  fair ;  — 
Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

"  Sisters  and  brothers,  little  Maid, 
How  many  may  you  be  ?  *' 
"  How  many  ?     Seven  in  all,"  she  said. 
And  wondering  looked  at  me. 

"  And  where  are  they  ?    I  pray  you  telL*' 
She  answered,  "  Seven  are  we ; 
And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell, 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 
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**  Two  of  US  in  the  churchyard  lie, 
My  sister  and  my  brother ; 
And,  in  the  churchyard  cottage. 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother." 

**  Too  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell. 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea, 
Yet  ye  are  seven  I    I  pray  you  tell. 
Sweet  Maid,  how  this  may  be." 

Then  did  the  little  Maid  reply, 
"  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we  ; 
Two  of  us  in  the  churchyard  lie. 
Beneath  the  churchyard  tree." 

**  You  run  about,  my  little  Maid, 
Your  limbs  they  are  alive; 
If  two  are  in  the  churchyard  laid. 
Then  ye  are  only  five." 

"  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  seen," 
The  little  Maid  replied, 
Twelve  steps  or  more  from  my  mother's  door, 
And  they  are  side  by  side. 

^  My  stockings  there  I  oflen  knit. 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem  ; 
And  there  upon  the  ground  I  sit, 
And  sing  a  song  to  them. 
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"  And  often  after  sunset,  Sir, 
When  it  is  light  and  fair, 
I  take  my  little  porringer, 
And  eat  my  supper  there. 

**  The  first  that  died  was  sister  Jane ; 
In  bed  she  moaning  lay, 
Till  Grod  released  her  of  her  pwn ; 
And  then  she  went  away. 

"  So  in  the  churchyard  she  was  laid; 
And,  when  the  grass  was  dry, 
Together  round  her  grave  we  played, 
My  brother  John  and  L 

''And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow, 

And  I  could  run  and  slide, 

My  brother  John  was  forced  to  go. 

And  he  lies  by  her  side." 

"  How  many  are  you,  then,"  said  I, 
"  If  they  two  are  in  heaven  ?  " 
Quick  was  the  little  Maid's  reply, 
"  0  Master !  we  are  seven." 

**But  they  are  dead ;  those  two  are  de«d! 
Their  spirits  are  in  heaven ! " 
*T  was  throwing  words  away  ;  for  still 
The  little  Maid  would  have  her  will, 
And  said,  "  Nay,  we  are  seven  I  " 

17M 
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XI. 
THE  IDLE  SHEPHERDBOYS; 
OR,  DUNGEON-GHYLL   FORCE.* 

▲   PASTOBAL. 

The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy ; 

Among  the  hills  the  echoes  play 

A  never,  never  ending  song. 

To  welcome  in  the  May. 

The  magpie  chatters  with  delight ; 

The  mountain  raven's  youngling  hrood 

Have  left  the  mother  and  the  nest ; 

And  they  go  rambling  east  and  west 

In  search  of  their  own  food ; 

Or  through  the  glittering  vapors  dart 

In  very  wantonness  of  heart. 

Beneath  a  rock,  upon  the  grass, 
Two  boys  are  sitting  in  the  sun  ; 
Their  work,  if  any  work  they  have, 
Is  out  of  mind,  —  or  done. 
On  pipes  of  sycamore  they  play 
The  fragments  of  a  Christmas  hymn ; 
Or  with  that  plant  which  in  our  dale 
We  call  stag-horn,  or  fox's  tail, 

*  Ghifl,  in  the  dialect  of  Cumberland  and  Westmoreland,  is 
\  short,  and  for  the  most  part  a  steep,  narrow  valley,  with  a 
stream  mnuing  through  it  Force  b  the  word  universally 
employed  in  these  dialects  for  waterfall. 
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Their"  rusty  hats  they  trim : 
And  thus,  as  happy  as  the  day, 
Those  Shepherds  wear  the  time  away. 

Along  the  river's  stony  marge 

The  sand-lark  chants  a  joyous  song ; 

The  thrush  is  busy  in  the  wood, 

And  carols  loud  and  strong. 

A  thousand  lambs  are  on  the  rocks, 

All  newly  born !  both  earth  and  sky 

Keep  jubilee,  and  more  than  all. 

Those  boys  with  their  green  coronal ; 

They  never  hear  the  cry, 

That  plaintive  cry !  which  up  the  hill 

Comes  from  the  depth  of  Dungeon-GhylL 

Said  Walter,  leaping  from  the  ground, 
"  Down  to  the  stump  of  yon  old  yew 
We  '11  for  our  whistles  run  a  race." 

Away  the  shepherds  flew ; 

They  leapt, — they  ran,  — and  when  they  came 
Right  opposite  to  Dungeon-Ghyll, 
Seeing  that  he  should  lose  the  prize, 
"  Stop ! "  to  his  comrade  Walter  cries. 
James  stopped  with  no  good  will : 
Said  Walter  then,  exulting,  "  Here 
You  '11  find  a  task  for  half  a  year. 

**  Cross,  if  you  dare,  where  I  shall  cross,— 
Come  on,  and  tread  where  I  shall  tread." 
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The  other  took  him  at  his  word. 

And  followed  as  he  led. 

It  was  a  spot  which  you  may  see 

If  ever  you  to  Langdale  go ; 

Into  the  chasm  a  mighty  block 

Hath  fallen,  and  made  a  bridge  of  rook  • 

The  gulf  is  deep  below; 

And,  in  a  basin  black  and  small, 

Receives  a  lofty  waterfall. 

"With  staff  in  hand  across  the  cleft 

The  challenger  pursued  his  march ; 

And  now,  all  eyes  and  feet,  hath  gaine*! 

The  middle  of  the  arch. 

When  Ust !  he  hears  a  piteous  moan. 

Again  I  —  his  heart  within  him  dies  ; 

His  pulse  is  stopped,  his  breath  is  lo0t> 

He  totters,  pallid  as  a  ghost. 

And,  looking  down,  espies 

A  lamb,  that  in  the  pool  is  pent 

Within  that  black  and  frightful  rent 

The  lamb  had  slipped  into  the  stream, 
And  safe  without  a  bruise  or  wound 
The  cataract  had  borne  him  down 
Into  the  gulf  profound. 
His  dam  had  seen  him  when  he  fell, 
She  saw  him  down  the  torrent  borne ; 
And,  while  with  all  a  mother's  love 
She  from  the  lofty  rocks  above 
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Sent  forth  a  cry  forlorn, 

The  lamh,  still  swimming  round  and  Tound, 

Made  answer  in  that  plfuntive  sound* 

When  he  had  learnt  what  thing  it  waa 

That  sent  this  rueful  cry,  I  ween 

The  boy  recovered  heart,  and  told 

The  sight  which  he  had  seen. 

Both  gladly  now  deferred  their  task; 

Nor  was  there  wanting  other  aid : 

A  Poet,  one  who  loves  the  brooks 

Far  better  than  the  sages'  books,  • 

By  chance  had  hither  strayed ; 

And  there  the  helpless  lamb  he  found 

By  those  huge  rocks  encompassed  round. 

He  drew  it  from  the  troubled  pool, 

And  brought  it  forth  into  the  light : 

The  Shepherds  met  him  with  his  charge. 

An  unexpected  sight  I 

Into  their  arms  the  lamb  they  took. 

Whose  life  and  limbs  the  flood  had  spared; 

Then  up  the  steep  ascent  they  hied, 

And  placed  him  at  his  mother's  side ; 

And  gently  did  the  Bard 

Those  idle  shepherd-boys  upbraid. 

And  bade  them  better  mind  their  trade. 
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xn. 

ANECDOTE  FOR  FATHERS. 

Betine  Tim  istam,  falsa  enim  dicam,  s!  coges.**  —  Eubbbito 

I  HAVE  a  boy  of  five  years  old; 
His  face  is  fair  and  fresh  to  see ; 
His  limbs  are  cast  in  beauty's  mould. 
And  dearly  he  loves  me. 

One  mom  we  strolled  on  our  dry  walk. 
Our  quiet  home  all  full  in  view, 
And  held  such  intermitted  talk 
As  we  are  wont  to  do. 

My  thoughts  on  former  pleasures  ran ; 
I  thought  of  Kilve's  delightful  shore, 
Our  pleasant  home  when  spring  began, 
A  long,  long  year  before. 

A  day  it  was  when  I  could  bear 
Some  fond  regrets  to  entertmn ; 
With  so  much  happiness  to  spare, 
I  could  not  feel  a  pain. 

The  green  earth  echoed  to  the  feet 
Of  lambs  that  bounded  through  the  glade^ 
From  shade  to  sunshine,  and  as  fieet 
From  sunshine  back  to  shade. 

vol*  I.  14 
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Birds  warbled  round  me,  —  and  each  trace 
Of  inward  sadness  had  its  charm  ; 
Ealve,  thought  I,  was  a  favored  place. 
And  so  is  Liswjn  farm. 

Mj  boy  beside  me  tripped,  so  slim 
And  graceful  in  his  rustic  dress ! 
And,  as  we  talked,  I  questioned  him. 
In  very  idleness. 

**  Now  tell  me,  had  you  rather  be," 

I  said,  and  took  him  by  the  arm, 

^  On  Eilve's  smooth  shore,  by  the  green  see 

Or  here  at  Liswyn  farm  ?  " 

In  careless  mood  he  looked  at  me. 
While  still  I  held  him  by  the  arm, 
And  said,  "  At  Kilve  I  'd  rather  be 
Than  here  at  Liswyn  farm." 

"  Now,  little  Edward,  say  why  so : 
My  little  Edward,  tell  me  why."  — 
"  I  cannot  tell,  I  do  not  know."  — 
**  Why,  this  is  strange,"  said  I ; 

^  For  here  are  woods,  hills  smooth  and  warm 
There  surely  must  some  reason  be 
Why  you  would  change  sweet  Liswyn  term 
For  Kilve  by  the  green  sea." 
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At  this,  mj  boy  hung  down  his  head, 
He  blushed  with  shame,  nor  made  replj ; 
And  three  times  to  the  child  I  said, 
«  Why,  Edward,  tell  me  why  ?  " 

His  head  he  raised ;  there  was  in  sight,  — 
It  caught  his  eye,  he  saw  it  plain,  — 
Upon  the  house-top,  glittering  bright, 
A  broad  and  gilded  vane. 

Then  did  the  boy  his  tongue  unlock, 
And  eased  his  mind  with  this  reply : 
**  At  Kilve  there  was  no  weather-cock ; 
And  that 's  the  reason  why." 

0  dearest,  dearest  boy  I  my  heart 
For  better  lore  would  seldom  yearn, 
Gould  I  but  teach  the  hundredth  part 
Of  what  from  thee  I  learn. 

1796. 


xin. 
BUBAL  ABCHITECTUBE. 

Thbre  's  Greorge  Fisher,  Charles  Fleming,  and 

Reginald  Shore, 
Three  rosy-cheeked  schoolboys,  the  highest  not 

more 
Thar,  the  height  of  a  counsellor's  bag ; 
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To  the  top  of  Great  How  •  did  it  please  them 

to  climb : 
And  there  they  built  up,  without  mortar  or  lime, 
A  Man  on  the  peak  of  the  crag. 

They  built  him  of  stones  gathered  up  as  ihey  Uy : 
They  built  him  and  christened  him  all  in  one  day, 
An  urchin  both  vigorous  and  hale ; 
And  so  without  scruple  they  called  him   Balph 

Jones. 
Now  Ralph  is  renowned  for  the  length  of  his  bones; 
The  ^lagog  of  Legberthwaite  dale. 

Just  half  a  week  after,  the  wind  sallied  forth, 
And,  in  anger  or  merriment,  out  of  the  north, 
Coming  on  with  a  terrible  pother, 
From  the  peak  of  the  crag  blew  the  giant  away. 
And  what  did  these  schoolboys  ?  —  The  very  next 

day 
They  went  and  they  built  up  another. 

—  Some  little  I  Ve  seen  of  blind  boisterous  works 
By  Christian  disturbers  more  savage  than  Turks, 
Spirits  busy  to  do  and  undo : 
At  rememberance  whereof  my  blood  sometimes 
will  flag; 

*  Great  How  is  a  singlo  and  consplouons  hill,  which  riMf 
towards  the  foot  of  Thirl  mere,  on  the  western  side  of  the  bean- 
tiftil  dale  of  Legberthwaite,  along  the  high  road  between  Kxik 
wick  and  Ambleside. 
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Then,  light-hearted  Boje,  to  the  top  of  the  crag ; 
And  I  'U  build  up  a  giant  with  jou. 

180L 


XIV. 

THE  PET  LAMB. 

A  PASTORAL. 

The  dew  was  falling  fast,  the  stars  began  to  blink ; 
I  heard  a  voice ;  it.  said,  "  Drink,  pretty  creature, 

drink  I" 
And,  looking  o'er  the  hedge,  before  me  I  espied 
A  snow-white  mountain-lamb  with  a  Maiden  at 

its  side. 

Nor  sheep  nor  kine  were  near ;  the  lamb  was  all 

alone, 
And  by  a  slender  cord  was  tethered  to  a  stone ; 
With  one  knee  on  the  grass  did  the  little  Maiden 

kneel. 
While  to  that  mountain-lamb  she  gave  its  evening 

meaL 

The  lamb,  while  from  her  hand  he  thus  his  supper 

took, 
Seemed  to  feast  with  head  and  ears ;  and  bis  tail 

with  pleasure  shook. 
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'^  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink  I "  she  said,  in  such 

atone 
That  I  ahnost  received  her  heart  into  my  own. 

T  was  little  Barbara  Lewthwaite,  a  child  of  beauty 

rare  ! 
I  watched  them  with  delight,  they  were  a  lovely 

pair. 
Now  with  her  empty  can  the  Maiden  turned  away  : 
But  ere  ten  yards  were  gone,  her  footsteps  did  she 

stay. 

Right  towards  the  lamb  she  looked ;  and  from  a 

shady  place 
I  unobserved  could  see  the  workings  of  her  face : 
If  nature  to  her  tongue  could  measured  numbers 

bring, 
Thus,  thought  I,  to  her  lamb  that  little  Maid  might 

sing:  — 

^'  What  ails  thee,  young  One  ?  what  ?    Why  pull 

so  at  thy  cord  ? 
Is  it  not  well  with  thee  ?  well  both  for  bed  and 

board? 
Thy  plot  of  grass  is  sofl,  and  green  as  grass  can  be  ; 
ilest,  little  young  One,  rest ;  what  is  t  that  aileth 

thee? 

^  What  is  it  thou  wouldst  seek  ?  What  is  wanting 
to  thy  heart  ? 
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Thj  limbs,  are  they  not  strong  ?    And  beautiful 

thou  art : 
This  grass  is  tender  grass ;  these  flowers  they  have 

no  peers ; 
And  that  green  cord  all  day  is  rustling  in  thy  ears  I 

^  If  the  sun  be  shining  hot,  do  but  stretch  thy  wool- 
len chain, 

This  beech  is  standing  by,  its  covert  thou  canst 
gain; 

For  rain  and  mountain-storms  I  the  like  thou 
need'st  not  fear. 

The  rain  and  storm  are  things  that  scarcely  can 
come  here. 

^  Best,  little  young  One,  rest ;  thou  hast  forgot  the 

day 
When  my  father  found  thee  first  in  places  far  away ; 
Many  flocks  were  on  the  hills,  but  thou  wert  owned 

by  none, 
And  thy  mother  from  thy  side  for  evermore  was 

gone. 

'  He  took  thee  in  his  arms,  and  in  pity  brought  thee 

home: 
A  blessed  day  for  thee  I  then   whither  wouldst 

thou  roam  ? 
A  faithful  nurse  thou  hast ;  the  dam  that  did  thee 

yean 
Upon  the  mountain-tops  no  kinder  could  have  been. 
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*  Thou  knoVst  that  twice  a  day  I  have  brought 

thee  in  this  can 
Fresh  water  from  the  brook,  as  clear  as  ever  ran  ; 
And  twice  in  the  day,  when  the  ground  is  wet  with 

dew, 
I  bring  thee  draughts  of  milk,  —  warm  milk  it  is 

and  new. 

'*"  Thy  limbs  will  shortly  be  twice  as  ttout  as  they 

are  now. 
Then  I  '11  yoke  thee  to  my  cart  like  a  pony  in  the 

plough ; 
My  playmate  thou  shalt  be ;  and  when  the  wind 

is  cold, 
Our  hearth  shall  be  thy  bed,  our  house  shall  be  thy 

fold. 

^  It  will  not,  will  not  rest  I — Poor  creature,  can  it  be 
That 't  is  thy  mother's  heart  which  is  working  so 

in  thee  ? 
Things  that  I  know  not  of  belike  to  thee  are  dear, 
And  dreams  of  things  which  thou  canst  neither  see 

nor  hear. 

^  Alas,  the  mountain-tops  that  look  so  green  and 

fair  I 
1  Ve  heard  of  fearful  winds  and  darkness  that  como 

there; 
The  little  brooks  that  seem  all  pastime  and  all  play, 
VThen  they  are  angry,  roar  like  lions  for  their  prey 
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■'Here  thoa  need'st  not  dread  the  raven  in  the  skj ; 
Night  saA  day  thou  art  Bsiey  —  our  cottage  is 

hard  by. 
Why  bleat  so  after  me  ?  Why  pull  so  at  thy  chain  ? 
Sleep,  —  and  at  break  of  day  I  will  come  to  thee 

again!" 

—  As  homeward  through  the  lane  I  went  with  lasj 

feet, 
This  song  to  myself  did  I  oftentimes  repeat ; 
And  it  seemed,  as  I  retraced  the  ballad  line  by  line. 
That  bat  half  of  it  was  hers,  and  one  half  of  it 

was  miJie. 

Again,  and  once  again,  did  I  repeat  the  song ; 
**  Nay/*  said  I, "  more  than  half  to  the  damsel  mutt 

belong. 
For  she  looked  wiUi  such  a  look,  and  she  spake 

with  such  a  tone. 
That  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own." 

1800. 


XV. 

TO  H.  C. 

SIX    YEARS  OLD. 


O  inou !  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  brought ; 
Who  of  thy  words  dost  make  a  mock  apparel, 
And  fittest  to  unutterable  thought 
The  breeze-like  motion  and  the  self-bom  carol ; 
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Thou  ikerj  vojager !  that  dost  float 

In  such  clear  water,  that  thj  boat 

Maj  rather  seem 

To  brood  on  air  than  on  an  earthly  stream ; 

Suspended  in  a  stream  as  clear  as  skj, 

Where  earth  and  heaven  do  make  one  imagery  i 

0  blessed  vision  1  happy  child  I 
Tliou  art  so  exquisitely  wild, 

1  think  of  thee  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  thy  lot  in  future  years. 

I  thought  of  times  when  Pain  might  be  thy  gaesli 

Lord  of  thy  house  and  hospitality ; 

And  Grief,  uneasy  lover!  never  rest 

But  when  she  sat  within  the  touch  of  thee. 

O  too  industrious  folly  ! 

O  vain  and  causeless  melancholy  1 

Nature  will  either  end  thee  quite ; 

Or,  lengthening  out  thy  season  of  delight. 

Preserve  for  thee,  by  individual  right, 

A  young  lamb's  heart  among  the  full-grown  flocks. 

What  hast  thou  to  do  with  sorrow, 

Or  the  injuries  of  to-morrow  ? 

Thou  art  a  dew-drop,  which  the  mom  brings  forUi, 

111  fitted  to  sustain  unkindly  shocks. 

Or  to  be  trailed  along  the  soiling  earth ; 

A  gem  that  glitters  while  it  lives, 

And  no  forewarning  gives  ; 

But,  at  the  touch  of  wrong,  without  a  strife 

Slips  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 

1801. 
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XVI. 
INFLUENCE  OF  NATURAL  OBJECTS 

IB  CALLING  rORTH  AND  8TBEN6THENING  THE  IlfAOt* 
NATION  IN   BOYHOOD  AND  EARLY  YOUTH. 

FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED  POEM. 

[This  extract  is  reprinted  from  "The  Friend."] 

Wisdom  and  Spirit  of  the  universe  ! 

Thou  Soul,  that  art  the  Eternity  of  thought  I 

And  gi7*8t  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 

And  everlasting  motion  I  not  in  vain, 

By  day  or  star-light,  thus  from  my  first  dawn 

Of  childhood  didst  thou  intertwine  for  me 

The  passions  that  build  up  our  human  soul ; 

Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  Man  ; 

But  with  high  objects,  with  enduring  things, 

With  life  and  nature ;  purifying  thus 

The  elements  of  feeling  and  of  thought. 

And  sanctifying  by  such  discipline 

Both  pain  and  fear,  —  until  we  recognize 

A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  of  the  heart. 

Nor  was  this  fellowship  vouchsafed  to  me 
With  stinted  kindness.  In  November  days, 
When  vapors  rolling  down  the  valleys  made 
A  lonely  scene  more  lonesome ;  among  woods 
At  noon  ;  and  'mid  the  calm  of  summer  nights, 
When,  by  the  margin  of  the  trembling  lake, 
Beneath  the  gloomy  hills,  homeward  I  went 
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In  solitude,  such  intercourse  was  mine : 

Mine  was  it  in  the  fields  both  day  and  night, 

And  by  the  waters,  all  the  summer  long. 

And  in  the  frosty  season,  when  the  sun 

Was  set,  and,  visible  for  many  a  mile, 

The  cottage  windows  through  the  twilight  blaie 

I  heeded  not  the  summons :  happy  time 

It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us ;  for  me 

It  was  a  time  of  rapture !     Clear  and  loud 

The  village-clock  tolled  six,  —  I  wheeled  about. 

Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untired  horse 

That  cares  not  for  his  home. — All  shod  with  steel, 

We  hissed  along  the  polished  ice,  in  games 

Confederate,  imitative  of  the  chase 

And  woodland  pleasures,  —  the  resounding  horn, 

The  pack  loud-chiming,  and  the  hunted  hare.' 

So  through  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew, 

And  not  a  voice  was  idle :  with  the  din 

Smitten,  the  precipices  rang  aloud  ; 

The  leafless  trees  and  every  icy  crag 

Tinkled  like  iron ;  while  far-distant  hills 

Into  the  tumult  sent  an  alien  sound 

Of  melancholy,  not  unnoticed  while  the  stars, 

Eastward,  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  west 

The  orange  sky  of  evening  died  away. 

Not  seldom  from  the  uproar  I  retired 
Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 
Glanced  sideway,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throng. 
To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star ; 
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Image,  that,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 
Upon  the  glassy  plain :  and  oflentimes, 
When  we  had  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind, 
And  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 
Came  sweeping  through  the  darkness,  spinning  still 
The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 
Have  I,  reclining  back  upon  my  heels. 
Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  cliffs 
"Wheeled  by  me,  —  even  as  if  the  Earth  had  rolled 
With  visible  motion  her  diurnal  round ! 
Behind  me  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  train. 
Feebler  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watched 
Till  all  was  tranquil  as  a  summer  sea. 

17M. 


xvn. 
THE  LONGEST  DAY. 

ADDRESSED  TO  MT  DAUGHTER,  DORA. 

Let  us  quit  the  leafy  arbor. 
And  the  torrent  murmuring  by ; 
For  the  sun  is  in  his  harbor. 
Weary  of  the  open  sky. 

Bvening  now  unbinds  the  fetters 
Fashioned  by  the  glowing  light ; 
All  that  breathe  are  thankful  debton 
To  the  harbinger  of  night. 
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Yet  bj  some  grave  thoughts  attended 
Eve  renews  her  cahn  career ; 
For  the  daj  that  now  is  ended 
Is  the  longest  of  the  year. 

Dora !  sport,  as  now  thou  sportest. 
On  this  platform,  light  and  free ; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  shortesli 
Are  indifferent  to  thee ! 

Who  would  check  the  happy  feeling 
That  inspires  the  linnet's  song  ? 
Who  would  stop  the  swallow,  wheeling 
On  her  pinions  swift  and  strong  ? 

Yet,  at  this  impressive  season, 
Words  which  tenderness  can  speak 
From  the  truths  of  homely  reason, 
flight  exalt  the  loveliest  cheek  ; 

And,  while  shades  to  shades  succeeding 
Steal  the  landscape  from  the  sights 
I  would  urge  this  moral  pleading, 
Last  forerunner  of  "  GUxkI  night  I " 

Summer  ebbs ;  —  each  day  that  foUowa 
Is  a  reflux  from  on  high, 
Tending  to  the  darksome  hollows 
Where  the  frosts  of  winter  lie. 
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He  wlio  governs  the  creatioD, 

In  his  providence,  assigned  * 

Such  a  gradual  declination 

To  the  life  of  human  kind. 

Yet  we  mark  it  not ;  —  fruits  redden. 
Fresh  flowers  blow,  as  flowers  have  blown, 
And  the  heart  is  loath  to  deaden 
Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

Be  thou  wiser,  jouUiful  Maiden  I 
And  when  thy  decline  shall  come, 
Let  not  flowers,  or  boughs  fruit-laden. 
Hide  the  knowledge  of  thj  doom. 

Now,  even  now,  ere  wrapped  in  slumber. 
Fix  thine  eyes  upon  the  sea 
That  absorbs  time,  space,  and  number ; 
Look  thou  to  Eternity  I 

Follow  thou  the  flowing  river 
On  whose  breast  are  hither  borne 
All  deceived,  and  each  deceiver, 
Through  the  gates  of  night  and  morn ; 

Through  the  year's  successive  portals ; 
Through  the  bounds  which  many  a  star 
Marks,  not  mindless  of  frail  mortals. 
When  his  light  returns  from  far. 
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Thus  when  thou  with  Time  hast  travelled 
Toward  the  mighty  gulf  of  things. 
And  the  mazy  stream  unravelled 
With  thy  best  imaginings,  — 

Think,  if  thou  on  beauty  leanest, 
Think  how  pitiful  that  stay, 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 
Charms  superior  to  decay. 

Duty,  like  a  strict  preceptor. 
Sometimes  frowns,  or  seems  to  frown; 
Choose  her  thistle  for  thy  sceptre, 
While  youth's  roses  are  thy  crown. 

Grasp  it,  —  if  thou  shrink  and  tremble^ 
Fairest  damsel  of  the  green. 
Thou  wilt  lack  the  only  symbol 
That  proclaims  a  genuine  queen, 

And  insures  those  palms  of  honor 
Which  selected  spirits  wear. 
Bending  low  before  the  Donor, 
Lord  of  heaven's  unchanging  year ! 

1«T 
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xvm. 

THE  NORMAN  BOY. 

Hion  on  a  broad,  anfertile  tract  of  forestHskirted 

Down, 
Nor  kept  by  Nature  for  herself,  nor  made  by  man 

his  own, 
From  home  and  company  remote  and  every  playful 

joy. 

Served,  tending  a  few  sheep  and  goats,  a  ragged 
Norman  Boy. 

Him  never  saw  1,  nor  the  spot ;  but  from  an  Eng- 
lish Dame, 

Stranger  to  me  and  yet  my  friend,  a  simple  notice 
came, 

With  suit  that  I  would  speak  in  verse  of  that  se- 
questered child. 

Whom,  one  bleak  winter's  day,  she  met  upon  the 
dreary  Wild. 

His  flock,  along  the  woodland's  edge  with  relics 

sprinkled  o'er 
Of  last  night's  snow,  beneath  a  sky  threatening  the 

fall  of  more, 
Where  tufts  of  herbage  tempted  each,  were  busy 

at  their  feed. 
And  the  poor  Boy  was  busier  still,  with  work  of 

anxious  heed. 

▼Of-  I.  15 
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There  was  he,  where  of  branches  rent  and  with- 
ered and  decayed, 

For  covert  from  the  keen  north  wind,  his  hands  a 
hut  had  made. 

A  tiny  tenement,  forsooth,  and  frail,  as  needfl 
must  be 

A  thing  of  such  materials  framed,  by  a  builder 
such  as  he. 

The  hut  stood  finished  by  his  pains,  nor  seemingly 
lacked  aught 

That  skill  or  means  of  his  could  add,  but  the  ar- 
chitect had  wrought 

Some  limber  twigs  into  a  Cross,  well  shaped  with 
fingers  nice, 

To  be  engrafted  on  the  top  of  his  small  edifice. 

That  Cross  he  now  was  fastening  there,  as  the 

surest  power  and  best 
For  supplying  all  deficiencies,  all  wants  of  the  rude 

nest 
In  which,  from  burning  hcAt,  or  tempest  driving 

far  and  wide. 
The  innocent  Boy,  else  shelterless,  his  lonely  head 

must  hide. 

That  Cross  belike  he  also  raised  as  a  standard  for 

the  true 
And  futhful  service  of  his  heart  in  the  worst  that 

might  ensue 
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Of  hardship  and  distressful  fear,  amid  the  house- 
less waste 

Where  he,  in  his  poor  self  so  weak,  by  Providence 
was  placed. 

Here,  Ladj !  might  I  cease ;  but  nay,  let  ta 

before  we  part 

With  this  dear  holy  shepherd-boy  breathe  a  prayer 
of  earnest  heart, 

That  unto  him,  where'er  shall  lie  his  life's  ap- 
pointed way. 

The  Cross,  fixed  in  his  soul,  may  prove  an  ail- 
sufficing  stay. 


XIX. 
THE  POET»S  DREAM. 

■■QUEL  TO  THX  VOBUA3X  BOT. 

Just  as  those  final  words  were  penned,  the  sun 

broke  out  in  power, 
And  gladdened  all  things ;  but,  as  chanced,  within 

that  very  hour. 
Air  blackened,  thunder  growled,  fire  flashed  from 

clouds  that  hid  the  sky. 
And,  for  the  Subject  of  my  Verse,  I  heaved  a 

pensive  sigh. 
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Nor  could  mj  heart  bj   second   thoughts  from 

heaviness  be  cleared, 
For  bodied  forth  before  my  ejes  the  cross-crowned 

hut  appeared ; 
And,  while  around  it  storm  as  fierce  seemed  troub^ 

ling  earth  and  air, 
I  saw,  within,  the  Norman  Boy  kneehng  alone  in 

prayer. 

The  Child,  as  if  the  thunder's  voice  spake  with 

articulate  call. 
Bowed  meekly,  in  submissive  fear,  before  the  Lord 

of  All; 
His  lips  were  moving ;  and  his  eyes,  upraised  to 

sue  for  grace. 
With  soft  illumination  cheered  the  dimness  of  that 

place. 

How  beautiful  is  holiness  !  —  what  wonder  if  the 

sight. 
Almost  as  vivid  as  a  dream,  produced  a  dream  at 

night  ? 
It  came  with  sleep,  and  showed  the  Boy,  no  cherub, 

not  transformed, 
But  the  poor  ragged  Thing  whose  ways  my  human 

heart  had  warmed. 

Me  had  the  dream  equipped  with  wings,  so  I  took 

him  in  my  arms. 
And  lifted  from  the  grassy  floor,  stilling  his  faint 

alarms,    ' 
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And  bore  him  high  through  yielding  air,  my  debt 

of  love  to  pay, 
By  giving  him,  for  both  our  sakes,  an  hour  of 

holiday. 

I  whispered,  "  Yet  a  little  while,  dear  CJhild !  thou 

art  my  own, 
To  show  thee  some  deUghtful  thing,  in  country  or 

in  town. 
Wliat  shall  it  be  ?  a  mirthful  throng  ?  or  that  holy 

place  and  calm, 
St.  Denis,  filled  with  royal  tombs,  or  the  Church 

of  Notre  Dame  ? 

"  St.  Ouen's  golden  Shrine  ?    Or  choose  what  else 

would  please  thee  most 
Of  any  wonder  Normandy,  or  all  proud  France, 

can  boast ! " 
"  My  mother,"  said  the  Boy,  "  was  bom  near  to  a 

blessed  Tree, 
The  Chapel  Oak  of  Allonville  ;  good  Angel,  show 

it  me ! " 

On  wings,  from  broad  and  steadfast  poise  let  loose 

by  tliis  reply. 
For  Allonville,  o'er  down  and  dale,  away  then  did 

we  fly ; 
O'er  town  and  tower  we  flew,  and  fields  in  May's 

fresh  verdure  drest ; 
The  wings  they  did  not  flag ;  the  Child,  though 

gi-ave,  was  not  deprest 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


230  THE  poet's  dream. 

But  who  shall  show,  to  waking  sense,  the  gleam  of 

light  that  broke 
Forth  from  his  eyes,  when  first  the  Boy  looked 

down  on  that  huge  oak, 
For  length  of  days  so  much  revered,  so  famous 

where  it  stands 
For  twofold  hallowing,  —  Nature's  care,  and  work 

of  human  hands  ? 

Strong  as  an  eagle,  with  my  charge  I  glided  round 

and  round 
The  wide-spread  boughs,  for  view  of  door,  window, 

and  stair  that  wound 
Gracefully  up  the  gnarled  trunk ;   nor  left   we 

unsurveyed 
The  pointed  steeple  peering  forth  from  the  centre 

of  the  shade. 

I  lighted,  —  opened  with  soft  touch  the  chapel's 

iron  door. 
Past  softly,  leading  in  the  Boy  ;  and,  while  from 

roof  to  floor. 
From  floor  to  roof,  all  round  his  eyes  the  Child 

with  wonder  cast. 
Pleasure  on  pleasure  crowded  in,  each  livelier  than 

the  last. 

I^'or,  deftly  framed  within  the  trunk,  the  sanctuary 
showed. 

By  light  of  lamp  and  precious  stones,  that  glim- 
mered here,  there  glowed. 
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Shrine,  Altar,  Image,  Offerings  hung  in  sigii  of 

gratitude ; 
Sight  that  inspired  accordant  thoughts ;  and  speech 

I  thus  renewed : 

**  Ilither  the  Afflicted  come,  as  thou  hast  heard 

thy  mother  say. 
And,  kneeling,  supplication  make  to  our  Lady  de 

la  Paix; 
What  mournful  sighs  have  here  been  heard,  and, 

when  the  voice  was  stopt 
By  sudden  pangs,  what  bitter  tears  have  on  this 

pavement  dropt  I 

"  Poor  Shepherd  of  the  naked  Down,  a  favored 

lot  is  thine, 
Far  happier  lot,  dear  Boy,  than  brings  full  many 

to  this  shrine ; 
From  body  pains  and  pains  of  soul  thou  needest 

no  release, 
Thy  hours  as  they  flow  on  are  spent,  if  not  in  joy, 

in  peace. 

^  Then  offer  up  thy  heart  to  God  in  thankfulness 

and  praise, 
Give  to  him  prayers,  and  many  thoughts,  in  thy 

most  busy  days ; 
And  in  his  sight  the  fragile  Cross,  on  thy  smaU 

hut,  will  be 
Holy  as  that  which  long  hath  crowned  the  Chape) 

of  this  Tree ; 
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^  Holy  as  that  far  seen  which  crowns  the  sumptuous 

Church  in  Rome 
Where  thousands  meet  to  worship  Grod  under  a 

mighty  Dome ; 
He  sees  the  bending  multitude,  he  hears  the  choral 

rites, 
Yet  not  the  less  in  children's  hymns  and  lonely 

prayer  delights. 

*  God  for  his  service  needeth  not  proud  work  of 

human  skill ; 
They  please  him  best  who  labor  most  to  do  in 

peace  his  will : 
So  let  us  strive  to  Hve,  and  to  our  Spirits  will  be 

given 
Such  wings  as,  when  our  Saviour  calls,  shall  bear 

us  up  to  heaven." 

The  Boy  no  answer  made  by  words,  but,  so  ear- 
nest was  his  look. 

Sleep  fled,  and  with  it  fled  the  dream, — recorded 
in  this  book. 

Lest  all  that  passed  should  melt  away  in  silence 
from  my  mind, 

As  visions  still  more  bright  have  done,  and  left  no 
trace  behind. 

But  oh !    that  countryman   of  thine,  whose  eye, 

loved  Child,  can  see 
A  pledge  of  endless  bliss  in  acts  of  early  piety, 
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In  verse,  which  to  thy  ear  might  come,  would  treat 
this  simple  theme, 

Nor  leave  untold  our  happy  flight  in  that  adven- 
turous dream. 

Alas  I  the  dream,  to  thee,  poor  Boy !  to  thee  from 

whom  it  flowed, 
Was  nothing,  scarcely  can  be  aught,  yet  'tvrhA 

bounteously  bestowed, 
If  I  may  dare  to  cherish  hope  that  gentle  eyes  will 

read 
Not  loth,  and  listening  Little-ones,  heart^touched, 

their  fancies  feed.* 


THE  WESTMORELAND  GIRL. 

TO  MT  ORASDCHILDBEIV. 
PART   I. 

Seek  who  will  delight  in  fable, 
I  shall  tell  you  truth.     A  Lamb 
Leapt  from  this  steep  bank  to  follow 
'Cross  the  brook  its  thoughtless  dam« 

*  See  note. 
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Far  and  wide  on  hill  and  valley 
Rain  had  fallen,  unceasing  rain. 
And  the  bleating  mother's  Young-oiM 
Struggled  with  the  flood  in  vain  : 

But,  as  chanced,  a  Cottage-maiden, 
(Ten  years  scarcely  had  she  told,) 
Seeing,  plunged  into  the  torrent, 
Clasped  the  Lamb  and  kept  her  hold* 

Wliirled  adown  the  rocky  channel, 
Sulking,  nsing,  on  they  go. 
Peace  and  rest,  as  seems,  before  them 
Only  in  the  lake  below. 

Oh !  it  was  a  frightful  current 
Whose  fierce  wrath  the  Girl  had  braved ; 
Clap  your  hands  with  joy,  my  Hearers, 
Shout  m  triumph,  both  are  saved ;  — 

Saved  by  courage  that  with  danger 
Grew,  by  strength  the  gift  of  love, 
And  belike  a  guardian  angel 
Came  with  succor  fram  above. 


PART  n. 


Now,  to  a  maturer  Audience, 
Let  me  speak  of  this  brave  Child, 
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Left  among  her  native  moantains 
With  wild  Nature  to  run  wild. 

So,  unwatched  by  love  maternal, 
Mother's  care  no  more  her  guide, 
Fared  this  little  bright-eyed  Orphan 
Even  while  at  her  father's  side. 

Spare  your  blame, — remembrance  makes  him 
Loth  to  rule  by  strict  command ; 
StiU  upon  his  cheek  are  living 
Touches  of  her  infant  hand,  — 

Dear  caresses  given  in  pity, 
Sympathy  that  soothed  his  grief, 
As  the  dying  mother  witnessed 
To  her  thankful  mind's  relief. 

Time  passed  on  ;  the  Child  was  happy, 
Like  a  spirit  of  air  she  moved, 
Wayward,  yet  by  all  who  knew  her 
For  her  tender  heart  beloved. 

Scarcely  less  than  sacred  passions, 
Bred  in  house,  in  grove,  and  field, 
Link  her  with  the  inferior  creatures, 
Urge  her  powers  their  rights  to  shield. 

Anglers,  bent  on  reckless  pastime. 
Learn  how  she  can  feel  alike 
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Both  for  tiny,  harmless  minnow 

And  the  fierce  and  sharp-toothed  pike* 

Merciful  protectress,  kindling 
Into  anger  or  disdain, 
Manj  a  captive  hath  she  rescued, 
Others  saved  from  lingering  pcun. 

Listen  yet  awhile,  —  with  patience 
Hear  the  homely  truths  I  tell,  — 
She  in  Grasmere's  old  church-steeple 
Tolled  this  day  the  passing-belL 

Tes,  the  wild  Girl  of  the  mountains 
To  their  echoes  gave  the  sound. 
Notice  punctual  as  the  minute. 
Warning  solemn  and  profound. 

She,  fulfilling  her  sire's  office, 
Hang  alone  the  far-heard  knell, 
Tribute,  by  her  hand,  in  sorrow. 
Paid  to  One  who  loved  her  well. 

When  his  spirit  was  departed. 
On  that  service  she  went  forth ; 
Nor  will  fail  the  like  to  render 
When  his  corse  is  laid  in  earth. 

What  then  wants  the  Child  to  temper, 
In  her  breast,  unruly  fire. 
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To  control  the  fro  ward  impulse 
And  restrain  the  vague  desire  ? 

Easily  a  pious  training. 
And  a  steadfast  outward  power 
Would  supplant  the  weeds,  and  cherish* 
In  their  stead,  each  opening  flower 

Thus  the  fearless  Lamb-deliverer, 
Woman-grown,  meek-hearted,  sage, 
May  become  a  blest  example 
For  her  sex,  of  every  age. 

Watchful  as  a  wheeling  eagle. 
Constant  as  a  soaring  lark. 
Should  the  country  need  a  heroine, 
She  might  prove  our  Maid  of  Arc 

Leave  that  thought ;  and  here  be  uttered 
Prayer  that  Grace  divine  may  raise 
Her  humane,  courageous  spirit 
Cp  to  heaven,  through  peaceful  ways. 
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*^  Thesb  Tourists,  Heaven  preserve  us !  needs  most 

live 
A  profitable  life :  some  glance  along, 
Rapid  and  gay,  as  if  the  earth  were  air, 
And  they  were  buttei^fiies  to  wheel  about 
Long  as  the  summer  lasted :  some,  as  wise. 
Perched  on  the  forehead  of  a  jutting  crag. 
Pencil  in  hand  and  book  upon  the  knee. 
Will  look  and  scribble,  scribble  on  and  look, 
Until  a  man  might  travel  twelve  stout  miles. 
Or  reap  an  acre  of  his  neighbor's  conu 
But,  for  that  moping  Son  of  Idleness, 
Why  can  he  tarry  yonder  ?  —  In  our  church-yard 
Is  neither  epitaph  nor  monument. 
Tombstone  nor  name,' — only  the  turf  we  tread 
And  a  few  natural  graves." 

To  Jane,  his  wife^ 
Thus  spake  the  homely  Priest  of  Ennerdale. 
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It  was  a  July  evening ;  and  he  sat 
Upon  the  long  stone  seat  beneath  the  eaves 
Of  his  old  cottage,  —  as  it  chanced,  that  day, 
Employed  in  winter's  work.     Upon  the  stone 
His  wife  sat  near  him,  teasing  matted  wool, 
While,  from  the  twin  cards  toothed  with  glittering 

wire, 
lie  fed  the  spindle  of  his  youngest  child, 
Who,  in  the  open  air,  with  due  accord 
Of  busy  hands  and  back-and-forward  steps 
Her  large,  round  wheel  was  turning.     Towards  the 

field 
In  which  the  Parish  Chapel  stood  alone. 
Girt  round  with  a  bare  ring  of  mossy  wall. 
While  half  an  hour  went  by,  the  Priest  had  sent 
Many  a  long  look  of  wonder :  and  at  last. 
Risen  from  his  seat,  beside  the  snow-white  ridge 
Of  carded  wool  which  the  old  man  had  piled 
He  laid  his  implements  with  gentle  care, 
Each  in  the  other  locked ;  and  down  the  path 
That  from  his  cottage  to  the  churchyard  led 
He  took  his  way,  impatient  to  accost 
The  Stranger,  whom  he  saw  still  lingering  there. 

'T  was  one  well  known  to  him  in  former  daysi 
A  Shepherd-lad ;  who  ere  his  sixteenth  year 
Had  led  that  calling,  tempted  to  intrust 
His  expectations  to  the  fickle  winds 
And  perilous  waters ;  with  the  mariners 
A  fellow-mariner;  —  and  so  had  fared 
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Through  twenty  seasons ;  but  he  had  been  reared 

Among  the  mountains,  and  he  in  his  heart 

Was  half  a  shepherd  on  the  stormy  seas. 

Oft  in  the  piping  shrouds  had  Leonard  heard 

The  tones  of  waterfalls,  and  inland  sounds 

Of  caves  and  trees : — and,  when  the  regular  wind 

Between  the  tropics  filled  the  steady  sail, 

And  blew  with  the  same  breath  through  days  and 

weeks, 
Lengthening  invisibly  its  weary  line 
Along  the  cloudless  main,  he,  in  those  hours 
Of  tiresome  indolence,  would  often  hang 
Over  the  vessel's  side,  and  gaze  and  gaze ; 
And,  while  the  broad  blue  wave  and  sparkling  foam 
Flashed  round  him  images  and  hues  that  wrought 
In  union  with  the  employment  of  his  heart, 
He,  thus  by  feverish  passion  overcome, 
Even  with  the  organs  of  his  bodily  eye, 
Below  him,  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
Saw  mountains ;  saw  the  forms  of  sheep  that 

grazed 
On  verdant  hills, —  with  dwellings  among  trees, 
And  shepherds  clad  in  the  same  country  gray 
Which  he  himself  had  worn.* 

And  now,  at  last. 
From  perils  manifold,  with  some  small  wealth 

♦  T/M  description  of  the  Calenture  is  sketched  from  an  im- 
perfect recollection  of  an  admirable  one  in  prose,  by  Mr.  Gilbert, 
tuthor  of  ths  Hurricane. 
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Acquired  by  traffic  'mid  the  Indian  Isles, 

To  his  paternal  home  he  is  returned, 

With  a  determined  purpose  to  resume 

The  life  he  had  lived  there ;  both  for  the  sake 

Of  many  darling  pleasures,  and  the  love 

Which  to  an  only  brother  he  has  borne 

In  all  his  hardships,  since  that  happy  time 

When,  whether  it  blew  foul  or  fair,  they  two 

Were  brother-shepherds  on  their  native  hills. 

—  They  were  the  last  of  all  their  race  :  and  now, 

WTien  Leonard  iiad  approached  his  home,  his  heart 

Failed  in  him ;  and,  not  venturing  to  inquire 

Tidings  of  one  so  long  and  dearly  loved. 

He  to  the  solitary  charchyard  turned. 

That,  as  he  knew  in  what  particular  spot 

His  family  were  laid,  he  thence  might  learn 

If  still  his  Brother  lived,  or  to  the  file 

Another  grave  was  added.  —  He  had  found 

Another  grave,  —  near  which  a  full  half-hour 

He  had  remained ;  but,  as  he  gazed,  there  grew 

Such  a  confusion  in  his  memory. 

That  he  began  to  doubt,  and  even  to  hope 

That  he  had  seen  this  heap  of  turf  before,  — 

That  it  was  not  another  grave,  but  one 

He  had  forgotten.     He  had  lost  his  path. 

As  up  the  vale,  that  aflemoon,  he  walked 

Through  fields  which  once  had  been  well  known 

to  him : 
And  0  what  joy  this  recollection  now 
Sent  to  his  heart  I  he  lifted  up  his  eyes, 
you  I.  16 
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And,  looking  round,  imagined  that  he  saw 
Strange  alteration  wrought  on  every  side 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  and  that  the  rocks 
And  everlasting  hills  themselves  were  changed. 

Bj  this  the  Priest,  who  down  the  field  had  come, 
Unseen  by  Leonard,  at  the  churchyard  gate 
Stopped  short,  —  and  thence,  at  leisure,  limb  by 

limb, 
Perused  him  with  a  gay  complacency. 
Ay,  thought  the  Vicar,  smiling  to  himself, 
*T  is  one  of  those  who  needs  must  leave  the  path 
Of  the  world's  business  to  go  wild  alone : 
His  arms  have  a  perpetual  holiday ; 
The  happy  man  will  creep  about  the  fields, 
Following  his  fancies  by  the  hour,  to  bring 
Tears  down  his  cheek,  or  solitary  smiles 
Into  his  face,  until  the  setting  sun 
Write  fool  upon  his  forehead.  —  Planted  thus 
Beneath  a  shed  that  overarched  the  gate 
Of  this  rude  churchyard,  till  the  stars  appeared 
The  good  man  might  have  communed  with  him- 
self. 
But  that  the  Stranger,  who  had  left  the  grave, 
Approached ;  he  recognized  the  Priest  at  once, 
And,  after  greetings  interchanged,  and  given 
By  Leonard  to  the  Vicar  as  to  one 
Unknown  to  him,  this  dialogue  ensued. 

Leonard.  You  live,  Sir,  in  these  dales,  a  quie( 
life: 
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Tour  years  make  up  one  peaceful  family ; 
And  who  would  grieve  and  fret,  if,  welcome  come 
And  welcome  gone,  they  are  so  like  each  other, 
They  cannot  be  remembered  ?     Scarce  a  funeral 
Comes  to  this  churchyard  once  in  eighteen  months ; 
And  yet  some  changes  must  take  place  among  you : 
And  you,  who  dwell  here,  even  among  these  rocku 
Can  trace  the  finger  of  mortality, 
And  see,  that  with  our  threescore  years  and  ten 

We  are  not  all  that  perish. 1  remember, 

(For  many  years  ago  I  passed  this  road,) 
There  was  a  foot-way  all  along  the  fields 
By  the  brook-side,  —  't  is  gone!  —  and  that  dark 

cleft! 
To  me  it  does  not  seem  to  wear  the  face 
Which  then  it  had ! 

Priest  Nay,  Sir,  for  aught  1  know 

That  chasm  is  much  the  same  — 

Leonard,  But,  surely,  yonder  — 

Priest.  Ay,  there,  indeed,  your  memory  is  a 
friend 
Tliat  does  not  play  you  false.  —  On  that  tall  pike 
(It  is  the  loneliest  place  of  all  these  hills) 
There  were  two  springs  which  bubbled  side  by  side, 
As  if  they  had  been  made  that  they  might  be 
Companions  for  each  other :  the  huge  crag 
Was  rent  with  lightning,  —  one  hath  disappeared  \ 
The  other,  left  behind,  is  flowing  still. 
For  accidents  and  changes  such  as  these. 
We  want  not  store  of  them ;  —  a  water-spout 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  iC 


Hi    POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

Will  bring  down  half  a  mountain ;  —  what  a  feast 
For  folks  that  wander  up  and  down  like  you, 
To  see  an  acre's  breadth  of  that  wide  cliff 
One  roaring  cataract!     A  sharp  May  storm 
Will  come  with  loads  of  January  snow, 
And  in  one  night  send  twenty  score  of  sheep 
To  feed  the  ravens  ;  or  a  shepherd  dies 
By  some  untoward  death  among  the  rocks : 
The  ice  breaks  up  and  sweeps  away  a  bridge ; 
A  wood  is  felled.     And  then  for  our  own  homes  I 
A  child  is  born  or  christened,  a  field  ploughed, 
A  daughter  sent  to  service,  a  web  spun, 
The  old  house-clock  is  decked  with  a  new  face ; 
And  hence,  so  far  from  wanting  facts  or  dates 
To  chronicle  the  time,  we  all  have  here 
A  pair  of  diaries,  —  one  serving,  Sir, 
For  the  whole  dale,  and  one  for  each  fireside.  — 
Yours  was  a  stranger's  judgment :  for  historians, 
Commend  me  to  these  valleys ! 

Leonard.  Yet  your  churchyard 

Seems,  if  such  freedom  may  be  used  with  you, 
To  say  that  you  are  heedless  of  the  past : 
An  orphan  could  not  find  his  mother's  grave  : 
Here 's  neither  head  nor  foot-stone,  plate  of  brass, 
Cixjss-bones  nor  skull,  —  type  of  our  earthly  state 
Nor  emblem  of  our  hopes :  the  dead  man's  home 
Is  but  a  fellow  to  that  pasture-field. 

Priest,  Why,  there,  Sir,  is  a  thought  that 's  new 
to  me! 
Tlie  stone-cutters,  't  is  true,  might  beg  their  bread 
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K  every  English  churchyard  were  like  ours : 
Yet  your  conclusion  wanders  from  the  truth : 
We  have  no  need  of  names  and  epitaphs ; 
We  talk  about  the  dead  by  our  firesides. 
And  then,  for  our  immortal  part !  we  want 
No  symbols,  Sir,  to  tell  us  that  plain  tale : 
The  thought  of  death  sits  easy  on  the  man 
Who  has  been  bom  and  die^  among  the  moun- 
tains. 

Leonard,   Your   Dalesmen,  then,  do  in  each 
other's  thoughts 
Possess  a  kind  of  second  life :  no  doubt 
You,  Sir,  could  help  me  to  the  history 
Of  half  these  graves  ? 

Priest,  For  eightscore  winters  past, 

With  what  I  *ve  witnessed,  and  with  what  I  Ve 

heard. 
Perhaps  I  might ;  and,  on  a  winter  evening. 
If  you  were  seated  at  my  chimney's  nook, 
By  turning  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one. 
We  two  could  travel,  Sir,  through  a  strange  round; 
Yet  all  in  the  broad  highway  of  the  world. 
Now  there's  a  grave, — your  foot  is  half  upon  it,— 
It  looks  just  like  the  rest ;  and  yet  that  man 
Died  broken-hearted. 

Leonard,  T  is  a  common  case. 

We  'II  take  another :  who  is  he  that  lies 
Beneath  yon  ndge,  the  last  of  those  three  graves? 
It  touches  on  that  piece  of  native  rock 
Left  in  the  churchyard  wall. 
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Priest.  That  *8  Walter  Ewbank. 

He  had  as  white  a  head  and  fresh  a  cheek 
As  ever  were  produced  hy  youth  and  age 
Engendering  in  the  blood  of  hale  fourscore. 
Through  five  long  generations  had  the  heart 
Of  Walter's  forefathers  o'erflowed  the  bounds 
Of  their  inheritance,  that  single  cottage  — 
You  see  it  yonder  —  and  those  few  green  fields. 
They  toiled  and  wrought,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son, 
Each  struggled,  and  each  yielded  as  before 
A  little.  —  yet  a  little, — and  old  Walter, 
They  left  to  him  the  family  heart,  and  land 
With  other  burdens  than  the  crop  it  bore. 
Year  after  year  the  old  man  still  kept  up 
A  cheerful  mind, — and  buffeted  with  bond, 
Interest,  and  mortgages ;  at  last  he  sank, 
And  went  into  his  grave  before  his  time. 
Poor  Walter !  whether  it  was  care  that  spurred  him 
God  only  knows,  but  to  the  very  last 
He  had  the  lightest  foot  in  Ennerdale : 
His  pace  was  never  that  of  an  old  man  : 
I  almost  see  him  tripping  down  the  path 
With  his  two  grandsons  after  him.  —  But  you, 
Unless  our  Landlord  be  your  host  to-night, 
Have  far  to  travel,  —  and  on  these  rough  paths 
Even  in  the  longest  day  of  midsummer  — 

Leonard,  But  those  two  Orphans  ! 

Priest.  Orphans  !  —  Such  they  were,  — 

Vet  not  while  Walter  lived  :  —  for,  though  theii 
parents 
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Lay  buried  side  by  side  as  now  they  lie, 
The  old  man  was  a  father  to  the  boys, 
Two  fathers  in  one  father:  and  if  tears. 
Shed  when  he  talked  of  them  where  they  were  not, 
And  hauntings  from  the  infirmity  of  love. 
Are  aught  of  what  makes  up  a  mother's  heart, 
This  old  man,  in  the  day  of  his  old  age, 
Was  half  a  mother  to  them.  —  If  you  weep,  Sir, 
To  hear  a  stranger  talking  about  strangers. 
Heaven  bless  you  when  you  are  among  your  kin- 
dred ! 
Ay, — you  may  turn  that  way,  —  it  is  a  grave 
Which  will  bear  looking  at. 

Leonard.  These  boys,  — :  I  hope 

They  loved  this  good  old  man  ? 

Priest.  They  did,  —  and  truly : 

But  that  was  what  we  almost  overlooked. 
They  were  such  darlings  of  each  other.     Yes, 
Though  from  the  cradle  they  had  lived  with  Walter, 
The  only  kinsman  near  them,  and  though  he 
Inclined  to  both  by  reason  of  his  age, 
With  a  more  fond,  familiar  tenderness. 
They,  notwithstanding,  had  much  love  to  spare, 
And  it  ^1  went  into  each  other's  hearts. 
Leonard,  the  elder  by  just  eighteen  months. 
Was  two  years  taller :  't  was  a  joy  to  see. 
To  hear,  to  meet  them  I  —  From  their  house  the 

school 
Is  distant  three  short  miles,  and  in  the  time 
Of  storm  and  thaw,  when  every  watercourse 
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And  unbridged  stream,  such  as  70a  may  ha>e 

noticed 
Crossing  our  roads  at  every  hundred  steps, 
Was  swollen  into  a  noisy  rivulet, 
Would  Leonard  then,  when  elder  boys  remained 
At  home,  go  staggering  through  the  slippery  fords. 
Bearing  his  brother  on  his  back.     I  have  seen  him, 
On  windy  days,  in  one' of  those  stray  brooks. 
Ay,  more  than  once  I  have  seen  him,  mid-leg  deep, 
Their  two  books  lying  both  on  a  dry  stone. 
Upon  the  hither  side  :  and  once  I  said. 
As  I  remember,  looking  round  these  rocks 
And  hills  on  which  we  all  of  us  were  born. 
That  God  who  made  the  great  book  of  the  world 
Would  bless  such  piety  — 

Leonard.  It  may  be  then  — 

Priest,  Never  did  worthier  lads  break  English 

bread ; 
The  very  brightest  Sunday  Autumn  saw, 
With  all  its  mealy  clusters  of  ripe  nuts. 
Could  never  keep  those  boys  away  from  church, 
Or  tempt  them  to  an  hour  of  Sabbath  breach. 
Leonard  and  James !  I  warrant,  every  comer 
Among  these  rocks,  and  every  hollow  place 
That  venturous  foot  could  reach,  to  one  or  both 
Was  known  as  well  as  to  the  flowers  that  grow 

there. 
Like  roebucks  they  went  bounding  o'er  the  hills ; 
They  played  like  two  young  ravens  on  the  crags : 
Then  they  could  write,  ay  and  speak  too,  as  well 
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ks  many  of  their  betters ;  —  and  for  Leonard 
The  very  night  before  he  went  away, 
In  my  own  house  I  put  into  his  hand 
A  Bible,  and  I  'd  wager  house  and  field 
That,  if  he  be  alive,  he  has  it  yet. 

Leonard.  It  seems,  these  brothers  have  not  lived 
to  be 
A  comfort  to  each  other  — 

Priest.  That  they  might 

Live  to  such  end  is  what  both  old  and  young 
In  this  our  valley  all  of  us  have  wished, 
And  what,  for  my  part,  I  have  often  prayed : 
But  Leonard  — 

LeonarcL    Then  James  still  is  left  among  you 

Priest.  'Tis  of  the  elder  brother  I  am  speaking 
They  had  an  uncle ;  —  he  was  at  that  time 
A  thriving  man,  and  trafficked  on  the  seas : 
And,  but  for  that  same  uncle,  to  this  hour 
Leonard  had  never  handled  rope  or  shroud : 
For  the  boy  loved  the  life  which  we  lead  here ; 
And  though  of  unripe  years,  a  stripling  only, 
His  soul  was  knit  to  this  his  native  soil. 
But,  as  I  said,  old  Walter  was  too  weak 
To  strive  with  such  a  torrent ;  when  he  died. 
The  estate  and  house  were  sold;  and  all  their  sheep 
A  pretty  fiock,  and  which,  for  aught  I  know. 
Had  clothed  the  Ewbanks  for  a  thousand  years. 
Well  —  all  was  gone,  and  they  were  destitute, 
And  Leonard,  chiefiy  for  his  brother's  sake, 
Resolved  to  try  his  fortune  on  the  seas. 
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Twelve  years  are  past  since  we  had  tidings  from 

him. 
If  there  were  one  among  us  who  had  heard 
That  Leonard  Ewbank  was  come  home  again, 
From  the  Great  Gavel,*  down  by  Leeza's  banks. 
And  down  the  Enna,  far  as  Egremont, 
The  day  would  be  a  joyous  festival ; 
And  those  two  bells  of  ours,  which  there  you  see, 
Hanging  in  the  open  air  —  But,  O  good  8ir  I 
This  is  sad  talk,  —  they  '11  never  sound  for  him. 
Living  or  dead.  —  When  last  we  heard  of  him, 
He  was  in  slavery  among  the  Moors 
Upon  the  Barbary  coast.  —  *T  was  not  a  little 
That  would  bring  down  his  spirit ;  and  no  doubt, 
Before  it  ended  in  his  death,  the  Youth 
Was  sadly  crossed.  —  Poor  Leonard  !  when  wo 

parted. 
He  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  said  to  me, 
If  e'er  he  should  grow  rich,  he  would  return, 
To  live  in  peace  upon  his  father's  land. 
And  lay  his  bones  among  us. 

Leonard.  If  that  day 

Should  come,  't  would  needs  be  a  glad  day  for  him ; 

*  The  Great  Gavel,  so  caHed,  I  Imagine,  from  its  resem- 
blance to  the  gable  end  of  a  house,  is  one  of  the  highest  of  the 
Cumberland  Mountains.  It  stands  at  the  head  of  the  several 
vales  of  Ennerdale,WastdaIe,  and  Borrowdale. 

Tiie  Lecza  is  a  river  which  flows  into  the  Lake  of  Ennerdale : 
on  issuing  from  the  lake,  it  changes  its  name,  and  is  called  the 
End,  Eyne,  or  Enna.  It  falls  into  the  sea  a  little  below  Egr» 
uont. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


TUB  BROTHERS.  251 

He  would  himself,  no  doubt,  be  happy  then 
Ajb  any  that  should  meet  him  — 

Priest.  Hapi)y  !  Sir  — 

Leonard.  You  said  his  kindred  all  were  in  their 
graves, 
And  that  he  had  one  Brother  — 

Priest.  That  is  bat 

A  fellow-tale  of  sorrow.     From  his  youth 
James,  though  not  sickly,  yet  was  delicate ; 
And  Leonard  being  always  by  his  side 
Had  done  so  many  offices  about  him, 
That,  though  he  was  not  of  a  timid  nature, 
Yet  still  the  spirit  of  a  mountain-boy 
[n  him  was  somewhat  checked;  and  when  liia 

Brother 
Was  gone  to  sea,  and  he  was  left  alone, 
The  little  color  that  he  had  was  soon 
Stolen  from  his  cheek ;  he  dropped,  and  pined,  and 
pined  — 

Leonard.  But  these  are  all  the  graves  of  full- 
grown  men  ! 

Priest.  Ay,  Sir,  that  passed  away :  we  took  him 
to  us ; 
He  was  the  child  of  all  the  dale ;  —  he  lived 
Three  months  with  one,  and  six  months  with  another; 
And  wanted  neither  food,  nor  clothes,  nor  love : 
And  many,  many  happy  days  were  his. 
But,  whether  blithe  or  sad,  *t  is  my  belief 
His  absent  Brother  still  was  at  his  heart. 
And  when  he  dwelt  beneath  our  roof,  we  found 
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(A  practice  till  this  time  unknown  to  him) 

That  often,  rising  from  his  bed  at  night. 

He  in  his  sleep  would  walk  about,  and  sleeping 

He  sought  his  brother  Leonard.  —  You  are  moved  1 

Forgive  me,  Sir :  before  I  spoke  to  you, 

I  judged  you  most  unkindly. 

Leonard.  But  this  Youthy 

How  did  he  die  at  last  ? 

Priest.  One  sweet  May-morning 

(It  will  be  twelve  years  since  when  Spring  returns) 
He  had  gone  forth  among  the  new-dropped  lambs, 
With  two  or  three  companions,  whom  their  course 
Of  occupation  led  from  height  to  height 
Under  a  cloudless  sun,  —  till  he,  at  length, 
Through  weariness,  or,  haply,  to  indulge 
The  humor  of  the  moment,  lagged  behind. 
You  see  yon  precipice ;  —  it  wears  the  shape 
Of  a  vast  building  made  of  many  crags  ; 
And  in  the  midst  is  one  particular  rock 
That  rises  like  a  column  from  the  vale, 
Whence  by  our  shepherds  it  is  called  The  Pillar. 
Upon  its  airy  summit  crowned  with  heath. 
The  loiterer,  not  unnoticed  by  his  comrades, 
Lay  stretched  at  ease ;  but,  passing  by  the  place 
On  their  return,  they  found  that  he  was  gone. 
No  ill  was  feared  ;  till  one  of  them  by  chance 
Kntering,  when  evening  was  far  spent,  the  house 
Which  at  that  time  was  James's  home,  there  learned 
That  nobody  had  seen  him  all  that  day : 
The  morning  came,  and  still  he  was  unheard  of: 
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The  neighbors  were  alarmed,  and  to  the  brook 
Some  hastened ;  some  ran  to  the  lake  :  ere  noon 
They  found  him  at  the  foot  of  that  same  rock, 
Dead,  and  with  mangled  limbs.   The  third  day  after, 
I  buried  him,  poor  Youth,  and  there  he  lies  ^ 
Leonard,  And  that  then  is  his  grave  1  —  Beforo 
his  death 
You  say  that  he  saw  many  happy  years  ? 
Priest,  Ay,  that  he  did  — 
Leonard,  And  all  went  well  with  him  ? 

Priest.  If  hehadone,  the  youth  had  twenty  homes. 
Leonard,  And  you  believe,  then,  that  his  mind 

was  easy? 
Priest.  Yes,  long  before  he  died,  he  found  that 
time 
£s  a  true  friend  to  sorrow ;  and  unless 
His  thoughts  were  turned  on  Leonard's  luckless 

fortune, 
He  talked  about  him  with  a  cheerful  love. 
Leonard,  He  could  not  come  to  an  unhallowed 

end! 
Priest.  Nay,    God  forbid!  —  You   recollect   I 
mentioned 
A  habit  which  disquietude  and  grief 
Had  brought  upon  him ;  and  we  all  conjectured 
That,  as  the  day  was  warm,  he  had  lain  down 
On  the  soft  heath,  and,  waiting  for  his  comrades, 
He  there  had  fallen  asleep ;  that  in  his  sleep 
He  no  the  margin  of  the  precipice 
Had   walked,  and  from  the   summit  had  fallen 
headlong : 
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And  SO  no  doubt  he  perbhed.     When  the  Youth 
Fell,  in  his  hand  he  must  have  grasp'd,  we  think, 
His  shepherd's  staff;  for  on  that  Pillar  of  rock 
It  had  been  caught  midway  ;  and  there  for  years 
It  hung ;  —  and  mouldered  there. 

The  Priest  here  ended*  — 
The  Stranger  would  have  thanked  him,  but  he  felt 
A  gushing  from  his  heart,  that  took  away 
The  power  of  speech.    Both  left  the  spot  in  silence; 
And  Leonard,  when  they  reached  the  churchyard 

gate, 
As  the  Priest  lifted  up  the  latch,  turned  round,  — 
And,  looking  at  the  grave,  he  said, "  My  Brotherl " 
The  Vicar  did  not  hear  the  words :  and  now, 
He  pointed  towards  his  dwelling-place,  entreating 
Tiiat  Leonard  would  partake  his  homely  fare : 
The  other  thanked  him  with  an  earnest  voice ; 
But  added,  that,  the  evening  bemg  calm, 
He  would  pursue  his  journey.     So  they  parted. 

It  was  not  long  ere  Leonard  reached  a  grove 
That  overhung  the  road :  he  there  stopped  short, 
And,  sitting  down  beneath  the  trees,  reviewed 
All  that  the  Priest  had  said :  his  early  years 
Were  with  him :  his  long  absence,  cherished  hopes^ 
And  thoughts  which  had  been  his  an  hour  before. 
All  pressed  on  him  with  such  a  weight,  that  now 
This  vale,  where  he  had  been  so  happy,  seemed 
A  place  in  which  he  could  not  bear  to  live : 
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So  he  relinquished  all  his  purposes. 
He  travelled  back  to  Egremont :  and  thence, 
That  night,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Priest, 
Reminding  him  of  what  had  passed  between  them  : 
And  adding,  with  a  hope  to  be  forgiven, 
That  it  was  from  the  weakness  of  his  heart 
He  had  not  dared  to  tell  him  who  he  was. 
This  done,  he  went  on  shipboard,  and  is  now 
A  Seaman,  a  gray-headed  Mariner. 

1800. 


u. 
ARTEGAL  AND  ELTOURE. 

(am  THE  CHKOKICLB  OF  OEOFFRET  OF  MOKIIODTR  AMD 
MILTOM*B  HISTORY  OF  EXOLAKD.) 

Where  be  the  temples  which,  in  Britain's  isle, 
For  his  paternal  Grods,  the  Trojan  raised  ? 
Gone  like  a  morning  dream,  or  like  a  pile 
Of  clouds  that  in  cerulean  ether  blazed ! 
Ere  Julius  landed  on  her  white-clifted  shore. 

They  sank,  delivered  o'er 
To  fatal  dissolution  ;  and,  I  ween. 
No  vestige  then  was  left  that  such  had  ever  been. 

Nathless,  a  British  record  (long  concealed 

In  old  Armorica,  whose  secret  springs 

N"o  Gothic  conqueror  ever  drank)  revealed 
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The  marvellous  current  of  forgotten  things  i 
How  Brutus  came,  by  oracles  impelled, 

And  Albion's  giants  quelled, 
A  brood  whom  no  civility  could  melt, 
*^  Who  never  tasted  grace,  and  goodness  ne'er  had 
felt" 

}\y  brave  Corineus  aided,  he  subdued, 
And  rooted  out  the  intolerable  kind ; 
And  this  too-long-polluted  land  imbued 
With  goodly  arts  and  usages  refined ; 
Whence  golden  harvests,  cities,  warlike  towers. 

And  pleasure's  sumptuous  bowers  ; 
Whence  all  the  fixed  delights  of  house  and  home, 
Friendships  that  will  not  break,  and  love  that 
cannot  roam. 

O  happy  Britain  !  region  all  too  fair 
For  self-delighting  fency  to  endure 
That  silence  only  should  inhabit  there. 
Wild  beasts,  or  uncouth  savages  impure ! 
But,  uitermingled  with  the  generous  seed. 

Grew  many  a  poisonous  weed ; 
Thus  fares  it  still  with  all  that  takes  its  birth 
From  human  care,  or  grows  upon  the  breast  of 
earth. 

Hence,  and  how  soon !  that  war  of  vengeance  waged 
By  Guendolen  against  her  faithless  lord ; 
Till  she,  in  jealous  fury  unassuaged. 
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Elad  slain  his  paramour  with  ruthless  sword : 
Then,  into  Severn  hideously  defiled, 

She  flung  her  blameless  child, 
Sabrina,  —  vowing  that  the  stream  should  bear 
That  name  through  every  age,  her  hatred  to  de- 
clare. 

So  speaks  the  Chronicle,  and  tells  of  Lear 

By  his  ungrateful  daughters  turned  adrift. 

Ye  lightnings,  hear  his  voiq^ !  —  they  cannot  heai', 

Nor  can  the  winds  restore  his  simple  gift. 

But  One  there  is,  a  Child  of  nature  meek, 

Who  comes  her  Sire  to  seek ; 
And  he,  recovering  sense,  upon  her  breast 
Leans  smilingly,  and  sinks  into  a  perfect  rest. 

There  too  we  read  of  Spenser's  fairy  themes, 
And  those  that  Milton  loved  in  youthful  years ; 
The  sage  enchanter  Merlin's  subtle  schemes ; 
The  feats  of  Arthur  and  his  knightly  peers  ; 
Of  Arthur,  —  who,  to  upper  light  restored. 

With  that  terrific  sword 
Which  yet  he  brandishes  for  future  war. 
Shall  lift  his  country's  fame  above  the  polar  star' 

Wliat  wonder,  then,  if,  in  such  ample  field 
Of  old  tradition,  one  particular  flower 
Doth  seemingly  in  vain  its  fragrance  yield. 
And  bloom  unnoticed  even  to  this  late  hour  ? 
Now,  gentle  Muses,  your  assistance  grant, 
vol*.  I.  17 
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While  I  this  flower  transplant 
Into  a  garden  stored  with  Poesy  ; 
Where  flowers  and  herbs  unite,  and  haply  some 

weeds  be, 
That,  wanting  not  wild  grace,  are  from  all  mischief 

free! 

A  King  more  worthy  of  respect  and  love 
Than  wise  Grorbonian  ruled  not  in  his  day  ; 
And  grateful  Britain  prospered  far  above 
AH  neighboring  countries  through  his  righteous 

sway ; 
He  poured  rewards  and  honors  on  the  good ; 

The  oppressor  he  withstood  ; 
And  while  he  served  the  Gods  with  reverence  due, 
Fields  smiled,  and  temples  rose,  and  towns  and 

cities  grew. 

He  died,  whom  Artegal  succeeds,  —  his  son ; 

But  how  unworthy  of  that  sire  was  he ! 

A  hopeful  reign,  auspiciously  begun. 

Was  darkened  soon  by  foul  iniquity. 

From  crime  to  crime  he  mounted,  till  at  length 

The  nobles  leagued  their  strength 
With  a  vexed  people,  and  the  tyrant  chased  ; 
And  on  the  vacant  throne  his  worthier  Brothw 
placed. 

From  realm  to  realm  tlic  humbled  Exile  went, 
Suppliant  for  aid  his  kingdom  to  regain  ; 
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In  many  a  court,  and  many  a  warrior's  tent, 

He  urged  his  persevering  suit  in  vain. 

Him,  in  whose  wretched  heart  ambition  failed, 

Dire  poverty  assailed ; 
And,  tired  with  slights  his  pride  no  more  could 

brook, 
He  towards  his  native  country  cast  a  longing  look. 

Fair  blew  the  wished-for  wind, — the  voyage  sped ; 
He  landed ;  and,  by  many  dangers  scared, 
"  Poorly  provided,  poorly  followed," 
To  Calaterium's  forest  he  repaired. 
How  changed  from   him   who,   bom  to   highest 
place. 
Had  swayed  the  royal  mace. 
Flattered  and  feared,  despised  yet  deified, 
In  Troynovant,  his  seat  by  silver  Thames's  side ! 

From  that  wild  region  where  the  crownless  King 
Lay  in  concealment  with  his  scanty  train. 
Supporting  life  by  water  from  the  spring, 
And  such  chance  food  as  outlaws  can  obtain, 
Unto  the  few  whom  he  esteems  his  friends 

A  messenger  he  sends ; 
And  from  their  secret  loyalty  requires 
Shelter  and  daily  bread,  —  the  sum  of  his  desires. 

While  he  the  issue  waits,  at  early  mom 
Wandering  by  stealth  abroad,  he  chanced  to  hear 
A  startling  outcry  made  by  hound  and  horn, 
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From  which  the  tusky  wild  boar  flies  in  fear ; 
And,  scouring  toward  him  o'er  the  grassy  plain* 

Behold  the  hunter  train  I 
He  bids  his  little  company  advance 
With  seeming  unconcern  and  steady  oonntenanoe 

The  royal  Elidure,  who  leads  the  chase, 
Hath  checked  his  foaming  courser :  —  Can  it  be  ! 
Methinks  that  I  should  recognize  that  face, 
Though  much  disguised  by  long  adversity  I 
He  gazed  rejoicing,  and  again  he  gazed, 

Confounded  and  amazed.  — 
"  It  is  the  king,  my  brother  I "  and,  by  sound 
Of  his  own  voice  confirmed,  he  leaps  upon  the 
ground. 

Long,  strict,  and  tender  was  the  embrace  he  gave, 
Feebly  returned  by  daunted  Artegal ; 
Whose  natural  affection  doubts  enslave. 
And  apprehensions  dark  and  criminal. 
Loth  to  restrain  the  moving  interview, 

The  attendant  lords  withdrew ; 
Ajid,  while  they  stood  upon  the  plain  apart, 
Thus  Elidure,  by  words,  relieved  his  struggling 
heart 

**  By  heavenly  Powers  conducted,  we  have  met  j 
—  0  Brother  !  to  my  knowledge  lost  so  long^ 
But  neither  lost  to  love,  nor  to  regret, 
Nor  to  my  wishes  lost ;  — forgive  the  wrong. 
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(Such  it  maj  seem)  if  I  thy  crown  have  borne, 

Thy  royal  mantle  worn : 
E  was  their  natural  guardian  ;  and  't  is  just 
That  now  I  should  restore  what  hath  been  held  in 
trust* 

Awhile  the  astonished  Artegal  stood  mute, 
ITien  thus  exclaimed :  **  To  me,  of  titles  shorn. 
And  stripped  of  power !  me,  feeble,  destitute, 
To  me  a  kingdom  I     Spare  the  bitter  scorn : 
If  justice  ruled  the  breast  of  foreign  kings, 

Then,  on  the  wide-spread  wings 
Of  war,  had  I  returned  to  claim  my  right ; 
This  will  I  here  avow,  not  dreading  thy  despite." 

"  I  do  not  blame  thee,"  Elidure  replied ; 
*  But,  if  my  looks  did  with  my  words  agree, 
I  should  at  once  be  trusted,  not  defied, 
And  thou  from  all  disquietude  be  free. 
May  the  unsullied  Groddess  of  the  chase, 

Who  to  this  blessed  place 
At  this  blest  moment  led  me,  if  I  speak 
"With  insincere  intent,  on  me  her  vengeance  wreak  I 

*^  Were  this  same  spear  which  in  my  hand  I  grasp 
The  British  sceptre,  here  would  I  to  thee 
The  symbol  yield ;  and  would  undo  this  clasps 
If  it  confined  the  robe  of  sovereignty. 
Odious  to  me  the  pomp  of  regal  court, 
And  joyless  sylvan  sport, 
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While  thou  art  roving,  wretched  and  forlorn, 
Thj  couch  the  dewy  earth,  thj  roof  the  forest 
thorn  I " 

Then  Artegal  thus  spake  :  "  I  only  sought 
Within  this  realm  a  place  of  safe  retreat : 
Beware  of  rousing  an  ambitious  thought ; 
Beware  of  kindling  hopes,  for  me  unmeet  I 
Thou  art  reputed  wise,  but  in  my  mind 

Art  pitiably  blind : 
Full  soon  this  generous  purpose  thou  mayst  rue. 
When  that  which  has  been  done  no  wishes  can 
undo. 

**  Who,  when  a  crown  is  fixed  upon  his  head, 
Would  balance  claim  with  claim,  and  right  with 

right? 
But  thou  —  I  know  not  how  inspired,  how  led — 
Wouldst  change  the  course  of  things  in  all  men's 

sight  1 
And  this  for  one  who  cannot  imitate 

Thy  virtue,  who  may  hate : 
For,  if,  by  such  strange  sacrifice  restored. 
He  reign,  thou  still  must  be  his  king,  and  sovereign 
lord; 

**  Lifted  in  magnanimity  above 
Aught  that  my  feeble  nature  could  perform, 
Or  even  conceive  ;  surpassing  me  in  love 
Far  as  in  power  the  eagle  doth  the  worm : 
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I,  BrotKier !  only  should  be  king  in  name, 

And  goTern  to  my  shame  ; 
A  shadow  in  a  hated  land,  while  all 
Of  glad  or  willing  service  to  thj  share  would  fall" 

"  Belieye  it  not, "  said  Elidure  ;  "  respect 
Awaits  on  virtuous  life,  and  ever  most 
Attends  on  goodness  with  dominion  decked, 
Which  stands  the  universal  empire's  boast ; 
This  can  thy  own  experience  testify : 

Nor  shall  thy  foes  deny 
That,  in  the  gracious  opening  of  thy  reign, 
Our  father's  spirit  seemed  in  thee  to  breathe  again. 

**  And  what  if  o'er  that  bright  unbosoming 
Clouds  of  disgrace  and  envious  fortune  passed ! 
Have  we  not  seen  the  glories  of  the  spring 
By  veil  of  noontide  darkness  overcast  ? 
The  frith  that  glittered  like  a  warrior's  shield, 

The  sky,  the  gay  green  field. 
Are  vanished  ;  gladness  ceases  in  the  groves, 
And  trepidation  strikes  the  blackened  mountain- 
coves. 

**  Bat  is  that  gloom  dissolved  ?  how  passing  clear 
Seems  the  wide  world,  far  brighter  than  before  I 
Even  so  thy  latent  worth  will  reappear, 
Gladdening  the  people's  heart  from  shore  to  shore  i 
For  youthful  faults  ripe  virtues  shall  atone ; 
Reseated  on  thy  throne, 
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Proof  sbalt  thou  famish  that  misfortune,  pain, 
And  sorrow  have  oonfirmed  thy  natiye  right  tc 
reign* 

"  But,  not  to  overlook  what  thou  majst  know, 
Thy  enemies  are  neither  weak  nor  few ; 
And  circumspect  must  be  our  course,  and  sk>w. 
Or  from  my  purpose  ruin  may  ensue. 
Dismiss  thy  followers ;  —  let  them  calmly  wait 

Such  change  in  thy  estate 
As  I  already  have  in  thought  devised ; 
And  which,  with  caution  due,  may  soon  be  realized.*' 

The  story  tells  what  courses  were  pursued, 
Until  King  Elidure,  with  full  consent 
Of  all  his  peers,  before  the  multitude, 
Rose,  —  and,  to  consummate  this  just  intent, 
Did  place  upon  his  brother's  head  the  crown, 

Relinquished  by  his  own  ; 
Then  to  his  people  cried,  "  Receive  your  lord, 
Grorbonian's  first-bom  son,  your  rightful  king  re 
stored  1 " 

The  people  answered  with  a  loud  acclaim : 
Yet  more ;  —  heart-smitten  by  the  heroic  deed, 
The  reinstated  Artegal  became 
Earth*s  noblest  penitent ;  from  bondage  freed 
Of  vice,  —  thenceforth  unable  to  subvert 

Or  shake  his  high  desert. 
Long  did  he  reign  ;  and  when  he  died,  the  tear 
Of  universal  grief  bedewed  his  honored  bier. 
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Thus  was  a  Brother  by  a  Brother  saved ; 
With  whom  a  crown  (temptation  that  hath  set 
Discord  in  hearts  of  men,  till  they  have  braved 
Their  nearest  kin  with  deadly  purpose  met) 
'Gainst  duty  weighed,  and  faithful  love,  did  seem 

A  thing  of  no  esteem ; 
And,  from  this  triumph  of  affection  pure, 
He  bore  the  lasting  name  of ''  pious  Elidure  " ! 

18U 


III. 

TO  A  BUTTERFLY. 

I've  watched  you  now  a  full  half-hour 
Self-poised  upon  that  yellow  flower ; 
And,  little  Butterfly !  indeed 
I  know  not  if  you  sleep  or  feed. 
How  motionless !  —  not  frozen  seas 
More  motionless !  —  and  then 
What  joy  awaits  you,  when  the  breeze 
Hath  found  you  out  among  the  trees. 
And  calls  you  forth  again  I 

This  plot  of  orchard-ground  is  ours ; 
My  trees  they  are,  my  Sister's  flowers  : 
Here  rest  your  wings  when  they  are  weary, 
Here  lodge  as  in  a  sanctuary ! 
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Come  oflen  to  us,  fear  do  wrong; 

Sit  near  us  on  the  bougli ! 

We  *11  talk  of  sunshine  and  of  song, 

And  summer  days,  when  we  were  young; 

Sweet  childish  days,  that  were  as  long 

As  twenty  days  are  now. 

1801. 


IV. 
A  FABEWELL. 


Farewell,  thou  little  Nook  of  mountain-groond, 

Thou  rocky  comer  in  the  lowest  stair 

Of  that  magnificent  temple  which  doth  bound 

One  side  of  our  whole  vale  with  grandeur  rare ; 

Sweet  garden-orchard,  eminently  fair. 

The  loveliest  spot  that  man  hath  ever  found, 

Farewell !  —  we  leave  thee  to  Heaven's  peaoefii) 

care. 
Thee,  and  the  Cottage  which  thou  dost  surround. 

Our  boat  is  safely  anchored  by  the  shore. 
And  there  will  safely  ride  when  we  are  gone ; 
The  flowering  shrubs  that  deck  our  humble  door 
Will  j)rosper,  though  unattended  and  alone : 
Fields,  goods,  and  far-off  chattels  we  have  none : 
These  narrow  bounds  contain  our  private  store 
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Of  things  earth  makes,  and  sun  doth  shine  upon  ; 
Here  are  they  in  our  sight,  —  we  have  no  more. 

Sunshine  and  shower  be  with  jou,  bud  and  bell  I 
For  two  months  now  in  vain  we  shall  be  sought ; 
We  leave  you  here  in  solitude  to  dwell 
With  these  our  latest  gifts  of  tender  thought; 
Thou,  like  the  morning,  in  thy  saffron  coat, 
Bright  gowan,  and  marsh-marigold,  farewell ! 
Whom  from  the  borders  of  the  Lake  we  brought, 
And  placed  together  near  our  rocky  Well. 

We  go  for  One  to  whom  ye  will  be  dear ; 
And  she  will  prize  this  Bower,  this  Indian  shed. 
Our  own  contrivance.  Building  without  peer ! 
—  A  gentle  Maid,  whose  heart  is  lowly  bred, 
Whose  pleasures  are  in  wild  fields  gathered, 
With  joyousness,  and  with  a  thoughtful  cheer. 
Will  come  to  you  ;  to  you  herself  will  wed  ; 
And  love  the  blessed  life  that  we  lead  here. 

Dear  Spot  I  which  we  have  watched  with  tender 

heed. 
Bringing  thee  chosen  plants  and  blossoms  blown 
Among  the  distant  mountains,  flower  and  weed, 
Which  thou  hast  taken  to  thee  as  thy  own. 
Making  all  kindness  registered  and  known ; 
Thou  for  our  sakes,  though  Nature's  child  indeed, 
Fair  in  thyself  and  beautiful  alone. 
Hast  taken  gifts  which  thou  dost  little  need. 
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And  O  most  constant,  yet  most  fickle  Place, 
That  hast  thy  wayward  moods,  as  thou  dost  show 
To  them  who  look  not  daily  on  thy  face ; 
Who,  being  loved,  in  love  no  bounds  dost  know, 
And  sayst,  when  we  forsake  thee,  "Let  them  go!" 
Thou  easy-hearted  Thing,  with  thy  wild  race 
Of  weeds  and  flowers,  till  we  return  be  slow. 
And  travel  with  the  year  at  a  soil  pace. 

Help  us  to  tell  Her  tales  of  years  gone  by, 
And  this  sweet  spring,  the  best  beloved  and  best « 
Joy  will  be  flown  m  its  mortality ; 
Something  must  stay  to  tell  us  of  the  rest. 
Here,  thronged  with  primroses,  the  steep  rock's 

breast 
Glittered  at  evening  like  a  starry  sky ; 
And  in  this  bush  our  sparrow  built  her  nest, 
Of  which  I  sang  one  song  that  will  not  die. 

0  happy  Garden  I  whose  seclusion  deep 
Hath  been  so  friendly  to  industrious  hours ; 
And  to  sofl  slumbei^s,  that  did  gently  steep 
Our  spirits,  carrying  with  them  dreams  of  flowers^ 
And  wild  notes  warbled  among  leafy  bowers ; 
Two  burning  months  let  summer  overleap. 
And,  coming  back  with  Her  who  will  be  ours. 
Into  thy  bosom  we  again  shall  creep. 

1802. 
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V. 

STANZAS 
WBinrBK  nr  mt  pocket  copy  of  Thomson's  castlb  op 

INDOLENCE. 

Within  our  happy  Castle  there  dwelt  One 
Whom  withoat  hlame  I  maj  not  overlook ; 
For  never  sun  on  living  creature  shone 
Who  more  devout  enjoyment  with  us  took : 
Here  on  his  hours  he  hung  as  on  a  hook ; 
On  his  own  time  here. would  he  float  away, 
As  doth  a  fly  upon  a  summer  hrook ; 
But  go  to-morrow,  or  helike  to-day, 
Seek  for  him,  —  he  is  fled ;  and  whither  none  can 
say. 

Thus  oflen  would  he  leave  our  peaceful  home, 

And  find  elsewhere  his  business  or  delight ; 

Out  of  our  Valley's  limits  did  he  roam : 

Full  many  a  time,  upon  a  stormy  night, 

His  voice  came  to  us  from  the  neighboring  height: 

Oh  could  we  see  him  driving  full  in  view 

At  midday  when  the  sun  was  shining  bright ; 

What  ill  was  on  him,  what  he  had  to  do, 

A  mighty  wonder  bred  among  our  quiet  crew. 

Ah  I  piteous  sight  it  was  to  see  this  Man 
When  he  came  back  to  us,  a  withered  flower,  — 
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3r  like  a  sinful  creature,  pale  and  wan. 
Down  would  he  sit:  and  without  strength  or  |)oweT 
Look  at  the  common  grass  from  hour  to  hour : 
And  oftentimes,  how  long  I  fear  to  say, 
Where  apple-trees  in  blossom  made  a  bower. 
Retired  in  that  sunshiny  shade  he  lay ; 
And,  like  a  naked  Indian,  slept  himself  away* 

Great  wonder  to  our  gentle  tribe  it  was 
Whenever  from  our  Valley  he  withdrew; 
For  happier  soul  no  living  creature  has 
Than  he  had,  being  here  the  long  day  through. 
Some  thought  he  was  a  lover,  and  did  woo : 
Some  thought  far  worse  of  him,  and  judged  him 

wrong; 
But  verse  was  what  he  had  been  wedded  to ; 
And  his  own  mind  did  like  a  tempest  strong 
Come  to  him  thus,  and  drove  the  weary  Wight 

along. 

With  him  tliere  often  walked,  in  friendly  guise, 
Or  lay  upon  the  moss  by  brook  or  tree, 
A  noticeable  Man  with  large  gray  eyes. 
And  a  pale  face  that  seemed  undoubtedly 
As  if  a  blooming  face  it  ought  to  be ; 
Heavy  his  low-hung  lip  did  oft  appear, 
Deprest  by  weight  of  musing  Phantasy ; 
Profound  his  forehead  was,  though  not  severe ; 
Yet  some  did  think  that  he  had  little  busineat 
here : 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


STANZAS.  271 

Sweet  Heaven  forefend !  his  was  a  lawful  right ; 
Noisj  he  was,  and  gamesome  as  a  boy  ; 
His  limbs  would  toss  about  him  with  delight, 
Like  branches  when  strong  winds  the  trees  annoy. 
Nor  lacked  his  calmer  hours  device  or  toy 
To  banish  listlessness  and  irksome  care ; 
He  would  have  taught  you  how  you  might  employ 
Yourself;  and  many  did  to  him  repair,  — 
And  certes  not  in  vain ;  he  had  inventions  i*are. 

Expedients,  too,  of  simplest  sort  he  tried : 

Long  blades  of  grass,  plucked  round  him  as  he  lay, 

Made,  to  his  ear  attentively  applied, 

A  pipe  on  which  the  wind  would  deftly  play ; 

Glasses  he  had,  that  little  things  display. 

The  beetle  panoplied  in  gems  and  gold, 

A  mailed  angel  on  a  battle-day  ; 

The  mysteries  that  cups  of  flowers  enfold, 

And  all  the  gorgeous  sights  which  fairies  do  behold. 

He  would  entice  that  other  Man  to  hear 

His  music,  and  to  view  his  imagery : 

And,  sooth,  these  two  were  each  to  the  other  dear : 

No  livelier  love  in  such  a  place  could  be : 

There  did  they  dwell,  —  from  earthly  labor  free^ 

As  happy  spirits  as  were  ever  seen ; 

If  but  a  bird,  to  keep  them  company, 

Ur  butterfly,  sat  down,  they  were,  I  ween. 

As  pleased  as  if  the  same  had  been  a  maiden  queea 

1802. 
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TI. 

LOUISA. 

iTTBB  AOOOKPAKTUIO  HXB  OH  ▲  MOUHTACT  EXOOWUOm 

1  MET  Louisa  in  the  shade, 

And,  having  seen  that  lovely  maid. 

Why  should  I  fear  to  say 

That,  nymph-like,  she  is  fleet  and  strong, 

And  down  the  rocks  can  leap  along 

Like  rivulets  in  May  ? 

She  loves  her  fire,  her  cottage  home ; 
Tet  o'er  the  moorland  will  she  roam 
Li  weather  rough  and  hleak ; 
And  when  against  the  wind  she  strains^ 
0  might  I  kiss  the  mountain  rains 
That  sparkle  on  her  cheek  I 

Take  all  that 's  mine  "  beneath  the  moon," 

If  I  with  her  but  half  a  noon 

May  sit  beneath  the  walls 

Of  some  old  cave,  or  mossy  nook, 

When  up  she  winds  along  the  brook 

To  hunt  the  waterfalls. 

ISM 
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vn. 

Strange  fits  of  passion  have  I  known: 

And  I  will  dare  to  tell, 

But  in  the  Lover's  ear  alone, 

What  once  to  me  befell. 

When  she  I  loved  looked  every  day 
Fresh  as  a  rose  in  June, 
I  to  her  cottage  bent  my  way, 
Beneath  an  evening  moon. 

Upon  the  moon  I  fixed  my  eye. 

All  over  the  wide  lea ; 

With  quickening  pace  my  horse  drew  nigb 

Those  paths  so  dear  to  me. 

And  now  we  reached  the  orchard-plot ; 
And,  as  we  climbed  the  hill. 
The  sinking  moon  to  Lucy's  cot 
Came  near,  and  nearer  stilL 

fn  one  of  those  sweet  dreams  I  slept. 
Kind  Nature's  gentlest  boon  I 
And  all  the  while  ray  eyes  I  kept 
On  the  descending  moon. 

My  horse  moved  on ;  hoof  after  hoof 
He  raised,  and  never  stopped  : 
roL.  I.  18 
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When  down  beliind  the  cottage  roof, 
At  once,  the  bright  moon  dropped. 

What  fond  and  wayward  thoughts  will  slide 

Into  a  Lover's  head  ! 

"  0  mercy  I "  to  myself  I  cried, 

"  If  Lucy  should  be  dead  I 

1799. 


VIII. 

8hk  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways 

Beside  the  springs  of  Dove, 
A  maid  whom  there  were  none  to  praise 

And  very  few  to  love : 

A  violet  by  a  mossy  stone 

Half  hidden  from  the  eye  1 
Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 

When  Lucy  ceased  to  be ; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  and  oh  I 

The  difference  to  me  I 
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IX. 

I  TRA  YELLED  among  unknown  men. 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea; 
Nor,  England  !  did  I  know  tiU  then 

What  love  I  bore  to  thee. 

Tis  past,  that  melancholy  dream! 

Nor  will  I  quit  thy  shore 
A  second  time ;  for  still  I  seem 

To  lore  thee  more  and  more. 

Among  thy  mountains  did  I  feel 

The  joy  of  my  desire ; 
And  she  I  cherished  turned  her  wheel 

Beside  an  English  fire. 

Thy  mornings  showed,  thy  nights  concealed, 
The  bowers  where  Lucy  played ; 

And  thine  too  is  the  last  green  field 
That  Lucy's  eyes  surveyed. 

17M. 


Erb  with  cold  beads  of  midnight  dew 

Had  mingled  tears  of  thine, 
I  grieve,  fond  youth  I  that  thou  shouldst  i 

To  haughty  Geraldine. 
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Immovable  by  generous  sighs, 

She  glories  in  a  train 
Who  drag,  beneath  our  native  skieSi 

An  Oriental  chain. 

Pine  not  like  them  with  arms  acroafl. 

Forgetting  in  thy  care 
How  the  fast-rooted  trees  can  toss 

Their  branches  in  mid-air. 

The  humblest  rivulet  will  take 

Its  own  wild  liberties ; 
And,  every  day,  the  imprisoned  lake 

Is  flowing  in  the  breeze. 

Then,  crouch  no  more  on  suppliant  kneo. 
But  scorn  with  scorn  outbrave ; 

A  Briton,  even  in  love,  should  be 
A  subject,  not  a  slave  I 

18M. 


XI. 
TO  


Look  at  the  fate  of  summer  flowers, 
Which  blow  at  daybreak,  droop  ere  even-song ; 
And,  grieved  for  their  brief  date,  confess  that  ours, 
Measured  by  what  we  are  and  ought  to  be, 
Measured  by  all  that,  trembling,  we  foresee, 

Ta  not  RO  Ion  or  ! 
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If  human  Life  do  pass  away, 
Perishing  yet  more  swiftly  than  the  flower, 
If  wo  are  creatures  of  a  winter's  day ; 
What  space  hath  Virgin's  beauty  to  disclose 
Her  sweets,  and  triumph  o'er  the  breathing  rose  ? 
Not  even  an  hour  I 

Tlie  deepest  grove  whose  foliage  hid 
The  happiest  lovers  Arcady  might  boast. 
Could  not  the  entrance  of  this  thought  forbid  : 
O  be  thou  wise  as  they,  soul-gifted  Maid  J 
Nor  rate  too  high  what  must  so  quickly  fade, 
So  soon  be  lost. 

Then  shall  love  teach  some  virtuous  Youth 
"  To  draw,  out  of  the  object  of  his  eyes," 
The  while  on  thee  they  gaze  in  simple  truth. 
Hues  more  exalted,  "  a  refined  Form," 
That  dreads  not  age,  nor  suffers  from  the  worm. 
And  never  dies. 

1824. 


xn. 
THE  FORSAKEN. 


The  peace  which  others  seek  they  find ; 
The  heaviest  storms  not  longest  last ; 
Htmven  grants  even  to  the  guiltiest  mind 
An  amnesty  for  what  is  past ; 
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When  will  my  sentence  be  reversed  ? 
I  only  pray  to  know  the  worst ; 
And  wish  as  if  my  heart  would  burst. 

0  weary  struggle  !  silent  years 
Tell  seemingly  no  doubtful  tale ; 
And  yet  they  leave  it  short,  and  fears 
And  hopes  are  strong  and  will  prevaiL 
My  calmest  fiuth  escapes  not  pain ; 
And,  feeling  that  the  hope  is  vain, 

1  think  that  he  will  come  again. 


XIII. 

T  IS  said,  that  some  have  died  for  love : 

And  here  and  there  a  churchyard  grave  is  found 

In  the  cold  north's  unhallowed  ground, 

Because  the  wretched  man  himself  had  slain, 

EQs  love  was  such  a  grievous  pain. 

And  there  is  one  whom  I  ^ve  years  have  known : 

He  dwells  alone 

Upon  Helvellyn's  side : 

He  loved,  —  the  pretty  Barbara  died ; 

And  thus  he  makes  his  moan  : 

rhree  years  had  Barbara  in  her  grave  been  laid 

WTien  thus  his  moan  he  made :  — 
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*^  0  iQOve,  tbou  Cottage,  from  behind  that  oak  1 

Or  let  the  aged  tree  uprooted  lie, 

TLas  in  some  other  way  yon  smoke 

Maj  mount  into  the  sky ! 

The  clouds  pass  on ;  they  from  the  heavens  deparii 

I  lo^k,  —  the  sky  is  empty  space ; 

I  know  not. what  I  trace  ; 

Bui  when  I  cease  to  look,  my  hand  is  on  my  heart 

"  0,  what  a  weight  is  in  these  shades  !    Te  leaves, 

That  murmur  once  so  dear,  when  will  it  cease  ? 

Tour  sound  my  heart  of  rest  bereaves, 

It  robs  my  heart  of  peace. 

Thou  Thrush,  that  singest  loud —  and  loud  and  free,' 

Into  yon  row  of  willows  flit, 

Upon  that  alder  sit ; 

Or  sing  another  song,  or  choose  another  tree. 

"Roll  back,  sweet  Rill!  back  to  thy  mountain- 

bounds. 
And  there  for  ever  be  thy  waters  chained ! 
For  thou  dost  haunt  the  air  with  sounds 
That  cannot  be  sustained  ; 
If  still  beneath  that  pine-tree's  ragged  boogfa 
Headlong  yon  waterfall  must  come, 
O  let  it  then  be  dumb  ! 
Beany  thing,  sweet  Rill,  but  that  which  thou  art  now. 

Thou  Eglantine,  so  bright  with  sunny  showers, 
Proud  as  a  rainbow  spanning  half  the  vale, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


280  POKMa  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

Thou  one  fkir  shrub,  O,  shed  thy  flowers, 

And  stir  not  in  the  gale ! 

For  thus  to  see  thee  nodding  in  the  air, 

To  see  thy  arch  thus  stretch  and  bend, 

Thus  rise  and  thus  descend. 

Disturbs  me  till  the  sight  is  more  than  I  can  bear.** 

• 
The  Man  who  makes  this  feverish  complaint 
Is  one  of  giant  stature,  who  could  dance 
Equipped  from  head  to  foot  in  iron  mail. 
Ah  gentle  Love  I  if  ever  thought  was  thine 
To  store  up  kindred  hours  for  me,  thy  face 
Turn  from  me,  gentle  Love  I  nor  let  me  walk 
Within  the  sound  of  Emma's  voice,  nor  know 
Ruch  happiness  as  I  have  known  to  day. 

1800. 


XIT. 
A   COMPLAINT. 


There  is  a  change,  —  and  I  am  poor ; 
Your  love  hath  been,  nor  long  ago, 
.A  fountain  at  my  fond  heart's  door, 
Whose  only  business  was  to  flow ; 
And  flow  it  did ;  not  taking  heed 
Of  its  own  bounty,  or  my  need. 

What  happy  moments  did  I  count ! 
Blest  was  I  then  all  bliss  above  I 
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Now,  for  that  consecrated  fount 
Of  murmuring,  sparkling,  living  lovei 
What  have  I?  shall  I  dare  to  tell? 
A  comfortless  and  hidden  well. 

A  well  of  love, — it  may  be  deep,  — 
I  trust  it  is, — and  never  dry : 
What  matter  ?  if  the  waters  sleep 
In  silence  and  obscurity. 
—  Such  change,  and  at  the  very  door 
Of  my  fond  heart,  hath  made  me  poor. 

180A 


XV. 

TO  


Let  other  bards  of  angels  sing, 

Bright  suns  without  a  spot ; 
But  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing:  . 

Bejoice  that  thou  art  not  1 

Heed  not  though  none  should  call  thee  fair  j 

So,  Mary,  let  it  be 
K  naught  in  loveliness  compare 

With  what  thou  art  to  me. 

True  beauty  dwells  in  deep  retreatSt 
Whose  veil  is  unremoved 
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Till  heart  with  heart  in  concord  beats, 
And  the  lover  is  beloved* 

iM4 


XVI. 

Tes  I  thou  art  fair,  jet  be  not  moved 

To  scorn  the  declaration, 
That  sometimes  I  in  thee  have  loved 

My  fancy's  own  creation. 

Imagination  needs  must  stir ; 

Dear  Maid,  this  truth  believe, 
Minds  that  have  nothing  to  confer 

Find  little  to  perceive. 

Be  pleased  that  Nature  made  thee  fit 
To  feed  my  heart's  devotion, 

By  laws  to  which  all  forms  submit. 
In  sky,  air,  earth,  and  ocean. 


xvn. 


How  rich  that  forehead's  calm  expanse  I 
How  bright  that  heaven-directed  glance  I 
—  Waft  her  to  glory,  winged  Powers, 
Ere  sorrow  be  renewed. 
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And  intercourse  with  mortal  hours 
Bring  back  a  humbler  mood  I 
So  looked  Cecilia  when  she  drew 
An  angel  fiom  his  station ; 
So  looked  ;  not  ceasing  to  pursue 
Her  tuneful  adoration  1 

But  hand  and  voice  alike  are  still ; 
No  sound  here  sweeps  away  the  will 
That  gave  it  birth :  in  service  meek, 
One  upright  arm  sustains  the  cheek. 
And  one  across  the  bosom  lies  — 
That  rose,  and  now  forgets  to  rise, 
Subdued  bj  breathless  harmonies 
Of  meditative  feeling ; 
.Mute  strains  from  worlds  beyond  the  skiesi 
Through  the  pure  light  of  female  eyes. 
Their  sanctity  revealing  I 

1824 


xvm. 

What  heavenly  smiles  I  O  Lady  mine, 
Through  my  very  heart  they  shine ; 
And,  if  my  brow  gives  back  their  light, 
Do  thou  look  gladly  on  the  sight; 
As  the  clear  Moon  with  modest  pride 

Beholds  her  own  bright  beams 
Reflected  from  the  mountain's  side 

And  from  the  headlong  streams. 
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XDt. 
TO  . 


O  DEARER  far  than  light  and  life  are  dear. 
Full  oft  our  human  foresight  I  deplore  ; 
Trembling,  through  my  un worthiness,  with  fear 
That  friends,  bj  death  disjoined,  may  meet  no 
morel 

Misgivings,  hard  to  vanquish  or  control, 
Mix  with  the  day,  and  cross  the  hour  of  rest ; 
WhUe  all  the  future,  for  thy  purer  soul, 
With  "  sober  certainties  "  of  love  is  blest. 

That  sigh  of  thine,  not  meant  for  human  ear. 
Tells  that  these  words  thy  humbleness  offend ; 
Yet  bear  me  up,  —  else  faltering  in  the  rear 
Of  a  steep  march :  support  me  to  the  end. 

Peace  settles  where  the  intellect  is  meek, 
And  Love  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed ; 
Through  Thee  communion  with  that  Love  I  seek: 
Tlio  faith  Heaven  strengthens  where  he  moulds  the 
Creed. 

18M. 
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XX. 

LA3iENT  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS 

OK  THS  SVE  OF  A  NEW  YEAB. 

I. 

Smile  of  the  Moon !  —  for  so  I  name 
That  silent  greeting  from  above ; 
A  gentle  flash  of  light  that  came 
From  her  whom  drooping  captives  love ; 
Or  art  thou  of  still  higher  birth  ? 
Thou  that  didst  part  the  clouds  of  earth. 
My  torpor  to  reprove  I 


Bright  boon  of  pitying  Heaven !  —  alas  I 
I  may  not  trust  thy  placid  cheer, 
Pondering  that  Time  to-night  will  pass 
The  threshold  of  another  year ; 
For  years  to  me  are  sad  and  dull ; 
My  very  moments  are  too  full 
Of  hopelessness  and  fear. 


And  yet,  the  soul-awakening  gleam, 
That  struck  perchance  the  farthest  cone 
Of  Scotland's  rocky  wilds,  did  seem 
To  visit  me,  and  me  alone ; 
Me,  unapproached  by  any  friend. 
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Save  those  who  to  my  sorrows  lend 
Tears  due  unto  their  own. 


To-night  the  church-tower  bells  will  ring 
Through  these  wide  realms  a  festive  peal  j 
To  the  new  year  a  welcoming ; 
A  tuneful  offering  for  the  weal 
Of  happy  millions  lulled  in  sleep ; 
While  I  am  forced  to  watch  and  weep^ 
Bj  wounds  that  may  not  heaL 


Bom  all  too  high,  by  wedlock  raised 
Still  higher  —  to  be  cast  thus  low  I 
Would  that  mine  eyes  had  never  gased 
On  aught  of  more  ambitious  show 
Than  the  sweet  flowerets  of  the  fields  I 
—  It  is  my  royal  state  that  yields 
This  bitterness  of  woe. 

VI. 

Yet  how  ? —  for  I,  if  there  be  truth 
Li  the  world's  voice,  was  passing  fair ; 
And  beauty,  for  confiding  youth, 
Those  shocks  of  passion  can  prepare 
That  kill  the  bloom  before  its  time ; 
And  blanch,  without  the  owner's  crime. 
The  most  resplendent  haur. 
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Unblest  distinction  I  showered  on  me 
To  bind  a  lingering  life  in  chains : 
All  that  could  quit  mj  grasp,  or  flee, 
Is  gone ;  —  bat  not  the  subtle  stiuns 
Fixed  in  the  spirit ;  for  even  here 
Can  I  be  proud  that  jealous  fear 
Of  what  I  was  remains. 


A  woman  rules  my  prison's  key; 
A  sister  Queen,  against  the  bent 
Of  law  and  holiest  sympathy, 
Detains  me,  doubtful  of  the  event ; 
Great  Grod,  who  feeUst  for  my  distress, 
My  thoughts  are  all  that  I  possess, 
O  keep  them  innocent ! 


Farewell  desire  of  human  aid, 
Which  abject  mortals  vainly  court ! 
By  friends  deceived,  by  foes  betrayed. 
Of  fears  the  prey,  of  hopes  the  sport ; 
Naught  but  the  world-redeeming  Cross 
Is  able  to  supply  my  loss, 
My  burden  to  support. 


Hark !  the  death-note  of  the  year 
Sounded  by  the  castle  clock  ! 
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From  her  sunk  eyes  a  stagnant  tear 
Stole  forth,  unsettled  bj  the  shock ; 
But  oft  the  woods  renewed  their  green, 
Ere  the  tired  head  of  Scotland's  Queen 
Reposed  upon  the  block  I 

181T. 


XXI. 

THE  COMPLAINT 

OF  A  FORSAJtEN  DTOIAK  WOMAK. 

[When  a  Noi'them  Indian,  from  sickness,  is  unable  to  oonUn- 
ue  his  journey  with  bis  companions,  he  is  left  behind,  coTered 
over  with  deer-skuis,  and  is  supplied  with  water,  food,  an»i 
fViel,  if  the  situation  of  the  place  will  afford  it.  He  is  informed 
of  the  track  which  his  companions  intend  to  pursue,  and  if 
he  be  unable  to  follow,  or  overtake  them,  he  perishes  alone 
in  the  desert;  unless  he  should  have  the  good  foi*tuno  to  fall 
in  with  some  other  tribes  of  Indians.  The  females  are 
equally,  or  still  more,  exposed  to  the  same  fate.  See  that 
very  interesting  work,  Heame's  Journey  from  Hudson's 
Bay  to  the  Northern  Ocean.  In  the  high  northern  lati- 
tudes, as  the  same  writer  informs  us,  when  the  northern 
lights  vary  their  position  in  the  air,  they  make  a  rustling  and 
a  crackling  noise,  as  alluded  to  in  the  following  poem.] 


Before  I  see  another  day, 

O  let  my  body  die  away  I 

In  sleep  I  heard  the  northern  gleams ; 

The  stars,  they  were  among  my  dreams ; 
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In  rustling  conflict  through  the  skies, 
I  heard,  I  saw  the  flashes  drive, 
And-yet  they  are  upon  my  eyes, 
And  yet  I  am  alive ; 
Before  1  see  another  day, 
O  let  my  body  die  away  I 

n. 

My  fire  is  dead :  it  knew  no  pain  | 

Yet  is  it  dead,  and  I  remain : 

All  stifl*  with  ice  the  ashes  lie ; 

And  they  are  dead,  and  I  will  die. 

When  I  was  well,  I  wished  to  live, 

For  clothes,  for  warmth,  for  food,  and  fire ; 

But  they  to  me  no  joy  can  give, 

No  pleasure  now,  and  no  desire. 

Then  here  contented  will  I  lie  I 

Alone,  I  cannot  fear  to  die. 


Alas  I  ye  might  have  dragged  me  on 

Another  day,  a  single  one  I 

Too  soon  I  yielded  to  despair ; 

Why  did  ye  listen  to  my  prayer  ? 

When  ye  were  gone  my  limbs  were  stronger ; 

And  oh !  how  grievously  I  rue. 

That,  afterwards,  a  little  longer, 

My  friends,  I  did  not  follow  you  ! 

For  strong  and  without  pain  I  lay, 

Dear  friends,  when  ye  were  gone  away. 

L.  I.  19 
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Mj  Child  I  the^  gave  thee  to  another, 
A  woman  who  was  not  thj  mother. 
When  from  my  arms  my  babe  they  took, 
On  me  how  strangely  did  he  look  I 
Through  his  whole  body  something  ran, 
A  most  strange  working  did  I  see,  — 
As  if  he  strove  to  be  a  man, 
That  he  might  pull  the  sledge  for  me : 
And  then  he  stretched  his  arms,  how  wild  I 
O  mercy  I  like  a  helpless  child. 


My  little  joy !  my  little  pride  I 
In  two  days  more  I  must  have  died. 
Then  do  not  weep  and  grieve  for  me ; 
I  feel  I  must  have  died  with  thee. 

0  wind,  that  o'er  my  head  art  flying 

The  way  my  friends  their  course  did  bend, 

1  should  not  feel  the  pain  of  dying, 
€k>uld  I  with  thee  a  message  send ; 
Too  soon,  my  friends,  ye  went  away  ; 
For  I  had  many  things  to  say. 


1 11  follow  you  across  the  snow ; 
Ye  travel  heavily  and  slow  ; 
Li  spite  of  all  my  weary  pain, 
I  Tl  look  upon  your  tents  again. 
—  My  fire  is  dead,  and  snowy  white 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE   LAST   OF  THE   FLOCK.  291 

The  water  which  beside  it  stood : 
The  wolf  has  come  to  me  to-night. 
And  he  has  stolen  awaj  mj  food. 
For  ever  left  alone  am  I ; 
Then  wherefore  should  I  fear  to  die  ? 


Young  as  I  am,  my  course  is  run, 

I  shall  not  see  another  sun ; 

I  cannot  lift  mj  limbs  to  know 

If  they  have  any  life  or  no. 

My  poor  forsaken  Child !  if  I 

For  once  could  have  thee  close  to  me, 

With  happy  heart  I  then  would  die, 

And  my  last  thought  would  happy  be ; 

But  thou,  dear  Babe,  art  far  away. 

Nor  shaU  I  see  another  day. 

1791 


XXII. 
THE  LAST  OF  THE  FLOCK. 


Ix  distant  countries  have  I  been. 
And  yet  I  have  not  often  seen 
A  healthy  man,  a  man  full  grown, 
Weep  in  the  public  roads  alone. 
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But  such  a  one,  on  English  ground. 
And  in  the  broad  highway,  I  met 
Along  the  broad  highway  he  came, 
His  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet : 
Sturdy  he  seemed,  though  he  was  sad , 
And  in  his  arras  a  Lamb  he  had. 


He  saw  me,  and  he  turned  aside, 

As  if  he  wished  himself  to  hide  : 

And  with  his  coat  did  then  essay 

To  wipe  those  briny  tears  away. 

I  followed  him,  and  said,  "  My  friend, 

What  ails  you  ?  wherefore  weep  you  so  ?  " 

— *  *'  Shame  on  me.  Sir !  this  lusty  Lamb, 

He  makes  my  tears  to  flow. 

To-day  I  fetched  him  from  the  rock : 

He  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock. 


•*  When  I  was  young,  a  single  man. 
And  after  youthful  follies  ran, 
Though  little  given  to  care  and  thought. 
Yet,  so  it  was,  an  ewe  I  bought ; 
And  other  sheep  from  her  I  raised, 
As  healthy  sheep  as  you  might  see ; 
And  then  I  married,  and  was  rich 
As  I  could  wish  to  be  ; 
Of  sheep  I  numbered  a  full  score, 
And  every  year  increased  my  store* 
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"  Year  after  year  my  stock  it  grew ; 

And  from  this  one,  this  single  ewe, 

Full  fifty  comely  sheep  I  raised, 

As  fine  a  fiock  as  ever  grazed ! 

Upon  the  Quantock  hills  they  fed ; 

They  throve,  and  we  at  home  did  thrive : 

—  This  lusty  Lamb  of  all  my  store 

Is  all  that  is  alive  ; 

And  now  I  care  not  if  we  die, 

And  perish  all  of  poverty. 


•*  Six  children,  Sir !  had  I  to  feed ; 

Hard  labor  in  a  time  of  need  I 

My  pride  was  tamed,  and  in  our  grief 

I  of  the  Parish  asked  relief. 

They  said  I  was  a  wealthy  man ; 

My  sheep  upon  the  uplands  fed. 

And  it  was  fit  that  thence  I  took 

Whereof  to  buy  us  bread. 

*  Do  this  :  how  can  we  give  to  you,' 

They  cried,  *  what  to  the  poor  is  due  ?  * 


•*  I  sold  a  sheep,  as  they  have  said. 
And  bought  my  little  children  bread. 
And  they  were  healthy  with  their  food ; 
For  me.  —  it  never  did  me  good. 
A  wofu'  time  it  was  for  me, 
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To  see  the  end  of  all  my  gains, 
The  pretty  flock  which  I  had  reared 
With  all  my  care  and  pains. 
To  see  it  melt  like  snow  away,  — 
For  me  it  was  a  woful  day. 


"  Another  still !  and  still  another ! 

A  little  lamb,  and  then  its  mother ! 

It  was  a  vein  that  never  stopped, — 

Like  blood-drops  from  my  heart  they  dropped 

Till  thirty  were  not  left  alive, 

They  dwindled,  dwindled,  one  by  one ; 

And  I  may  say,  that  many  a  time 

I  wished  that  all  were  gone,  — 

Reckless  of  what  might  come  at  last. 

Were  but  the  bitter  struggle  past. 


^  To  wicked  deeds  I  was  inclined. 

And  wicked  fancies  crossed  my  mind ; 

And  every  man  I  chanced  to  see,    , 

I  thought  he  knew  some  ill  of  me : 

No  peace,  no  comfort,  could  I  find, 

No  ease,  within  doors  or  without ; 

And  crazily  and  wearily 

I  went  my  work  about ; 

And  oft  was  moved  to  flee  from  home, 

And  hide  my  head  where  wild  beasts  roam. 
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^  Sir  I  't  was  a  precious  flock  to  me, 

As  dear  as  my  own  children  be ; 

For  daily  with  my  growing  store 

I  loved  my  children  more  and  more. 

Alas  !  it  was  an  evil  time ; 

Grod  cursed  me  in  my  sore  distress ; 

I  prayed,  yet  every  day  I  thought 

I  loved  my  children  less ; 

And  every  week,  and  every  day, 

My  flock  it  seemed  to  melt  away. 


**  They  dwindled,  Sir,  sad  sight  to  see  I 
From  ten  to  five,  from  five  to  three, 
A  lamb,  a  wether,  and  a  ewe ;  — 
And  then  at  last  from  three  to  two : 
And,  of  my  fifty,  yesterday 
I  had  but  only  one : 
And  here  it  lies  upon  my  arm, 
Alas  I  and  I  have  none ;  — 
To-day  I  fetched  it  from  the  ruck ; 
It  is  the  last  of  all  my  flocL** 

1796 
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XJUII. 
BEPENTANCE. 

A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

The  fields  which  with  covetous  spirit  we  sold. 
Those  beautiful  fields,  the  delight  of  the  day, 
Would  have  brought  us  more  good  than  a  burdeu 

of  gold, 
Could  we  but  have  been  as  contented  as  thej. 

When  the  troublesome  Tempter  beset  us,  said  I, 
^  Let  him  come,  with  his  purse  proudly  grasped 

in  his  hand ; 
But,  Allan,  —  be  true  to  me,  Allan,  —  we  '11  die 
Before  he  shall  go  with  an  inch  of  the  landl" 

There  dwelt  we,  as  happy  as  birds  in  their  bowers, 

Unfettered  as  bees  that  in  gardens  abide ; 

We  could  do  what  we  liked  with  the  land,  it  wa^ 

ours , 
And  for  us  the  brook  murmured  that  ran  by  its 

side. 

But  now  we  are  strangers,  go  early  or  late ; 
And  often,  like  one  overburdened  with  sin. 
With  my  hand  on  the  latch  of  the  half-opened  gate, 
l  look  at  the  fields,  but  I  cannot  go  in  ! 
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Wlien  I  walk  by  the  hedge  on  a  bright  summer's 

day, 
Or  sit  in  the  shade  of  my  grandfather's  tree, 
A  stem  face  it  puts  on,  as  if  ready  to  say, 
"  What  ails  you,  that  you  must  come  creeping  to 

me!" 

With  our  pastures  about  us,  we  could  not  be  sod 
Our  comfort  was  near  if  we  ever  were  crost ; 
But  the  comfort,  the  blessings,  and  wealth  that  w( 

had. 
We  slighted  them  all,  —  and  our  birthright  was 

lost 

0  ill-judging  sire  of  an  innocent  son. 

Who  must  now  be  a  wanderer !  but  peace  to  that 

strain  I 
Think  of  evening's  repose  when  our  labor  was 

done, 
The  Sabbath's  return ;  and  its  leisure's  soil  chain ! 

And  in  sickness,  if  night  had  been  sparing  of  sleeps 
<low  cheerful,  at  sunrise,  the  hill  where  I  stood, 
Looking  down  on  the  kine,  and  our  treasure  of 

sheep 
That  besprinkled  the  field ;  't  was  like  youth  in  my 

blood! 

Now  I  cleave  to  the  house,  and  am  dull  as  a  snail ; 
Ajid,  oftentimes,  hear  the  church-bell  witli  a  sigh, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


298    POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

That  follows  the  thought,  We  've  n6  land  in  the 

vale, 
Save  six  feet  of  earth  where  our  forefathers  lie  I 

1804. 


XXIV. 
THE  AFFLICTION  OF  BIARGARET 


Where  art  thou,  my  beloved  Son, 
Where  art  thou,  worse  to  me  than  dead  ? 
O  find  me,  prosperous  or  undone  I 
Or,  if  the  grave  be  now  thy  bed, 
Why  am  I  ignorant  of  the  same, 
That  I  may  rest,  and  neither  blame 
Nor  sorrow  may  attend  thy  name  ? 


Seven  years,  alas  I  to  have  received 
No  tidings  of  an  only  child ; 
To  have  despaired,  have  hoped,  believed, 
And  been  for  evermore  beguiled ; 
Sometimes  with  thoughts  of  very  blias ! 
I  catch  at  them,  and  then  I  miss ; 
Was  ever  darkness  like  to  this  ? 


He  was  among  the  prime  in  worth, 
An  object  beauteous  to  behold ; 
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Well  born,  well  bred ;  I  sent  him  forth 
Ingenuoas,  innocent,  and  bold : 
If  things  ensued  that  wanted  grace, 
As  hath  been  said,  they  were  not  base ; 
And  never  blush  was  on  my  face. 


Ah  I  little  doth  the  young-one  dream. 
When  full  of  play  and  childish  cares. 
What  power  is  in  his  wildest  scream, 
Heard  by  his  mother  unawares ! 
He  knows  it  not,  he  cannot  guess : 
Years  to  a  mother  bring  distress ; 
But  do  not  make  her  love  the  less* 


Neglect  me !  no,  I  suffered  long 
From  that  ill  thought ;  and,  being  blmd. 
Said,  *'  Pride  shall  help  me  in  my  wrong : 
Kind  mother  have  I  been,  as  kind 
As  ever  breathed  " :  and  that  is  true ; 
I  've  wet  my  path  with  tears  like  dew. 
Weeping  for  him  when  no  one  knew. 


My  Son,  if  thou  be  humbled,  poor, 
Hopeless  of  honor  and  of  gain, 

0  do  not  dread  thy  mother's  door  f 
Think  not  of  me  with  grief  and  pain : 

1  now  can  see  with  better  eyes ; 
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And  worldlj  grandeur  I  despise, 
And  Fortune  with  her  gifls  and  lie<«. 


Alas !  the  fowls  of  heaven  have  wings, 
And  blasts  of  heaven  will  aid  their  flight ; 
They  mount,  —  how  short  a  voyage  brings 
The  wanderers  back  to  their  delight  I 
Chains  tie  us  down  by  land  and  sea ; 
And  wishes,  vain  as  mine,  may  be 
All  that  is  left  to  comfort  thee. 


Perhaps  some  dungeon  hears  thee  groan, 
Maimed,  mangled  by  inhuman  men ; 
Or  thou,  upon  a  desert  thrown, 
Inheritest  the  lion's  den ; 
Or  hast  been  sqmmoned  to  th^  deep. 
Thou,  thou  and  all  thy  mates,  to  keep 
An  inoommunicable  sleep. 


I  look  for  ghosts  ;  but  none  will  force 
Their  way  to  me :  't  is  falsely  said 
That  there  was  ever  intercourse    . 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
For,  surely,  then  I  should  have  sight 
Of  him  I  wait  for  day  and  night. 
With  love  and  longings  infinite. 
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My  apprehensions  come  in  crowds ; 
I  dread  the  rustling  of  the  grass ; 
The  very  shadows  of  the  clouds 
Have  power  to  shake  me  as  they  pass : 
I  question  things  and  do  not  find 
One  that  will  answer  to  my  mind  ; 
And  all  the  world  appears  unkind. 


Beyond' participation  lie 
My  troubles,  and  beyond  relief: 
J£  any  chance  to  heave  a  sigh, 
Then  pity  me,  and  not  my  grief. 
Then  come  to  me,  my  Son,  or  send 
Some  tidings  that  my  woes  may  end ; 
I  have  no  other  earthly  friend  1 

1801 


XXV. 

THE  COTTAGER  TO  HER  INFANT 

BY  MY  8ISTKB. 

Thb  days  are  cold,  the  nights  are  long. 
The  north  wind  sings  a  doleful  song ; 
Then  hush  again  upon  my  breast ; 
All  merry  things  are  now  at  rest. 
Save  thee,  my  pretty  Love  1 
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The  kitten  sleeps  upon  the  hearth, 
The  crickets  long  have  ceased  their  mirth 
There 's  nothing  stirring  in  the  house, 
Save  one  wee,  hungry,  nibbling  mouse : 
Then  why  so  busy  thou  ? 

Nay !  start  not  at  that  sparkling  light ; 
'T  is  but  the  moon  that  shines  so  bright 
On  the  window-pane  bedropped  with  rain . 
Then,  little  Darling  I  sleep  again, 
And  wake  when  it  is  day. 


XXVI. 

MATERNAL  GRIEF. 

Departed  Child !  I  could  forget  thee  once. 
Though  at  my  bosom  nursed ;  this  woful  gain 
Thy  dissolution  brings,  that  in  my  soul 
Is  present  and  perpetually  abides 
A  shadow,  never,  never  to  be  displaced 
By  the  returning  substance,  seen  or  touched, 
Seen  by  mine  eyes,  or  clasped  in  my  embraca 
Absence  and  death  how  differ  they  I  and  bow 
Shall  I  admit  that  nothing  can  restore 
What  one  short  sigh  so  easily  removed  ? 
Death,  lii'e,  and  sleep,  reality  and  thought,  -— 
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Assist  me,  God,  their  boundaries  to  know  ! 
0  teach  me  cahn  submission  to  thj  Will ! 

The  Child  she  mourned  had  overstepped  the 
pale 
Of  Infancy,  but  still  did  breathe  the  air 
That  sanctifies  its  confines,  and  partook 
Reflected  beams  of  that  celestial  light 
To  all  the  Little-ones  on  sinful  earth 
Not  unvouchsafed, —  a  light  that  warmed    and 

cheered 
Those  several  qualities  of  heart  and  mind 
Which,  in  her  own  blest  nature  rooted  deep, 
Daily  before  the  Mother's  watchful  eye, 
And  not  hers  only,  their  peculiar  chai'ms 
Unfolded,  —  beauty,  for  its  present  self. 
And  for  its  promises  to  future  years, 
With  not  unfrequent  rapture  fondly  hailed. 

Have  you  espied  upon  a  dewy  lawn 
A  pair  of  Leverets  each  provoking  each 
To  a  continuance  of  their  fearless  sport. 
Two  separate  creatures  in  their  several  gifls 
Abounding,  but  so  fashioned  that,  in  all 
That  Nature  prompts  them  to  display,  their  looks, 
Their  starts  of  motion,  and  their  fits  of  rest, 
An  undistinguishable  style  appears 
And  character  of  gladness,  as  if  Spring 
Lodged  in  their  innocent  bosoms,  and  the  spirit 
Of  the  rejoicing  morning  were  their  own. 
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Such  union,  in  the  lovely  Girl  maintained 
And  her  twin  Brother,  had  the  parent  seen, 
Ere,  pouncing  like  a  ravenous  bird  of  prey, 
Death  in  a  moment  parted  them,  and  lefl 
Tlie  Mother,  in  her  turns  of  anguish,  worse 
Than  desolate ;  for  ofltimes  from  the  sound 
Of  the  survivor's  sweetest  voice,  (dear  child, 
He  knew  it  not !)  and  from  his  happiest  looks. 
Did  she  extract  the  food  of  self-reproach, 
As  one  that  lived  ungrateful  for  the  stay 
By  Heaven  afforded  to  uphold  her  maimed 
And  tottering  spirit.     And  full  oft  the  Boy, 
Now  first  acquainted  with  distress  and  grief, 
Shrunk  from  his  Mother's  presence,  shunned  witli 

fear 
Her  sad  approach,  and  stole  away  to  find, 
In  his  known  haunts  of  joy,  where'er  he  might, 
A  more  congenial  object.     But,  as  time 
Softened  her  pangs  and  reconciled  the  child 
To  what  he  saw,  he  gi*adually  returned, 
Like  a  scared  Bird  encouraged  to  renew 
A  broken  intercourse ;  and,  while  his  eyes 
Were  yet  with  pensive  fear  and  gentle  awe 
Turned  upon  her  who  bore  him,  she  would  stoop 
To  imprint  a  kiss  that  lacked  not  power  to  spread 
Faint  color  over  both  their  pallid  cheeks, 
And  stilled  his  tremulous  lip.     Thus  they  were 

calmed 
And  cheered ;  and  now  together  breathe  fresh  air 
[n  open  fields  ;  and  when  the  glare  of  day 
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Is  gone,  and  twilight  to  the  Mother's  wish 

Befriends  the  observance,  readily  they  join 

In  walks  whose  boundary  was  the  lost  One's  grave» 

Which  he  with  flowers  hath  planted,  finding  there 

Amusement,  where  the  Mother  does  not  miss 

Dear  consolation,  kneeling  on  the  turf 

In  prayer,  yet  blending  with  that  solemn  rite 

Of  pious  faith  the  vanities  of  grief; 

For  such,  by  pitying  Angels  and  by  Spirits 

Transferred  to  regions  upon  which  the  clouds 

Of  our  weak  nature  rest  not,  must  be  deemed 

Those  willing  tears,  and  unforbidden  sighs, 

And  all  those  tokens  of  a  cherished  sorrow, 

Which,  soothed  and  sweetened  by  the  grace  of 

Heaven, 
As  DOW  it  is,  seems  to  her  own  fond  heart 
lomiortal  as  the  love  that  gave  it  being. 


xxvn. 

THE  SAILOR'S  MOTHER. 

One  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet,  — 
A  foggy  day  in  winter-time) 
A  Woman  on  the  road  I  met, 
Not  old,  though  something  past  her  prime : 
Majestic  in  her  person,  tall  and  straight ; 
A.nd  like  a  Roman  matron's  was  her  mien  and  gait 

VOL.  1.  20 
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The  ancient  spirit  is  not  dead ; 
Old  times,  thought  I,  are  breathing  there ; 
Proud  was  I  that  my  country  bred 
Such  strength,  a  dignity  so  fair : 
She  begged  an  alms,  like  one  in  poor  estate ; 
[  looked  at  her  again,  nor  did  my  pnde  abate. 

When  from  these  lofty  thoughts  I  woke, 
•*  What  is  it,"  said  I,  « that  you  bear 
Beneath  the  covert  of  your  doak, 
Protected  from  this  cold,  damp  air  ?  " 
She  answered,  soon  as  she  the  question  heard, 
*  A  simple  burden,  Sir,  a  little  Singing-bird." 

And,  thus  continuing,  she  said, 
'<  I  had  a  Son,  who  many  a  day 
Sailed  on  the  seas,  but  he  is  dead ; 
In  Denmark  he  was  cast  away : 
And  I  have  travelled  weary  miles  to  see 
[f  aught  which  he  had  owned  might  still  remain 
for  me. 

^  The  bird  and  cage,  they  both  were  his : 
T  was  my  Son's  bird ;  and  neat  and  trim 
He  kept  it :  many  voyages 
The  singing-bird  had  gone  with  him ; 
When  last  he  sailed,  he  lefl  the  bird  behind. 
From  bodings,  as  might  be,  that  hung  upon  his 
mind. 
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"  He  to  a  fellow-lodger's  care 

Had  left  it,  to  be  watched  and  fed, 

And  pipe  its  song  in  safety ;  —  there 

I  found  it  when  my  Son  was  dead ; 

And  now,  God  help  me  for  my  little  wit  I 

I  bear  it  with  me,  Sir ;  —  he  took  so  much  delight 

in  it." 

1800. 


XXVIII. 

THE   CHILDLESS    FATHER. 

"  Up,  Timothy,  up  with  your  staff  and  away  I 
Not  a  soul  in  the  village  this  morning  will  stay ; 
The  hare  has  just  started  from  Hamilton's  grounds, 
And  Skiddaw  is  glad  with  the  cry  of  the  hounds." 

—  Of  coats  a'hd  of  jackets  gray,  scarlet,  and  green, 
On  the  slopes  of  the  pastures  all  colors  were  seen  ; 
"With  their  comely  blue  aprons,  and  caps  white  as 

snow. 
The  girls  on  the  hills  made  a  holiday  show. 

Fresh  sprigs  of  green  box-wood,  not  six  montlis 

before, 
Filled  the  funeral  basin  *  at  Timothy's  door ; 

*  In  several  pfiits  of  the  North  of  England,  when  a  funeral 
lakes  place,  a  basin  f\ill  of  sprigs  of  box- wood  is  placed  at  the 
door  of  the  house  from  which  the  coffin  is  taken  up,  and  each 
person  who  attends  the  funeral  ordinarily  takes  a  sprig  of  thle 
box -wood,  and  throws  it  into  the  grave  of  the  deceased. 
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A  coffin  throurrh  Timothy's  threshold  had  past; 
One  Child  did  it  bear,  and  that  Child  was  his  last 

Now  fast  up  the  dell  came  the  noise  and  the  tray, 
The  horse  and  the  horn,  and  the  hark  !  hark  away! 
Old  Timothy  took  up  his  staff,  and  he  shut 
With  a  leisurely  motion  the  door  of  his  hut. 

Perhaps  to  himself  at  that  moment  he  said, 
"  The  key  I  must  take,  for  my  Ellen  is  dead." 
But  of  this  in  my  ears  not  a  word  did  he  speak ; 
And  he  went  to  the  chase  with  a  tear  on  his  check. 

1800. 


XXIX. 

THE  E:ynGRANT  mother. 

Once  in  a  lonely  hamlet  I  sojourned. 
In  which  a  Lady  driven  from  France  did  dwell ; 
The  big  and  lesser  gi-iefs  with  which  she  mourned. 
In  friendship  she  to  me  would  often  tell. 

This  Lady,  dwelling  upon  British  ground, 
Where  she  was  childless,  daily  would  repair 
To  a  poor  riein^hboring  cottage  ;  as  I  found, 
For  sake  of  a  young  Child  whose  home  was  there. 
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Once  having  seen  her  clasp  with  fond  embrace 
This  Child,  I  chanted  to  myself  a  lay, 
Endeavoring,  in  our  English  tongue,  to  trace 
Such  things  as  she  unto  the  Babe  might  say : 
And  thus,  from  what  I  heard  and  knew,  or  guessed, 
My  song  the  workings  of  her  heart  expressed. 


Dear  Babe,  thou  daughter  of  another, 
One  moment  let  me  be  thy  mother  I 
An  infant's  face  and  looks  are  thine, 
And  sure  a  mother's  heart  is  mine ; 
Thy  own  dear  mother 's  far  away, 
At  labor  in  the  harvest  field : 
Thy  little  sister  is  at  play ;— * 
What  warmth,  what  comfort  would  it  yield 
To  my  poor  heart,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
One  little  hour  a  child  to  me  I 


Across  the  waters  I  am  come, 

And  I  have  left  a  babe  at  home  2 

A  long,  long  way  of  land  and  sea ! 

Come  to  me,  —  I  'm  no  enemy : 

I  am  the  same  who  at  thy  side 

Sat  yesterday,  and  made  a  nest 

For  thee,  sweet  Baby  I  —  thou  hast  triedi 

Thou  know'st  the  pillow  of  my  breast ; 

Good,  good  art  thou  :  —  alas !  to  me 

Far  more  than  I  can  be  to  thee. 
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Here,  little  Darling,  dost  thou  lie ; 

An  infant  thou,  a  mother  I ! 

Mine  wilt  thou  be,  thou  hast  no  fears ; 

Mine  art  thou  —  spite  of  these  my  tears. 

Alas  I  before  I  left  the  spot, 

My  baby  and  its  dwelling-place. 

The  nurse  said  to  me,  '^  Tears  should  not 

Be  shed  upon  an  infant's  face. 

It  was  unlucky,"  —  no,  no,  no ; 

N^o  truth  is  in  them  who  say  so  I 


My  own  dear  Little-one  will  sigh, 
Sweet  Babe  !  and  they  will  let  him  die. 
"  He  pines,"  they  *ll  say,  "  it  is  his  doom, 
And  you  may  see  his  hour  is  come." 
Oh !  had  he  but  thy  cheerful  smiles. 
Limbs  stout  as  thine,  and  lips  as  gay, 
Thy  looks,  thy  cunning,  and  thy  wiles, 
And  countenance  like  a  summer's  day, 
They  would  have  hopes  of  him ;  —  and  then 
I  should  behold  his  face  again ! 


'T  is  gone,  —  like  dreams  that  we  forget ; 
There  was  a  smile  or  two ;  yet,  yet 
I  can  remember  them,  I  see 
The  smiles,  worth  all  the  world  to  me. 
Dear  Baby !  I  must  lay  thee  down  ; 
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Thou  troubles!  me  with  strange  alarms  ; 
Smiles  hast  thou,  bright  ones  of  thy  own ; 
I  cannot  keep  thee  in  my  arms ; 
For  they  confound  me  ;  —  where  —  where  is 
That  last,  that  sweetest  smile  of  his  ? 


0  how  I  love  thee !  —  we  will  stay 
Together  here  this  one  half-day. 
My  sister's  child,  who  bears  my  name, 
From  France  to  sheltering  England  came ; 
She  with  her  mother  crossed  the  sea ; 
The  babe  and  mother  near  me  dwell : 
Yet  does  my  yearning  heart  to  thee 
Turn  rather,  though  I  love  her  well : 
Rest,  little  Stranger,  rest  thee  here  I 
Never  was  any  child  more  dear  I 


—  I  cannot  help  it ;  ill  intent 

I  've  none,  my  pretty  Innocent ! 

I  weep,  —  I  know  they  do  thee  wrong, 

These  tears  —  and  my  poor  idle  tongue. 

0  what  a  kiss  was  that  I  my  cheek 
How  cold  it  is  !  but  thou  art  good ; 
Thine  eyes  are  on  me,  —  they  would  speak, 

1  think,  to  help  me  if  they  could. 
Blessings  upon  that  soft,  warm  face  I 
My  heart  again  is  in  its  place ! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


312  POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 


While  thou  art  mine,  my  little  Love, 

This  cannot  be  a  sorrowful  grove ; 

Contentment,  hope,  and  mother's  glee, 

I  seem  to  find  them  all  in  thee :  . 

Here  's  grass  to  play  with,  here  are  flowers , 

I  '11  call  thee  by  my  darling's  name  ; 

Thou  hast,  I  think,  a  look  of  ours, 

Thy  features  seem  to  me  the  same ; 

His  little  sister  thou  shalt  be ; 

And,  when  once  more  my  home  I  see, 

I  'n  tell  him  many  tales  of  thee* 

180S. 


XXX. 

VAUDRACOUB  AND  JULIA 

The  following  tale  was  written  es  an  episodei  In  a  work  from 
which  its  length  may  perhaps  exclude  it  The  facts  are 
true;  no  invention  as  to  these  has  been  exercised,  ai  none 
was  needed. 

0  HAPPY  time  of  youthful  lovers,  (thus 

My  story  may  begin,)  O  balmy  time, 

In  which  a  love-knot  on  a  lady's  brow 

Is  fairer  than  the  fairest  star  in  heaven  I 

To  such  inheritance  of  blessed  fancy 

(^Fancy  that  sports  more*desperately  with  minds 

Than  ever  fortune  hath  been  known  to  do) 
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The  high-born  Vaudracour  was  brought,  by  yeare 
Whose  progress  had  a  little  overstepped 
His  stripling  prime.     A  town  of  small  repute, 
Among  the  vine-clad  mountains  of  Auvergne, 
Was  the  Youtli*s  birthplace.     There  he  wooed  a 

Maid 
Who  heard  the  heart-felt  music  of  his  suit 
With  answering  vows.     Plebeian  was  the  stock, 
Plebeian,  though  ingenuous,  the  stock, 
From  which  her  graces  and  her  honors  sprung : 
And  hence  the  father  of  the  enamored  Youth, 
With  haughty  indignation,  spurned  the  thought 
Of  such  alliance.  —  From  their  ci-adles  up, 
With  but  a  step  between  their  several  homes, 
Twins  had  they  been  in  pleasure  ;  after  strife 
And  petty  quarrels,  had  grown  fond  sigain ; 
Each  other's  advocate,  each  other's  stay ; 
And,  in  their  happiest  moments,  not  Content, 
If  more  divided  than  a  sportive  pair 
Of  sea-fowl,  conscious  both  that  tliey  are  hovering 
Within  the  eddy  of  a  common  blast. 
Or  hidden  only  by  the  concave  depth 
Of  neighboring  billows  from  each  other's  sight. 

'    Thus,  not  without  concurrence  of  an  age 
Unknown  to  memory,  was  an  earnest  given 
By  ready  nature  for  a  life  of  love, 
For  endless  constancy,  and  placid  truth ; 
But  whatsoe'er  of  such  rare  treasure  lay 
Reserved,  h2A  fate  permitted,  for  support 
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Of  their  raaturer  years,  his  present  mind 

Was  under  fascination  ;  —  he  beheld 

A  vision,  and  adored  the  thing  he  saw. 

Arabian  fiction  never  filled  the  world 

With  half  the  wonders  that  were  wrought  for  hiin. 

Earth  breathed  in  one  great  presence  of  the  spring; 

Life  turned  the  meanest  of  her  implements, 

Before  his  eyes,  to  price  above  all  gold ; 

The  house  she  dwelt  in  was  a  sainted  shrine ; 

Her  chamber-window  did  surpass  in  glory 

The  portals  of  the  dawn  ;  all  paradise 

Could,  by  the  simple  opening  of  a  door, 

Let  itself  in  upon  him :  —  pathways,  walks, 

Swarmed  with  enchantment,  till  his  spirit  sank. 

Surcharged,  within  him,  overblest  to  move 

Beneath  a  sun  that  wakes  a  weary  world 

To  its  dull  round  of  ordinary  cares  ; 

A  man  too  happy  for  mortality  I 

So  passed  the  time,  till,  whether  through  effect 
Of  some  unguarded  moment  that  dissolved 
Virtuous  restraint  —  ah,  speak  it,  think  it  not  I 
Deem  rather  that  the  fervent  Youth,  who  saw 
So  many  bars  between  his  present  state 
And  the  dear  haven  where  he  wished  to  be 
In  honorable  wedlock  witli  his  Love, 
Was  in  his  judgment  tempted  to  decline 
To  perilous  weakness,  and  intrust  his  cause 
To  nature  for  a  happy  end  of  all ; 
Deem  that  by  such  fond  hope  the  Youth  was  swaye^ 
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And  bear  with  their  transgression,  when  I  add 
That  Julia,  wanting  yet  the  name  of  wife, 
Carried  about  her  for  a  secret  grief 
The  promise  of  a  mother. 

To  conceal 
The  threatened  shame,  the  parents  of  the  Maid 
Found  means  to  hurry  her  away  by  night, 
And  unforewarned,  that  in  some  distant  spot 
She  might  remain  shrouded  in  privacy. 
Until  the  babe  was  born.     When  morning  came» 
The  Lover,  thus  bereft,  stung  with  his  loss, 
And  all  uncertain  whither  he  should  turn, 
Chafed  like  a  wild  beast  in  the  toils  ;  but  soon 
Discovering  traces  of  the  fugitives, 
Their  steps  he  followed  to  the  Maid's  retreat. 
Easily  may  the  sequel  be  divined,  — 
Walks  to  and  fro,  —  watchings  at  every  hour ; 
And  the  fair  Captive,  who,  whene'er  she  may, 
Is  busy  at  her  casement  as  the  swallow 
Fluttering  its  pinions,  almost  within  reach, 
About  the  pendent  nest,  did  thus  espy 
Her  Lover !  —  thence  a  stolen  interview. 
Accomplished  under  friendly  shade  of  night. 

I  pass  the  raptures  of  the  pair ;  —  such  them« 
fs,  by  innumerable  poets,  touched 
In  more  delightful  verse  than  skill  of  mine 
Could  fashion ;  chiefly  by  that  darling  bard 
Who  told  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo, 
And  of  the  lark's  note  heard  before  its  time, 
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And  of  the  streaks  that  laced  the  severing  clouds 
In  the  unrelenting  east. — Through  all  her  courts 
The  vacant  city  slept ;  the  busy  winds, 
That  keep  no  certain  intervals  of  rest, 
Moved  not ;  meanwhile  the  galaxy  displayed 
Her  fires,  that  like  mysterious  pulses  beat 
Aloft ;  —  momentous  but  uneasy  bliss  I 
To  their  full  hearts  the  universe  seemed  hung 
On  that  brief  meeting's  slender  filament ! 

They  parted ;  and  the  generous  Vaudraconr 
Keached  speedily  the  native  threshold,  bent 
On  making  (so  the  Lovers  had  agreed) 
A  sacrifice  of  birthright  to  attain 
A  final  portion  from  his  father's  hand ; 
Which  granted,  Bride  and  Bridegroom  then  wouU 

To  some  remote  and  solitary  place, 
Shady  as  night,  and  beautiful  as  heaven, 
Where  they  may  live,  with  no  one  to  behold 
Their  happiness,  or  to  disturb  their  love. 
But  now  of  this  no  whisper  ;  not  the  less, 
If  ever  an  obtrusive  word  were  dropped 
Touching  the  matter  of  his  passion,  still. 
In  his  stern  father's  hearing,  Vaudracour 
Persisted  openly  that  death  alone 
Should  abrogate  his  human  privilege 
Pivine,  of  swearing  everlasting  truth. 
Upon  the  altar,  to  the  Maid  he  loved. 
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^  You  shall  be  baffled  in  your  mad  intent 
If  there  be  justice  in  the  Court  of  France," 
Muttered  the  Father.  —  From  these  words  the 

Youth 
Conceived  a  terror  ;  and,  by  night  or  day, 
Stirred  nowhere  without  weapons,  that  full  sooo 
Found  dreadful  provocation :  for  at  night. 
When  to  his  chamber  he  retired,  attempt 
Was  made  to  seize  him  by  three  armed  men, 
Acting,  in  furtherance  of  the  £ither*s  will, 
Under  a  private  signet  of  the  State. 
One  the  rash  Youth's  ungovernable  hand 
Slew,  and  as  quickly  to  a  second  gave 
A  periious  wound.    He  shuddered  to  behead 
The  breathless  corse ;  then  peacefully  i*esigned 
His  person  to  the  law,  was  lodged  in  prison, 
And  wore  the  fetters  of  a  criminaL 

Have  you  observed  a  tufl  of  winged  seed, 
That,  from  the  dandelion's  naked  stalk, 
Mounted  aloft,  is  suffered  not  to  use 
Its  natural  gifls  for  purposes  of  rest. 
Driven  by  the  autumnal  whirlwind  to  and  fro 
Through  the  wide  element  ?  or  have  you  marked 
The  heavier  substance  of  a  leaf-cla4  bough, 
Within  the  vortex  of  a  foaming  flood. 
Tormented  ?     By  such  aid  you  may  conceive 
The  perturbation  that  ensued  ;  —  ah,  no  1 
Desperate  the  Alaid,  —  the  Youth  is  stivined  with 
blood; 
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Unmatchable  on  earth  is  their  disquiet ! 
Yet  as  the  troubled  seed  and  tortured  bough 
Is  Man,  subjected  to  despotic  sway. 

For  him,  by  private  influence  with  the  Court| 
Was  pardon  gained,  and  liberty  procured ; 
But  not  without  exaction  of  a  pledge, 
Which  liberty  and  love  dispersed  in  air. 
He  flew  to  her  from  whom  they  would  divide  him  ;— 
He  clove  to  her  who  could  not  give  him  peace ;  — 
Yea,  his  first  word  of  greeting  was,  "  All  right 
Is  gone  from  me ;  my  lately  towering  hopes, 
To  the  least  fibre  of  their  lowest  root, 
Are  withered ;  thou  no  longer  canst  be  mine, 
I  thine ;  —  the  conscience-stricken  must  not  woo 
I'he  unruflied  Innocent.     I  see  thy  face, 
Behold  thee,  and  my  miseiy  is  complete  1 " 

"  One,  are  we  not  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Maiden;  — 
"One, 
For  innocence  and  youth,  for  weal  and  woe  ?  " 
Then  with  the  father's  name  she  coupled  words 
Oi*  vehement  indignation  ;  but  the  Youth 
Checked  her  with  filial  meekness ;  for  no  thought 
Uncharitable  crossed  his  mind,  no  sense 
Of  hasty  anger,  rising  in  the  eclipse 
Of  true  domestic  loyalty,  did  e'er 
Find  place  within  his  bosom.  —  Once  again 
The  pei*severing  wedge  of  tyranny 
Achieved  their  separation  :  and  once  more 
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Were  they  united,  —  to  be  yet  again 
Disparted,  pitiable  lot  I     But  here 
A  portion  of  the  tale  may  well  be  left 
In  silence,  though  my  memory  could  add 
Much  how  the  Youth,  in  scanty  space  of  time^ 
"Was  traversed  from  without;  much,  too,  of  thought! 
That  occupied  his  days  in  solitude, 
Under  privation  and  restraint ;  and  what. 
Through  dark  and  shapeless  fear  of  things  to  come, 
And  what,  through  strong  compunction  for  the  past, 
He  suffered,  —  breaking  down  in  heart  and  mind  I 

Doomed  to  a  third  and  last  captivity, 
His  freedom  he  recovered  on  the  eve 
Of  Julia's  travail.     When  the  babe  was  bom, 
Its  presence  tempted  him  to  cherish  schemes 
Of  future  happiness.     "  You  shall  return, 
Julia,"  said  he,  "  and  to  your  father's  house 
Go  with  the  child.  —  You  have  been  wretched ;  yel 
The  silver  shower,  whose  reckless  burden  weighs 
Too  heavily  upon  the  lily's  head, 
Oft  leaves  a  saving  moisture  at  its  root. 
Malice,  beholding  you,  will  melt  away. 
Gro !  —  *t  is  a  town  where  both  of  us  were  bom ; 
None  will  reproach  you,  for  our  truth  is  known ; 
And  if,  amid  those  once-bright  bowers,  our  fate 
Remain  unpitied,  pity  is  not  in  man. 
With  ornaments  —  the  prettiest  nature  yields 
Or  art  can  fashion  —  shall  you  deck  our  boy, 
And  feed  his  countenance  with  your  own  sweet  lookj? 
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Till  no  one  can  resist  him.  —  Now,  even  now, 
I  see  him  sporting  on  the  sunny  lawn ; 
My  father  from  the  window  sees  him  too ; 
Startled,  as  if  some  new-created  thing 
Enriched  the  eai*th,  or  Faery  of  the  woods 
Bounded  before  him  ;  —  but  the  unweeting  Child 
Shall  by  his  beauty  win  his  grandsire's  heart 
So  that  it  shall  be  softened,  and  our  loves 
End  happily,  as  they  began  I  " 

These  gleams 
Appeared  but  seldom ;  oftener  was  he  seen 
Propping  a  pale  and  melancholy  face 
Upon  the  Mother's  bosom  ;  resting  thus 
His  head  upon  one  breast,  while  from  the  oth^ 
The  Babe  was  drawing  in  its  quiet  food. 
—  That  pillow  is  no  longer  to  be  thine, 
Fond  Youth  I  that  mournful  solace  now  must  paM 
Into  the  list  of  things  that  cannot  be! 
Unwedded  Julia,  terror-smitten,  hears 
The  sentence,  by  her  mother's  lip  pronounced, 
That  dooms  her  to  a  convent.  —  Who  shall  tell, 
Who  dares  report,  the  tidings  to  the  lord 
Of  her  affoctions  ?     So  they  blindly  asked, 
Who  knew  not  to  what  quiet  depths  a  weight 
Of  agony  had  pressed  the  Sufferer  down : 
The  word,  by  others  dreaded,  he  can  hear 
Composed  and  silent,  without  visible  sign 
Of  even  the  least  emotion.     Noting  this, 
When  the  impatient  object  of  his  love 
Upbraided  him  with  slackness,  he  returned 
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No  answer,  only  took  the  mother's  h(  nd 
And  kissed  it ;  seeminglj  devoid  of  { ain, 
Or  care,  that  what  so  tenderly  he  pressed 
Was  a  dependent  on  the  obdurate  heart 
Of  one  who  came  to  disunite  their  lives 
For  ever,  —  sad  alternative  !  preferred. 
By  the  unbending  parents  of  the  Maid, 
To  secret  'spousals  meanly  disavowed. 
—  So  be  it ! 

In  the  city  he  remained 
A  season  after  Julia  had  withdrawn 
To  those  religious  walls.     He,  too,  departs ;  — 
Who  with  him  ?  —  even  the  senseless  Little-one* 
With  that  sole  charge  he  passed  the  city-gates. 
For  the  last  time,  attendant  by  the  side 
Of  a  close  chair,  a  litter,  or  sedan, 
In  which  the  Babe  was  carried.     To  a  hill. 
That  rose  a  brief  league  distant  from  tlie  town, 
Tlic  dwellei-s  in  that  house  where  he  had  lodged 
Accompanied  his  steps,  by  anxious  love 
Impelled ;  —  they  parted  from   him   there,  and 

stood 
Watching  below,  till  he  had  disappeared 
On  the  hill-top.     His  eyes  he  scarcely  took, 
Throughout  that  journey,  from  the  vehicle 
(Slow-moving  ark  of  all  his  hopes !)  that  veiled 
The  tender  infant :  and  at  every  inn, 
And  under  every  hospitable  ti'ee 
At  which  the  bearers  halted  or  reposed, 
Laid  him  with  timid  care  upon  his  knee8« 
vou  I.  21 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


322    POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

And  looked,  as  mothers  ne'er  were  known  to  look, 
Upon  the  nurstling  which  his  aims  embraced. 

This  was  the  manner  in  which  Vaudracour 
Departed  with  his  infant ;  and  thus  reached 
His  father's  house,  where  to  the  innocent  child 
Admittance  was  denied.     The  young  man  spake 
No  word  of  indignation  or  reproof, 
But  of  his  father  begged,  a  last  request, 
That  a  retreat  might  be  assigned  to  him 
Where  in  forgotten  quiet  he  might  dwell, 
With  such  allowance  as  his  wants  required ; 
For  wishes  he  had  none.     To  a  lodge  that  stood 
Deep  in  a  forest,  with  leave  given,  at  the  age 
Of  four-and-twenty  summers  he  withdrew  ; 
And  thither  took  with  him  his  motherless  Babe, 
And  one  domestic  for  their  common  needs, 
An  aged  woman.     It  consoled  him  here 
To  attend  upon  the  orphan,  and  perform 
Obsequious  service  to  the  precious  child, 
Which,  after  a  short  time,  by  some  mistake 
Or  indiscretion  of  the  Father,  died.  — 
The  Tale  I  follow  to  its  last  recess 
Of  suffering  or  of  peace,  I  know  not  which : 
Theirs  be  the  blame  who  caused  the   woe,  not 
mine ! 

From  this  timb  forth  he  never  shared  a  smile 
With  mortal  creature.     An  inhabitant 
Of  that  same  town,  in  which  the  pair  had  left 
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So  lively  a  remembrance  of  their  griefs, 
By  chance  of  business  coming  within  reach 
Of  his  retirement,  to  the  forest  lodge 
Repaired,  but  only  found  the  matron  there, 
Who  told  him  that  his  pains  were  thrown  away, 
For  that  her  master  never  uttered  word 
To  living  thing.  —  not  even  to  her.  —  Behold ! 
While  they  were  speaking,  Yaudracour  approached ; 
But,  seeing  some  one  near,  as  on  the  latch 
Of  the  garden-gate  his  hand  was  laid,  he  shrunk,  — 
And,  like  a  shadow,  glided  out  of  view. 
Shocked  at  his  savage  aspect,  from  the  place 
The  visitor  retired. 

Thus  lived  the  Youth, 
Cut  off  from  all  intelligence  with  man. 
And  shunning  even  the  light  of  common  day ; 
Nor  could  the  voice  of  Freedom,  which  through 

France 
Full  speedily  resounded,  public  hope, 
Or  personal  memory  of  his  own  deep  wrongB, 
Bouse  him :  but  in  those  solitary  shades 
His  days  he  wasted,  an  imbecile  mind  I 

18M 
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XXXI. 


THE  IDIOT  BOY. 


'T  IS  eight  o'clock,  —  a  clear  March  nighty 
The  moon  is  up,  —  the  sky  is  blue, 
The  owlet,  in  the  moonlight  air, 
Shouts  from  nobody  knows  where ; 
He  lengthens  out  his  lonely  shout, 
Halloo  !  halloo  !  a  long  halloo  I 

—  Why  bustle  thus  about  your  door, 
What  means  tliis  bustle,  Betty  Foy? 
Why  are  you  in  this  mighty  fret  ? 
And  why  on  hoi*seback  have  you  set 
Him  whom  you  love,  your  Idiot  Boy  ? 

Scarcely  a  soul  is  out  of  bed ; 
Good  Betty,  put  him  down  again ; 
His  lips  with  joy  they  burr  at  you  ; 
But,  Betty  !  what  has  he  to  do 
With  stirrup,  saddle,  or  with  rein? 

But  Betty  's  bent  on  her  intent ; 
For  her  good  neighbor,  Susan  GralOy 
Old  Susan,  she  who  dwells  alone. 
Is  sick,  and  makes  a  piteous  moan, 
As  if  her  very  life  would  faiL 
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• 

There 's  not  a  house  within  a  mile, 
No  hand  to  help  them  in  distress ; 
Old  Susan  lies  a-bed  in  pain, 
And  sorely  puzzled  are  the  twain, 
For  what  she  ails  they  cannot  guess. 

And  Bett/s  husband 's  at  the  wood, 
Where  by  the  week  he  doth  abide, 
A  woodman  in  the  distant  vale  ; 
There  's  none  to  help  poor  Susan  Gale ; 
What  must  be  done  ?  what  will  betide  ? 

And  Betty  from  the  lane  has  fetched     • 
Her  Pony,  that  is  mild  and  good ; 
Whether  he  be  in  joy  or  pain. 
Feeding  at  will  along  the  lane. 
Or  bringing  fagots  from  the  wood* 

And  he  is  all  in  travelling  trim,  — 
And,  by  the  moonlight,  Betty  Foy 
Has  on  the  well-girt  saddle  set 
(The  like  was  never  heard  of  yet) 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  he  must  post  without  delay 
Across  the  bridge  and  through  the  dale, 
And  by  the  church,  and  o'er  the  down, 
To  bring  a  doctor  from  the  town, 
Or  she  will  die,  old  Susan  Gale. 
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« 

There  is  no  need  of  boot  or  spur, 
There  is  no  need  of  whip  or  wand ; 
For  Johnny  has  his  holly-bough, 
And  with  a  hurly-burly  now 
He  shakes  the  green  bough  in  his  nand. 

And  Betty  o'er  and  o'er  has  told 
The  Boy,  who  is  her  best  delight, 
Both  what  to  follow,  what  to  shun, 
What  do,  and  what  to  leave  undone, 
How  turn  to  lefl,  and  how  to  right. 

And  Betty's  most  especial  charge, 
Was,  ^  Johnny  I  Johnny  !  mind  that  yoa 
Come  home  again,  nor  stop  at  all,  — 
Come  home  again,  whatever  befall, 
My  Johnny,  do,  I  pray  you  do." 

To  this  did  Johnny  answer  make. 
Both  with  his  head  and  with  his  hand. 
And  proudly  shook  the  bridle  too ; 
And  then  !  his  words  were  not  a  few. 
Which  Betty  well  could  understand. 

And  now  that  Johnny  is  just  going, 
Though  Betty  *s  in  a  mighty  flurry. 
She  gently  pats  the  Pony's  side, 
On  which  her  Idiot  Boy  must  ride, 
And  seems  no  longer  in  a  hurry. 
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But  when  the  Pony  moved  his  legs, 
O  then  for  the  poor  Idiot  Boy  I 
For  joy  he  cannot  hold  the  bridle, 
For  joy  his  head  and  heels  are  idle, 
He  *8  idle  all  for  very  joy. 

And  while  the  Pony  moves  his  legs, 
In  Johnny's  left  hand  you  may  see 
The  green  bough  motionless  and  dead : 
TJie  moon  that  shines  above  his  head 
Is  not  more  still  and  mute  than  he. 

His  heart  it  was  so  full  of  glee, 
That  till  full  fifty  yards  were  gone 
He  quite  forgot  his  holly  whip, 
And  all  his  skill  in  horsemanship : 
O  happy,  happy,  happy  John  I 

And  while  the  Mother,  at  the  door. 
Stands  fixed,  her  face  with  joy  o'erflows ; 
Proud  of  herself,  and  proud  of  him. 
She  sees  him  in  his  travelling  trim, 
How  quietly  her  Johnny  goes. 

The  silence  of  her  Idiot  Boy, 
What  hopes  it  sends  to  Betty's  heart  I 
He  's  at  the  guide-post,  —  he  turns  right ; 
She  watches  till  he  's  out  of  sight, 
And  Betty  will  not  then  depart. 
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Burr,  burr,  —  now  Johnny's  lips  they  burr, 
As  loud  as  any  mill,  or  near  it ; 
Meek  as  a  lamb  the  Pony  moves. 
And  Johnny  makes  the  noise  he  loves. 
And  Betty  hstens,  glad  to  hear  it. 

Away  she  hies  to  Susan  Gale : 
Her  Messenger  's  in  merry  tune ; 
The  owlets  hoot,  the  owlets  curr. 
And  Johnny's  lips  they  burr,  burr,  burr, 
As  on  he  goes  beneath  the  moon. 

His  steed  and  he  right  well  agree ; 
For  of  this  Pony  there 's  a  rumor. 
That,  should  he  lose  his  eyes  and  ears, 
And  should  he  live  a  thousand  years, 
He  never  will  be  out  of  humor. 

But  then  he  is  a  horse  that  thinks  I 
And  when  he  thinks,  his  pace  is  slack ; 
Now,  though  he  knows  poor  Johnny  weU, 
Yet,  for  his  life,  he  cannot  tell 
What  he  has  got  upon  his  back. 

So  through  the  moonlight  lanes  they  go, 
And  far  into  the  moonlight  dale. 
And  by  the  church,  and  o'er  the  down, 
To  bring  a  Doctor  from  the  town. 
To  comfort  poor  old  Susan  Grale. 
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And  Betty,  now  at  Susan's  side, 
Is  in  the  middle  of  her  story, 
What  speedy  help  her  Boy  will  bring, 
With  many  a  most  diverting  thing, 
Of  Johnny's  wit,  and  Johnny's  glory. 

And  Betty,  still  at  Susan's  side. 
By  this  time  is  not  quite  so  flurried ; 
Demure  with  porringer  and  plate 
She  sits,  as  if  in  Susan's  fate 
Her  life  and  soul  were  buried. 

But  Betty,  poor  good  woman !  she, 
You  plainly  in  her  face  may  read  it, 
Could  lend  out  of  that  moment's  store 
Five  years  of  happiness  or  more 
To  any  that  might  need  it. 

But  yet  I  guess  that  now  and  then 
With  Betty  all  was  not  so  well ; 
And  to  the  road  she  turns  her  ears. 
And  thence  full  many  a  sound  she  hears, 
Which  she  to  Susan  wiU  not  telL 

Poor  Susan  moans,  poor  Susan  groans ; 
**  As  sure  as  there  *s  a  moon  in  heaven,** 
Cries  Betty,  "  he  *)1  be  back  again ; 
They  '11  both  be  here,  —  't  is  almost  ten,  — 
Both  will  be  here  before  eleven." 
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Poor  Susan  moans,  poor  Susan  groans ; 
The  clock  gives  warning  for  eleven ; 
*T  is  on  the  stroke ;  —  "  He  must  be  near," 
Quoth  Betty,  "  and  will  soon  be  here, 
As  sure  as  there 's  a  moon  in  heaven." 

The  clock  is  on  the  stroke  of  twelve, 

And  Johnny  is  not  yet  in  sight : 

—  The  moon  's  in  heaven,  as  Bettj  sees, 

But  Betty  is  not  quite  at  ease ; 

And  Susan  has  a  dreadful  night. 

And  Betty,  half  an  hour  ago. 
On  Johnny  vile  reflections  cast : 
<*  A  little  idle  sauntering  Thing !  ** 
With  other  names,  an  endless  string ; 
But  now  that  time  is  gone  and  past. 

And  Betty 's  drooping  at  the  heart, 
That  happy  time  all  past  and  gone, 
"  How  can  it  be  he  is  so  late  ? 
The  Doctor,  he  has  made  him  wait ; 
Susan !  they  '11  both  be  here  anon." 

And  Susan 's  growing  worse  and  worsf^i 
And  Betty  's  in  a  sad  quandary  ; 
And  then  there 's  nobody  to  say 
If  she  must  go,  or  she  must  stay  I 
— She 's  in  a  sad  quandary. 
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The  clock  is  on  the  stroke  of  one ; 
But  neither  Doctor  nor  his  Guide 
Appears  along  the  moonlight  road ; 
There  's  neither  horse  nor  man  abroad. 
And  Betty  's  still  at  Susan's  side. 

And  Susan  now  begins  to  fear 

Of  sad  mischances  not  a  few, 

That  Johnny  may  perhaps  be  drowned ; 

Or  lost,  perhaps,  and  never  fojind ; 

Which  they  must  both  for  ever  rue* 

She  prefaced  half  a  hint  of  this 
With  «  God  forbid  it  should  be  true  I  ** 
At  the  first  word  that  Susan  said, 
Cried  Betty,  rising  from  the  bed, 
"  Susan,  I  'd  gladly  stay  with  you. 

"  I  must  be  gone,  I  must  away : 
Consider,  Johnny 's  but  half-wise ; 
Susan,  we  must  take  care  of  him. 
If  he  is  hurt  in  life  or  limb  —  " 
"  O  Grod  forbid !  "  poor  Susan  cries. 

"What  can  I  do  ?  "  says  Betty,  going, 
"  What  can  I  do  to  ease  your  pain  ? 
Good  Susan  tell  me,  and  I  *11  stay ; 
I  fear  you  're  in  a  dreadful  way. 
But  I  shall  soon  be  back  again." 
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"  Nay,  Betty,  go  I  good  Betty,  go  I 
There 's  nothing  that  can  ease  my  pain*** 
Then  off  she  hies ;  but  with  a  prayer 
That  Grod  poor  Susan's  life  would  spare, 
Till  she  comes  back  again. 

So,  through  the  moonlight  lane  she  goes, 
And  far  into  the  moonlight  dale ; 
And  how  she  ran,  and  how  she  walked, 
And  all  that  to  herself  she  talked, . 
Would  surely  be  a  tedious  tale. 

In  high  and  low,  above,  below. 
In  great  and  small,  in  round  and  square. 
In  tree  and  tower,  was  Johnny  seen. 
In  bush  and  brake,  in  black  and  green ; 
'T  was  Johnny,  Johnny,  everywhere. 

And  while  she  crossed  the  bridge,  there  came 
A  thought  with  which  her  heart  is  sore,  — 
Johnny  perhaps  his  horse  forsook. 
To  hunt  the  moon  within  the  brook, 
And  never  will  be  heard  of  more. 

Now  is  she  high  upon  the  down, 
Alone  amid  a  prospect  wide ; 
There 's  neither  Johnny  nor  his  horse 
Among  the  fern  or  in  the  gorse ; 
There 's  neither  Doctor  nor  hb  Guide. 
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**  O  saints  I  what  is  become  of  him  ? 
Perhaps  he  's  climbed  into  an  oak, 
Where  he  will  stay  till  he  is  dead ; 
Or,  sadlj  he  has  been  misled, 
And  joined  the  wandering  gypsy-folk. 

"  Or  him  that  wicked  Pony 's  carried 
To  the  dark  cave,  the  goblin's  hall ; 
Or  in  the  castle  he 's  pursuing 
Among  the  ghosts  his  own  undoing ; 
Or  playing  with  the  waterfalL" 

At  poor  old  Susan  then  she  railed. 
While  to  the  town  she  posts  away : 
^  If  Susan  had  not  been  so  ill, 
Alas !  I  should  have  had  him  still. 
My  Johnny,  till  my  dying  day." 

Poor  Betty,  in  this  sad  distemper. 
The  Doctor's  self  could  hardly  spare : 
Unworthy  things  she  talked,  and  wild ; 
Even  he,  of  cattle  the  most  mild. 
The  Pony,  had  his  share. 

But  now  she 's  fairly  in  the  town, 
And  to  the  Doctor's  door  she  hies ; 
'T  is  silence  all  on  every  side ; 
The  town  so  long,  the  town  so  wide, 
Xs  silent  as  the  skies. 
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And  now  she 's  at  the  Doctor's  door, 
She  lifts  the  knocker,  rap,  rap,  rap ; 
The  Doctor  at  the  casement  shows 
His  glimmering  eyes  that  peep  and  doze  ! 
And  one  hand  rubs  his  old  nightcap. 

"  O  Doctor  I  Doctor  I  where 's  my  Johnny  ?  " 
"  I  'm  here,  what  is 't  you  want  with  me  ?  " 
"  O  Sir !  you  know  I  *m  Betty  Foy, 
And  I  have  lost  my  poor  dear  Boy, 
You  know  him,  —  him  you  oflen  see ; 

**  He 's  not  so  wise  as  some  folks  be  —  * 
"  The  devil  take  his  wisdom  I  **  said 
The  Doctor,  looking  somewhat  grim, 
"  What,  Woman  !  should  I  know  of  him  ?" 
And,  grumbling,  he  went  back  to  bed  I 

"  O  woe  is  me  !  O  woe  is  me ! 
Here  will  I  die ;  here  will  I  die ; 
I  thought  to  find  my  lost  one  here, 
But  he  is  neither  far  nor  near ; 
O  what  a  wretched  mother  1 1 " 

She  stops,  she  stands,  she  looks  about; 

Which  way  to  turn  she  cannot  tell. 

Poor  Betty,  it  would  ease  her  pain 

If  she  had  heart  to  knock  again. 

—  The  clock  strikes  three, — a  dismal  knell) 
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Then  up  along  the  town  she  hies, 

No  wonder  if  her  senses  fail ; 

This  piteous  news  so  much  it  shocked  her. 

She  quite  forgot  to  send  the  Doctor, 

To  comfort  poor  old  Susan  Gale. 

And  now  she 's  high  upon  the  down. 
And  she  can  see  a  mile  of  road : 
"  O  cruel !  I  *m  almost  threescore ; 
Such  night  as  this  was  ne'er  before, 
There 's  not  a  single  soul  abroad." 

She  listens,  but  she  cannot  hear 
The  foot  of  horse,  the  voice  of  man ; 
The  streams  with  softest  sound  are  flowing, 
The  grass  you  ahnost  hear  it  growing, 
You  hear  it  now,  if  e'er  you  can. 

The  owlets  through  the  long  blue  night 
Are  shouting  to  each  other  still : 
Fond  lovers  !  yet  not  quite  hob  nob, 
They  lengthen  out  the  tremulous  sob, 
That  echoes  far  from  hill  to  hill. 

Poor  Betty  now  has  lost  all  hope, 
Her  thoughts  are  bent  on  deadly  sin; 
A  green-grown  pond  she  just  has  pasty 
And  from  the  brink  she  hurries  fast. 
Lest  she  should  drown  herself  therein. 
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And  now  she  sits  her  down  and  weepe  x 
Such  tears  she  never  shed  before : 
"  O  dear,  dear  Pony !  my  sweet  joy  I 
O  carry  back  my  Idiot  Boy  I 
And  we  will  ne'er  overload  thee  more." 

A  thought  is  come  into  her  head : 
The  Pony  he  is  mild  and  good, 
And  we  have  always  used  him  well ; 
Perhaps  he  *s  gone  along  the  dell, 
And  carried  Johnny  to  the  wood. 

Then  up  she  springs  as  if  on  wings; 
She  thinks  no  more  of  deadly  sin ; 
If  Betty  fifty  ponds  should  see, 
The  last  of  all  her  thoughts  would  be 
To  drown  herself  therein. 

O  Reader !  now  that  I  might  tell 
What  Johnny  and  his  Horse  are  doing  I 
What  they  Ve  been  doing  all  this  time, 
O  could  I  put  it  into  rhyme, 
A  most  delightful  tale  pursuing  I 

Perhaps,  and  no  unlikely  thought  I 
He  with  his  Pony  now  doth  roam 
The  cliffs  and  peaks  so  high  that  are. 
To  lay  his  hands  upon  a  star, 
And  in  his  pocket  bring  it  home. 
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Perhaps  he 's  turned  himself  about, 
His  face  unto  his  horse's  tail, 
And,  still  and  mute,  in  wonder  lost. 
All  silent  as  a  horseman-ghost. 
He  travels  slowly  down  the  vale. 


And  now,  perhaps,  is  hunting  sheep, 
A  fierce  and  dreadful  hunter  he ; 
Yon  valley,  now  so  trim  and  green, 
In  five  months'  time,  should  he  be 
A  desert  wilderness  will  be  I 


Perhaps,  with  head  and  heels  on  fire, 
And  like  the  very  soul  of  evil, 
He  's  galloping  away,  away. 
And  so  will  gallop  on  for  aye, 
The  bane  of  all  that  dread  the  devil  I 

I  to  the  Muses  have  been  bound 

These  fourteen  years,  by  strong  indenturef  i 

O  gentle  Muses  !  let  me  tell 

But  half  of  what  to  him  befell ; 

He  surely  met  with  strange  adventures. 

O  gentle  Muses !  is  this  kind  ? 
Why  will  ye  thus  my  suit  repel  ? 
Why  of  your  further  aid  bereave  me  ? 
And  can  ye  thus  unfriended  leave  mey 
Ye  Muses !  whom  I  love  so  well  ? 

L.  I.  22 
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Who  'a  yon,  that,  near  the  waterfall, 
Which  thunders  down  with  headlong  foroei 
Beneath  the  moon,  yet  shining  fair, 
As  careless  as  if  nothing  were, 
Sits  upright  on  a  feeding  horse  ? 

Unto  his  horse,  —  there  feeding  free^ 
He  seems,  I  think,  the  rein  to  give ; 
Of  moon  or  stars  he  takes  no  heed ; 
Of  such  we  in  romances  read : 
—  *T  is  Johnny !  Johnny !  as  I  live. 

And  that 's  the  very  Pony,  too  I 
Where  is  she,  where  is  Betty  Foy? 
She  hardly  can  sustain  her  fears ; 
The  roaring  waterfall  she  hears, 
And  cannot  find  her  Idiot  Boy. 

Your  Pony  *s  worth  his  weight  in  gold: 
Then  calm  your  terrors,  Betty  Foy  ! 
She  *s  coming  from  amot^  the  trees, 
And  now  all  full  in  vie\¥  she  sees 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  Betty  sees  the  Pony  too : 

Why  stand  you  thus,  good  Betty  Foy  ? 

It  is  no  goblin,  't  is  no  ghost, 

T  is  he  whom  you  so  long  have  lost^ 

He  whom  you  love,  your  Idiot  Boy. 
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She  looks  again  —  her  aims  are  up  — 
She  screams  —  she  cannot  move  for  joy ; 
She  darts,  as  with  a  torrent's  force, 
She  almost  has  overturned  the  horse, 
And  fast  she  holds  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  Johnny  hurrs,  and  laughs  aloud ; 
Whether  in  cunning  or  in  joy 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  while  he  laughs, 
Betty  a  drunken  pleasure  quaffs 
To  hear  again  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  now  she 's  at  the  Pony's  tail, 
And  now  is  at  the  Pony's  head,  — 
On  that  side  now,  and  now  on  this ; 
And,  almost  stifled  with  her  bliss, 
A  few  sad  tears  does  Betty  shed. 

She  kisses  o'er  and  o'er  again 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy  % 
She 's  happy  here,  is  happy  there, 
She  is  uneasy  everywhere  ; 
Her  limbs  are  all  alive  with  joy. 

She  pats  the  Pony,  where  or  when 
She  knows  not,  happy  Betty  Foy  I 
The  Uttle  Pony  glad  may  be, 
But  he  is  milder  far  than  she. 
You  hardly  can  perceive  his  joy. 
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"  O  Johnny  I  never  mind  the  Doctor ; 
You  *ve  done  your  best,  and  that  is  all "  i 
She  took  the  reins,  when  this  was  said, 
And  gently  turned  the  Pony's  head 
From  the  loud  waterfall. 

By  this  the  stars  were  almost  gone, 
The  moon  was  setting  on  the  hill, 
So  pale  you  scarcely  looked  at  her : 
The  little  birds  began  to  stir, 
Though  yet  their  tongues  were  still. 

The  Pony,  Betty,  and  her  Boy, 
Wind  slowly  through  the  woody  dale ; 
And  who  is  she,  betimes  abroad, 
That  hobbles  up  the  steep,  rough  road  ? 
Who  is  it,  but  old  Susan  Gale  ? 

Long  time  lay  Susan  lost  in  thought ; 
And  many  dreadful  fears  beset  her. 
Both  for  her  Messenger  and  Nurse ; 
And,  as  her  mind  grew  worse  and  worse, 
Iler  body  —  it  grew  better. 

She  turned,  she  tossed  herself  in  bed. 
On  all  sides  doubts  and  terrors  met  her ; 
Point  after  point  did  she  discuss ; 
And,  while  her  mind  was  fighting  thus, 
Iler  body  still  grew  better. 
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*•  Alas  !  what  is  become  of  them  ? 

These  fears  can  never  be  endured ; 

I  '11  to  the  wood."  —  The  word  scarce  said. 

Did  Susan  rise  up  from  her  bed, 

As  if  by  m^c  cured. 

Awaj  she  goes,  up  hill  and  down, 

And  to  the  wood  at  length  is  come ; 

She  spies  her  friends,  she  shouts  a  greeting  | 

0  me !  it  is  a  merry  meeting 

As  ever  was  in  Christendom. 

The  owls  have  hardly  sung  their  last, 
While  our  four  travellers  homeward  wend; 
The  owls  have  hooted  all  night  long, 
And  with  the  owls  began  my  song, 
And  with  the  owls  must  end. 

For  while  they  all  were  travelling  home, 
Cried  Betty,  "  Tell  us,  Johnny,  do, 
Where  all  this  long  night  you  have  been, 
What  you  have  heard,  what  yoi»  have  seen 
And,  Johnny,  mind  you  tell  us  true." 

Now  Johnny  all  night  long  had  heard 
The  owls  in  tuneful  concert  strive ; 
No  doubt  too  he  the  moon  had  seen ; 
For  in  the  moonlight  he  had  been 
From  eight  o'clock  till  five. 
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And  thus  to  Betty's  question  he 
Made  answer,  like  a  traveller  bold, 
(His  very  words  I  give  to  yoq,) 
"  The  cocks  did  crow  to-whoo,  to-whoo, 
And  the  moon  did  shine  so  cold ! " 
—  Thus  answered  Johnny  in  his  glory, 
And  that  was  all  bis  travers  story. 

:7ML 


xxxn. 
MICHAEL. 

▲  FA8T0RAL  FOBM. 


If  from  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps 
Up  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  G^ylL 
You  will  suppose  that  with  an  upright  path 
Your  feet  must  struggle ;  in  such  bold  ascent 
The  pastoral  mountains  front  you,  face  to  face. 
But  courage  !  for  around  that  boisterous  brook 
The  mountains  have  all  opened  out  themselves, 
And  made^  hidden  valley  of  their  own. 
No  habitation  can  be  seen  ;  but  they 
Who  journey  thither  find  themselves  alone 
With  a  few  sheep,  with  rocks  and  stones,  and  kites 
That  overhead  are  sailing  in  the  sky. 
It  is  in  truth  an  utter  soUtude ; 
Nor  should  I  have  made  mention  of  this  Dell 
But  for  one  object  which  you  might  pass  by, 
Might  see  and  notice  not     Beside  the  brook 
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Appears  a  straggling  heap  of  unhewn  stones  1 

And  to  that  simple  object  appertains 

A  story,  —  unenriched  with  strange  events, 

Yet  not  unfit,  I  deem,  for  the  fireside. 

Or  for  tho  summer  shade.     It  was  the  first 

Of  those  domestic  tales  that  spake  to  me 

Of  Shepherds,  dwellers  in  the  valleys,  men 

Whom  I  already  loved ;  —  not  verily 

For  their  own  sakes,  but  for  the  fields  and  hiUi 

Where  was  their  occupation  and  abode. 

And  hence  this  Tale,  while  I  was  yet  a  Boy 

Careless  of  books,  yet  having  felt  the  power 

Of  Nature  by  the  gentle  agency 

Of  natural  objects,  led  me  on  to  feel 

For  passions  that  were  not  my  own,  and  think 

(At  random  and  imperfectly  indeed) 

On  man,  the  heart  of  man,  and  human  life. 

Therefore,  although  it  be  a  history 

Homely  and  rude,  I  will  relate  the  same 

For  the  delight  of  a  few  natural  hearts ; 

And,  with  yet  fonder  feeling,  for  the  sake 

Of  youthful  Poets,  who  among  these  hills 

Will  be  my  second  self  when  I  am  gone. 

Upon  the  forest-side  in  Grassmere  Vale 
There  dwelt  a  Shepherd,  Michael  was  his  naina 
An  old  man,  stout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  limb. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength :  his  mind  was  keen, 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  all  affairs, 
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And  in  his  shepherd's  calling  he  was  prompt 
And  watchful  more  than  ordinary  men. 
Hence  had  he  learned  the  meaning  of  all  winds, 
Of  blasts  of  every  tone ;  and,  oftentimes, 
When  others  heeded  not,  he  heard  the  South 
Make  subterraneous  music,  like  the  noise 
Of  bagpipers  on  distant  Highland  hills*. 
The  Shepherd,  at  such  warning,  of  his  flock 
Bethought  him,  and  he  to  himself  would  say, 
"  The  winds  are  now  devising  work  for  me  I " 
And,  truly,  at  all  times,  the  storm,  that  drives 
The  traveller  to  a  shelter,  summoned  him 
Up  to  the  mountains :  he  had  been  alone 
Amid  the  heart  of  many  thousand  mists. 
That  came  to  him,  and  lefl  him,  on  the  heights. 
So  lived  he  till  his  eightieth  year  was  past. 
And  grossly  that  man  errs,  who  would  suppose 
That  the  green  valleys,  and  the  streams  and  rocks, 
Were  things  indifferent  to  the  Shepherd's  thoughts. 
Fields,  where  with  cheerful  spirits  he  had  breathed 
The  common  air ;   hills,  which  with  vigorous  step 
He  had  so  often  climbed ;  which  had  impressed 
So  many  incidents  upon  his  mind 
Of  hardship,  skill  or  courage,  joy  or  fear ; 
Which,  like  a  book,  preserved  the  memory 
Of  the  dumb  animals,  whom  he  had  saved. 
Had  fed  or  sheltered,  linking  to  such  acts 
The  certainty  of  honorable  gain  ; 
Those  fields,  those  hills — what  could  they  less/ 
—  had  laid 
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Strong  hold  on  his  affections,  were  to  him 
A  pleasurable  feeling  of  blind  love, 
The  pleasure  which  there  is  in  life  itself. 

His  days  had  not  been  passed  in  singleness. 
His  Helpmate  w&s  a  comely  matron,  old, 
Though  younger  than  himself  full  twenty  years. 
She  was  a  woman  of  a  stirring  life. 
Whose  heart  was  in  her  house :  two  wheels  she  had 
Of  antique  form  ;  this  large,  for  spinning  wool ; 
That  small,  for  flax ;  and  if  one  wheel  had  rest, 
It  was  because  the  other  was  at  work. 
The  Fair  had  but  one  inmate  in  their  house, 
An  only  Child,  who  had  been  bom  to  them 
When  Michael,  telling  o'er  his  years,  began 
To  deem  that  he  was  old,  —  in  shepherd's  phrase, 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave.     This  only  Son, 
With  two  brave  sheep-dogs  tried  in  many  a  storm, 
The  one  of  an  inestimable  worth. 
Made  all  their  household.     I  may  truly  say. 
That  they  were  as  a  proverb  in  the  vale 
For  endless  industry.     When  day  was  gone. 
And  from  their  occupations  out  of  doors 
The  Son  and  Father  were  come  home,  even  then 
Their  labor  did  not  cease  ;  unless  when  all 
Turned  to  the  cleanly  supper-board,  and  there. 
Each  with  a  mess  of  pottage  and  skimmed  milk. 
Bat  round  the  basket  piled  with  oaten  cakes. 
And  their  plain  home-made  cheese.     Yet  when 
the  meal 
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Was  ended,  Luke  (for  so  the  Son  was  named) 
And  his  old  Father  hoth  betook  themselves 
To  such  convenient  work  as  might  employ 
Their  hands  by  the  fire-side;  perhaps  to  card 
Wool  for  the  Housewife's  spindle,  or  repair 
Some  injury  done  to  sickle,  flail,  or  scythe, 
Or  other  implement  of  house  or  field. 

Down  from  the  ceiling,  by  the  chimney's  edge. 
That,  in  our  ancient  uncouth  country  style, 
With  huge  and  black  projection  overbrowed 
Large  space  beneath,  jis  duly  as  the  light 
Of  day  grew  dim,  the  Housewife  hung  a  lamp ; 
An  aged  utensil,  whiclvhad  peiformed 
Service  beyond  all  others  of  its  kind. 
Early  at  evening  did  it  bum,  and  late. 
Surviving  comrade  of  uncounted  hours. 
Which,  going  by  from  year  to  year,  had  found. 
And  left,  the  couple  neither  gay  perhaps 
Nor  cheerful,  yet  with  objects  and  with  hopes, 
Living  a  life  of  eager  industry. 
And  now,  when  Luke  had  reached  his  eighteenth 

vear. 
There  by  the  light  of  this  old  lamp  they  sat, 
Father  and  Son,  while  far  into  the  night 
The  Housewife  plied  her  own  peculiar  work. 
Making  the  cottage  through  the  silent  hours 
Murmur  as  with  the  sound  of  summer  flies. 
ITiis  light  was  famous  in  its  neighborhood, 
And  was  a  public  symbol  of  the  life 
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Tliat  thrifty  Pair  had  lived.     For,  as  it  chanced, 
Their  cottage  on  a  plot  of  rising  ground 
Stood  single,  with  large  prospect,  north  and  south, 
High  into  Easedale,  up  to  Dunmail-Raise, 
And  westward  to  the  village  near  the  lake ; 
And  from  this  constant  light,  so  regular 
And  so  far  seen,  the  house  itself,  bj  all 
Who  dwelt  within  the  hmits  of  the  vale, 
Both  old  and  young,  was  named  The  Evening 
Star. 

Thus  living  on  through  such  a  length  of  years, 
The  .Shepherd,  if  he  loved  himself,  must  needs 
Have  loved  his  Helpmate ;  but  to  Michael's  heart 
This  son  of  his  old  age  was  yet  more  dear,  — 
Less  from  instinctive  tenderness,  the  same 
Fond  spirit  that  blindly  works  in  the  blood  of  all, 
Than  that  a  child,  more  than  all  other  gifts 
That  earth  can  offer  to  declining  man, 
Brings  hope  with  it,  and  forward-looking  thoughtSj 
And  stirrings  of  inquietude,  when  they 
By  tendency  of  nature  needs  must  fail. 
Exceeding  was  the  love  he  bare  to  him. 
His  heart  and  his  heart's  joy  !     For  oftentimes 
Old  Michael,  while  he  was  a  babe  in  arms, 
Had  done  him  female  service,  not  alone 
For  pastime  and  delight,  as  is  the  use 
Of  fathers,  but  with  patient  mind  enforced 
To  acts  of  tenderness ;  and  he  had  rocked 
His  cradle,  as  with  a  woman's  gentle  hand. 
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And,  in  a  later  time,  ere  yet  the  B07 
Had  put  on  boy's  attire,  did  Michael  love, 
Albeit  of  a  stern  unbending  mind, 
To  have  the  Young-one  in  his  sight,  when  he 
Wrought  in  the  field,  or  on  his  shepherd's  stool 
Sat  with  a  fettered  sheep  before  him  stretched 
Under  the  large  old  oak,  that  near  his  door 
Stood  single,  and,  from  matchless  depth  of  shade, 
Chosen  for  the  Shearer's  covert  from  the  sun, 
Thence  in  our  rustic  dialect  was  called 
The  Clipping  Tree,*  a  name  which  yet  it  bears. 
There,  while  they  two  were  sitting  in  the  shade. 
With  others  round  them,  earnest  all  and  blithe, 
Would  Michael  exercise  his  heart  with  looks 
Of  fond  correction  and  reproof  bestowed 
Upon  the  Child,  if  he  disturbed  the  sheep 
By  catching  at  their  legs,  or  with  his  shouts 
Scared  them,  while  they  lay  still  beneath  the  shears. 

And  when  by  Heaven's  good  grace  the  Boy 
grew  up 
A  healthy  Lad,  and  carried  in  his  cheek 
Two  steady  roses  that  were  five  years  old ; 
Tlien  Michael  from  a  winter  coppice  cut 
With  his  own  hand  a  sapling,  which  he  hooped 
With  iron,  making  it  throughout  in  all 
Due  requisites  a  perfect  shepherd's  staflf, 


*  Clipping  is  the  word  used  in  the  North  of  England  foi 
shearing. 
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And  gave  it  to  the  Boy  ;  wherewith  equipt, 
He  as  a  watchman  oftentimes  was  placed 
At  gate  or  gap,  to  stem  or  turn  the  flock ; 
And,  to  his  office  prematurely  called, 
There  stood  the  urchin,  as  you  will  divine, 
Something  between  a  hinderance  and  a  help ; 
And  for  this  cause  not  always,  I  helievey 
lieceiving  from  his  Father  liire  of  praise ; 
Though  naught  was  left  undone  which  stafi^  or 

voice. 
Or  looks,  or  threatening  gestures,  could  perform. 

But  soon  as  Luke,  full  ten  years  old,  could  stand 
Against  the  mountain  blasts  ;  and  to  the  heights, 
Not  fearing  toil,  nor  length  of  weary  ways. 
He  with  his  Father  daily  went,  and  they 
Were  as  companions,  why  should  I  relate 
That  objects  which  the  Shepherd  loved  before 
Were  dearer  now  ?  that  from  the  Boy  there  came 
Feelings  and  emanations,  —  things  which  were 
Light  to  the  sun  and  music  to  the  wind  ; 
And  that  the  old  Man's  heart  seemed  bom  agiiin  ? 

Thus  in  his  Father's  sight  the  Boy  grew  up  : 
And  now,  when  he  had  reached  his  eighteenth  year, 
He  was  his  comfort  and  his  daily  hope. 

While  in  this  sort  the  simple  household  lived 
From  day  to  day,  to  Michael's  ear  there  came 
Distressful  tidings.     Long  before  the  time 
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Of  wliicb  I  speak,  the  Shepherd  had  been  bound 

In  surety  for  his  brother's  son,  a  man 

Of  an  industrious  life,  and  ample  means ; 

But  unforeseen  misfortunes  suddenly 

Had  prest  upon  him  ;  and  old  Michael  now 

Was  summoned  to  discharge  the  forfeiture, 

A  grievous  penalty,  but  little  Jess 

Than  half  his  substance.     This  unlooked-for  claim, 

At  the  first  hearing,  for  a  moment  took 

More  hope  out  of  his  life  than  he  supposed 

That  any  old  man  ever  could  have  lost 

As  soon  as  he  had  armed  himself  with  strength 

To  look  his  trouble  in  the  face,  it  seemed 

The  Shepherd's  sole  resource  to  sell  at  once 

A  portion  of  his  patrimonial  fields. 

Such  was  his  first  resolve  ;  he  thought  again, 

And  his  heart  failed  him.     "  Isabel,"  said  he, 

Two  evenings  after  he  had  heard  the  news, 

"  I  have  been  toiling  more  than  seventy  years, 

And  in  the  open  sunshine  of  God's  love 

Have  we  all  lived ;  yet  if  these  fields  of  ours 

Should  pass  into  a  stranger's  hand,  I  think 

That  I  could  not  lie  quiet  in  my  grave. 

Our  lot  is  a  hard  lot ;  the  sun  himself 

Has  scarcely  been  more  diligent  than  I ; 

And  I  have  lived  to  be  a  fool  at  last 

To  my  own  family.     An  evil  man 

That  was,  and  made  an  evil  choice,  if  he 

Were  false  to  us ;  and  if  he  were  not  false, 

There  are  ten  thousand  to  whom  loss  like  this 
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Hiid  been  no  sorrow.     I  forgive  him ;  —  but 
T  were  better  to  be  dumb  than  to  talk  thus. 

"  When  I  began,  my  purpose  was  to  speak 
Of  remedies  and  of  a  cheerful  hope. 
Our  Luke  shall  leave  us,  Isabel ;  the  land 
Shall  not  go  from  us,  and  it  shall  be  free  ; 
He  shall  possess  it,  free  as  is  the  wind 
That  passes  over  it.     We  have,  thou  know'st, 
Another  kinsman,  —  he  will  be  our  friend 
In  this  distress.     He  is  a  prosperous  man. 
Thriving  in  trade,  —  and  Luke  to  him  shall  go, 
And  i/v'ith  his  kinsman's  help  and  his  own  thrift 
He  quickly  will  repair  this  loss,  and  then 
He  may  return  to  us.     If  here  he  stay, 
What  can  be  done  ?     Where  every  one  is  poor 
What  can  be  gained  ?  " 

At  this  the  old  Man  paused, 
And  Isabel  sat  silent,  for  her  mind 
Was  busy,  looking  back  into  past  times. 
There 's  Richard  Bateman,  thought  she  to  herself; 
He  was  a  parish-boy  ;  at  the  church-door 
They  made  a  gathering  for  him,  shillings,  pence, 
And  halfpennies,  wherewith  the  neighbors  bought 
A  basket,  which  they  filled  with  peddler's  wares  ; 
And,  with  this  basket  on  his  arm,  the  lad 
Went  up  to  London,  found  a  master  there, 
Who,  out  of  many,  chose  the  trusty  boy 
To  go  and  overlook  his  merchandise 
Beyond  the  seas ;  where  he  grew  wondrous  rich. 
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Ajid  left;  estates  and  moneys  to  the  poor, 
And  at  his  birthplace  built  a  chapel  floored 
With  marble,  which  he  sent  from  foreign  lands. 
These  thoughts,  and  many  others  of  like  sort, 
Passed  quickly  through  the  mind  of  Isabel, 
And  her  face  brightened.     The  old  Man  was  glad, 
And  thus  resumed :  —  "  Well,  Isabel !  this  scheme, 
These  two  days,  has  been  meat  and  drink  to  me. 
Far  more  than  we  have  lost  is  left  us  yet 
We  have  enough ;  —  I  wish  indeed  that  I 
Were  younger ;  —  but  this  hope  is  a  good  hope. 
Make  ready  Luke*s  best  garments,  of  the  best 
Buy  for  him  more,  and  let  us  send  him  forth 
To-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  to-night : 
—  If  he  could  go,  the  boy  should  go  to-nighU" 

Here  Michael  ceased,  and  to  the  fields  went  forth 
With  a  light  heart.     The  Housewife  for  five  days 
Was  restless  morn  and  night,  and  all  day  long 
Wrought  on  with  her  best  fingers  to  prepare 
Things  needful  for  the  journey  of  her  son. 
But  Isabel  was  glad  when  Sunday  came 
To  stop  her  in  her  work :  for,  when  she  lay 
By  Michael's  side,  she  through  the  last  two  nights 
Heard  him,  how  he  was  troubled  in  his  sleep : 
And  when  they  rose  at  morning  she  could  see 
That  all  his  hopes  were  gone.     That  day  at  noon 
She  said  to  Luke,  while  they  two  by  themselves 
Were  sitting  at  the  door,  **  Thou  must  not  go : 
Wo  have  no  other  Child  but  thee  to  lose, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


MICHAEL.  358 

None  to  remember ;  —  do  not  go  away, 
For  if  thou  leave  thy  Father  he  will  die." 
The  Youth  made  answer  with  a  jocund  voice ; 
And  Isabel,  when  she  fiad  told  her  fears, 
Recovered  heart.     That  evening  her  best  fare 
Did  she  bring  forth,  and  altogether  sat 
Like  happy  people  round  a  Christmas  fire. 

With  daylight  Isabel  resumed  her  work ; 
And  all  the  ensuing  week  the  house  appeared 
As  cheerful  as  a  grove  in  Spring :  at  length 
The  expected  letter  from  their  kinsman  came^ 
With  kind  assurances  that  he  would  do 
His  utmost  for  the  welfare  of  the  Boy ; 
To  which  requests  were  added,  that  forthwith 
He  might  be  sent  to  him.     Ten  times  or  more 
The  letter  was  read  over ;  Isabel 
Went  forth  to  show  it  to  the  neighbors  round  ; 
Nor  was  there  at  that  time  on  English  land 
A  prouder  heart  than  Luke's.     When  Isabel 
Had  to  her  house  returned,  the  old  Man  said, 
**  He  shall  depart  to-morrow."    To  this  word 
The  Housewife  answered,  talking  much  of  things 
Which,  if  at  such  short  notice  he  should  go. 
Would  surely  be  forgotten.     But  at  length 
She  gave  consent,  and  Michael  was  at  ease. 

Near  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  GhyO, 
In  that  deep  valley,  Michael  had  designed 
To  build  a  Sheepfold  ;  and,  before  he  heard 

VOL.  I.  23 
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The  tidings  of  his  melancholy  loss, 

For  this  some  purpose  he  had  gathered  up 

A  heap  of  stones,  which  by  the  streamlet's  edge 

Lay  thrown  together,  reaTly  for  the  work. 

With  Luke  that  evening  thitherward  he  walked : 

And  as  soon  as  he  had  reached  the  place  he  stopped, 

And  thus  the  old  Man  spake  to  him :  —  "  My  Sou, 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  leave  me :  with  full  heart 

I  look  upon  thee,  for  thou  art  the  same 

That  wert  a  promise  to  me  ere  thy  birth, 

And  all  tiiy  life  hast  been  my  daily  joy. 

I  will  relate  to  thee  some  little  part 

Of  our  two  histories ;  't  will  do  thee  good 

When  thou  art  from  me,  even  if  J  should  touch 

On  things  thou  canst  not  know  of. After  thou 

First  cam'st  into  the  world,  —  as  oft  befalls 
To  new-born  infants,  —  thou  didst  sleep  away 
Two  days,  and  blessings  from  thy  Father's  tongue 
Then  fell  upon  thee.     Day  by  day  passed  on, 
And  still  I  loved  thee  with  increasing  love. 
Never  to  living  ear  came  sweeter  sounds 
Than  when  I  heard  thee  by  our  own  fireside 
First  uttering,  without  words,  a  natural  tune ; 
While  thou,  a  feeding  babe,  didst  in  thy  joy     ' 
Sing  at  thy   Mother's  breast    Month  followed 

month. 
And  in  the  open  fields  my  life  was  passed, 
And  on  the  mountains ;  else  I  think  that  thou 
Uadst  been  brought  up  upon  thy  Father's  knees. 
But  we  were  playmates,  Luke :  among  these  bills. 
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4s  well  thou  knowest,  in  us  the  old  and  young 
Have  played  together,  nor  with  me  didst  thou 
Lack  any  pleasure  which  a  boy  can  know." 
Luke  had  a  manly  heart ;  but  at  these  words 
He  sobbed  aloud.     The  old  Man  grasped  his  hand, 
And  said,  "  Nay,  do  not  take  it  so ;  —  I  see 
That  these  are  things  of  which  I  need  not  speak. 
—  Even  to  the  utmost  I  have  been  to  thee 
A  kind  and  a  good  Father  :  and  herein 
1  but  repay  a  gifl  which  I  myself 
Received  at  others*  hands  ;  for,  though  now  old 
Beyond  the  common  life  of  man,  I  still 
Remember  them  who  loved  me  in  my  youth. 
Both  of  them  sleep  together  :  here  they  lived. 
As  all  their  Forefathers  had  done  ;  and  when 
At  length  their  time  was  come,  they  were  not  loth 
To  give  their  bodies  to  the  family  mould. 
I  wished  that  thou  shouldst  live  the  life  they  lived : 
But 't  is  a  long  time  to  look  back,  my  Son, 
And  see  so  little  gain  from  threescore  years. 
These  fields  were  burdened  when  they  came  to  me; 
Till  I  was  forty  years  of  age,  not  more 
Than  half  of  my  inheritance  was  mine. 
I  toiled  and  toiled ;  God  blessed  me  in  my  work, 
And  till  these  three  weeks  past  the  land  was  free. 
•—  It  looks  as  if  it  never  could  endure 
Another  Master,     Heaven  forgive  me,  Luke, 
If  I  judge  ill  for  thee,  but  it  seems  good 
That  thou  shouldst  go." 

At  this  the  old  Man  paused 
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Then,  pointing  to  the  stones  near  wliich  they  stood, 
Thus,  after  a  short  silence,  he  resumed : 
"  This  was  a  work  for  us ;  and  now,  my  Son, 
It  is  a  work  for  me.     But  lay  one  stone,  — 
Here,  lay  it  for  me,  Luke,  with  thine  own  liands. 
Nay,  Boy,  be  of  good  hope ;  —  we  both  may  live 
To  see  a  better  day.     At  eighty-four 
I  still  am  strong  and  hale  ;  —  do  thou  thy  part ; 
I  will  do  mine.  —  I  will  begin  again 
With  many  tasks  that  were  resigned  to  thee : 
Up  to  the  heights,  and  in  among  the  storms, 
Will  I  without  thee  go  again,  and  do 
All  works  which  I  was  wont  to  do  alone, 
Before  I  knew  thy  face.  —  Heaven  bless  thee,  Boy  1 
Thy  heart  these  two  weeks  has  been  beating  fast 
With  many  hopes ;  it  should  be  so ;  yes — yes  — 
I  knew  that  thou  couldst  never  have  a  wish 
To  leave  me,  Luke  :  thou  hast  been  bound  to  me 
Only  by  links  of  love  :  when  thou  art  gone, 
What  will  be  left  to  us !  —  But  I  forget 
My  purposes.     Lay  now  the  comer-stone, 
As  I  requested  ;  and  hereafter,  Luke, 
When  thou  art  gone  away,  should  evil  men 
Be  thy  companions,  think  of  me,  my  Son, 
And  of  this  moment ;  hither  turn  thy  thoughts, 
And  God  will  strengthen  thee :  amid  all  fear 
And  all  temptation,  Luke,  I  pray  that  thoa 
Mayst  bear  in  mind  the  life  thy  Fathers  lived, 
Who,  being  innocent,  did  for  that  cause 
Bestir  them  in  good  deeds.    Now,  fare  thee  well ; 
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WTien  thou  retum'st,  thou  in  this  place  wilt  see 
A.  work  which  is  not  here :  a  covenant 
T  will  be  between  us ;  but,  whatever  fate 
Befall  thee,  I  shall  love  thee  to  the  last, 
And  bear  thy  memory  with  me  to  the  grave." 

The  Shepherd  ended  here :  and  Luke  stooped 
down, 
And,  as  his  Father  had  requested,  laid 
The  first  stone  of  the  Sheepfold.     At  the  sight 
The  old  Man's  grief  broke  from  him ;  to  his  heart 
He  pressed  his  Son,  he  kissed  him  and  wept ; 
And  to  the  house  together  they  returned. 
—  Hushed  was  that  house  in  peace,  or  seeming 

peace. 
Ere  the  night  fell :  —  with  morrow's  dawn  the  Boy 
Began  his  journey,  and  when  he  had  reached 
The  public  way,  he  put  on  a  bold  face ; 
And  all  the  neighbors,  as  he  passed  their  doors, 
Came  forth  with  wishes  and  with  farewell  prayers, 
That  followed  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight. 

A  good  report  did  from  their  Kinsman  come, 
Of  Luke  and  his  well-doing :  and  the  Boy 
Wrote  loving  letters,  full  of  wondrous  news, 
Which,  as  the  Housewife  phrased  it,  were  through 

out 
**  The  prettiest  letters  that  were  ever  seen." 
Bv>th  parents  read  them  with  rejoicing  hearts, 
^,  many  months  passed  on  :  and  once  again 
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The  Shepherd  went  about  his  daily  work 
With  confident  and  cheerful  thoughts ;  and  now 
Sometimes  when  he  could  find  a  leisure  hour 
He  to  that  valley  took  his  way,  and  there 
Wrought  at  the  Sheepfold.    Meantime  Luke  begnD 
To  slacken  in  his  duty ;  and,  at  length, 
Uo  in  the  dissolute  city  gave  himself 
To  evil  courses :  ignominy  and  shame 
Fell  on  him,  so  that  he  was  driven  at  last 
To  seek  a  hiding-place  beyond  the  seas. 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love ; 
T  will  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart : 
I  have  conversed  with  more  than  one  who  well 
Remember  the  old  Man,  and  what  he  was 
Years  afler  he  had  heard  this  heavy  news. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength.     Among  the  rocks 
He  went,  and  still  looked  up  to  sun  and  cloud. 
And  listened  to  the  wind ;  and,  as  before, 
Pertbrmed  all  kinds  of  labor  for  his  sheep, 
And  for  the  land,  his  small  inheritance. 
And  to  that  hollow  dell  from  time  to  time 
Did  he  repair,  to  build  the  Fold  of  which 
His  flock  had  need.    *T  is  not  forgotten  yet 
The  pity  which  was  then  in  every  heart 
For  the  old  Man,  —  and  't  is  believed  by  all, 
That  many  and  many  a  day  he  thither  went, 
And  never  lifted  up  a  single  stone. 
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There,  by  the  Sheepfold,  sometimes  was  he  seen 
Sitting  alone,  or  with  his  faithful  dog, 
Then  old,  beside  him,  lying  at  his  feet 
The  length  of  full  seven  years,  from  time  to  time, 
He  at  the  building  of  the  Sheepfold  wrought. 
And  lefl  the  work  imfinished  when  he  died. 
Three  years,  or  little  more,  did  Isabel 
Survive  her  husband :  at  her  death  the  estate 
Was  sold,  and  went  into  a  stranger's  hand. 
The  Cottage  which  was  named  the  Evening  Star 
Is  gone,  —  the  ploughshare  has  been  through  the 

ground 
On  which  it  stood ;  great  changes  have  been  wrought 
In  aU  the  neighborhood  :  —  yet  the  oak  is  left 
That  grew  beside  their  door ;  and  the  remains 
Of  the  unfinished  Sheepfold  may  be  seen 
Beside  the  boisterous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll 

1800. 


XXXIII. 
THE  WIDOW  ON  WINDERMERE  SIDE. 


How  beautiful  when  up  a  lofty  height 
Honor  ascends  among  the  humblest  poor, 
And  feeling  sinks  as  deep  I     See  there  the  door 
Of  one,  a  Widow,  left  beneath  a  weight 
Of  blameless  debt.     On  evil  Fortune's  spite 
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She  wasted  no  complaint,  but  strove  to  make 
A  just  repayment,  both  for  conscience'  sake 
And  that  herself  and  hers  should  stand  upright 
In  the  world's  eye.    Her  work  when  daylight  failed 
Paused  not,  and  through  the  depth  of  night  she  kept 
Such  earnest  vigils,  that  belief  prevailed 
With  some,  the  noble  creature  never  slept ; 
But,  one  by  one,  the  hand  of  death  assailed 
Her  children  from  her  inmost  heart  bewept. 


The  Mother  mourned,  nor  ceased  her  tears  to  flow 
Till  a  winter's  noonday  placed  her  buried  Son 
Before  her  eyes,  last  child  of  many  gone,  — 
His  raiment  of  angelic  white,  and  lo  ! 
His  very  feet  bright  as  the  dazzling  snow 
Which  they  are  touching ;  yea,  far  brighter,  even 
As  that  which  comes,  or  seems  to  come,  from  heaven, 
Surpasses  aught  these  elements  can  show. 
Much  she  rejoiced,  trusting  that  from  that  hour, 
Whatever  befell,  she  could  not  grieve  or  pine ; 
But  the  Transfigured,  in  and  out  of  season. 
Appeared,  and  spiritual  presence  gained  a  power 
Over  material  forms  that  mastered  reason. 
O  gracious  Heaven,  in  pity  make  her  thine  I 


But  why  that  prayer  ?  as  if  to  her  could  come 
No  good  but  by  the  way  that  leads  to  bliss 
Thro'  Death,  —  so  judging  we  should  judge  amiss. 
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Since  reason  failed,  want  is  her  threatened  doom, 

Yet  frequent  transports  mitigate  the  gloom  : 

Nor  of  those  maniacs  is  she  one  that  kiss 

The  air  or  laugh  upon  a  precipice  ; 

No,  passing  through  strange  sufferings  toward  the 

tomb, 
She  smiles  as  if  a  martyr's  crown  were  won : 
Ofty  when  light  breaks  through  clouds  or  waving 

trees, 
With  outspread  arms,  and  fallen  upon  her  kneesi 
The  Mother  hails  in  her  descending  Son 
An  Angel,  and  in  earthly  ecstasies 
Her  own  angelic  glory  seems  begun. 


XXXIV 

THE  ARMENIAN  LADTS  LOVE 

The  subject  of  the  following  poem  is  from  the  Orlandns  of 
the  author's  friend,  Kenelra  Henry  Dlgby:  and  the  liberty 
is  taken  of  inscribing  it  to  him  as  on  acknowledgment,  how 
ever  unworthy,  of  pleasure  and  instruction  derived  from  his 
numerous  and  valuable  writings,  illustrative  of  the  piety 
•nd  chivahy  of  the  olden  time.] 


You  have  heard  "  a  Spanish  Lady 
How  she  wooed  an  Englishman  '* :  ♦ 

•  See,  in  Percy's  Reliques,  that  fine  old  ballad, "  The  Span- 
Mh  Lady's  Love  ";  from  which  poem  the  form  of  stanza,  a< 
•aitable  to  dialogue,  is  adopted. 
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Hear  now  of  a  fair  Armenian, 
Daughter  of  the  proud  Sold^ ; 
How  she  loved  a  Christian  Slave,  and  told  her  pain 
Bj  word,  look,  deed,  with  hope  that  he  might  love 
again. 


"  Pluck  that  rose,  it  moves  my  liking," 

Said  she,  lifting  up  her  veil ; 
"  Pluck  it  for  me,  gentle  gai'dener, 
Ere  it  wither  and  grow  pale." 
^  Princess  fair,  I  till  the  ground,  hut  maj  not  take 
From   twig  or  hed  an  humhle  flower,  even  for 
your  sake ! " 


**  Grieved  am  I,  submissive  t^hristian  I 

To  behold  thy  captive  state  ; 
Women  in  your  land  may  pity 
(May  they  not  ?)  the  unfortunate." 
"  Yes,  kind  Lady !  otherwise  man  could  not  bear 
Life,  which  to  every  one  that  breathes  is  full  of  care." 


"  Worse  than  idle  is  compassion 

If  it  end  in  tears  and  sighs ; 
Thee  from  bondage  would  I  rescue, 
And  from  vile  indignities ; 
Nurtured,  as  thy  mien  bespeaks,  in  high  degree, 
Look  up,  and  help  a  hand  that  longs  to  set  thee 
free." 
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y. 

**  Lady  I  dread  the  wish,  nor  venture 

In  such  peril  to  engage  ; 
Think  how  it  would  stir  against  you 
Your  most  loving  father's  rage  : 
Sad  deliverance  would  it  be,  and  yoked  with  shame, 
Bhould  troubles  overflow  on  her  from  whom  it 
came." 


"  Generous  Frank  !  the  just  in  effort 

Are  of  inward  peace  secure : 
Hardships  for  the  brave  encountered, 
Even  the  feeblest  may  endure : 
If  almighty  grace  through  me  thy  chains  unbind 
My  father  for  slave's  work  may  seek  a  slave  in 
mind." 

vn. 

"  Princess,  at  this  burst  of  goodness, 

My  long-frozen  heart  grows  warm  I  ** 
"  Yet  you  make  all  courage  fruitless, 
Me  to  save  from  chance  of  harm : 
Leading  such  companion,  I  that  gilded  dome, 
Ton  minarets,  would  gladly  leave  for  his  wont 
home." 


*  Feeling  tunes  your  voice,  fair  PrincesB  I 
And  your  brow  is  free  from  scorn. 
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Else  these  words  would  come  like  mockery, 
Sharper  than  the  pointed  thorn." 
"  Whence  the  undeserved  mistrust  ?   Too  wide  apart 
Our  faith  hath  been,  —  O  would  that  ejcs  could 
see  the  heart  I " 


"  Tempt  me  not,  I  pray  ;  my  doom  is 

These  base  implements  to  wield  ; 

Rusty  lance,  I  ne'er  shall  grasp  thee, . 

Ne'er  assoil  my  cobwebb'd  shield ! 

Never  see  my  native  land,  nor  castle  towers, 

Nor  her  who  thinking  of  me  there  counts  widowed 

hours." 


**  Prisoner  I  pardon  youthful  fancies ; 

Wedded  ?  If  you  can,  say  no ! 
Blessed  is  and  be  your  consort ; 
Hopes  I  cherished,  —  let  them  go  I 
Handmaid's  privilege  would  leave  my  purpose  free, 
Without  another  link  to  my  felicity." 


"  Wedded  love  with  loyal  Christians, 

Lady,  is  a  mystery  rare ; 
Body,  heart,  and  soul  in  union,  • 

Make  one  being  of  a  pair." 
*  Humble  love  in  me  would  look  for  no  return. 
Soft  as  a  guiding  star  that  cheers,  but  cannot  bum." 
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*  Gracious  Allah !  by  such  title 
Do  I  dare  to  thank  the  God, 
Him  who  thus  exalts  thy  spirit, 
Flower  of  an  unchristian  sod  ! 
Or  hast  thou  put  off  wings  which  thou  in  heaven 

dost  wear  ? 
What  have  I  seen,  and  heard,  or  dreamt  ?  where 
am  I  ?  where  ?  " 


Here  broke  off  the  dangerous  converse : 

Less  impassioned  words  might  tell 
How  the  pair  escaped  together, 
Tears  not  wanting,  nor  a  knell 
Of  sorrow  in  her  heart,  while  thro'  her  father's  door, 
And  from  her  narrow  world,  she  passed  for  ever- 
more. 


But  affections  higher,  holier, 

Urged  her  steps  ;  she  shrunk  from  trust 
In  a  sensual  creed,  that  trampled 
Woman's  birthright  into  duat. 
Little  be  the  wonder  then,  the  blame  be  none, 
If  8he,  a  timid  Maid,  hath  put  such  boldness  on. 


Judge  both  Fugitives  with  knowledge : 
In  those  old  romantic  days 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


866    POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

Mighty  were  the  soul's  commandments 
To  support,  restrain,  or  raise* 
Foes  might  hang  upon  their  path,  snakes  rustle 

near. 
But  nothing  from  their  inward  selves  had  they  to 
fear. 

zn. 

Thought  infirm  ne'er  came  between  them, 

Whether  printing  desert  sands 
With  accordant  steps,  or  gathering 
Forest-fruit  with  social  hands  ; 
Or  whispering  like  two  reeds  that  in  the  cold  moon- 
beam 
Bend  with  the  breeze  their  heads,  beside  a  crystal 
stream. 

XTIL 

On  a  friendly  deck  reposing, 

They  at  length  for  Venice  steer ; 
There,  when  they  had  closed  their  voyage, 
One,  who  daily  on  the  pier 
Watched  for  tidings  from  the   East  beheld  hi8 

lord. 
Fell  down  and  clasped  his  knees  for  joy,  not 
uttering  word. 


Mutual  was  the  sudden  transport ; 
Breathless  questions  followed  fast. 
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Years  contracting  to  a  moment. 
Each  word  greedier  than  the  last ; 
^  Hie  thee  to  the  Countess,  friend !  return  with 

speed, 
And  of  this  Stranger  speak,  hj  whom  her  lord 
was  freed. 


"  Say  that  I,  who  might  have  languished. 
Drooped,  and  pined  till  life  was  spent. 
Now  before  the  gates  of  Stolberg 
My  Deliverer  would  present 
For  a  crowning  recompense,  the  precious  grace 
Of  her  who  in  my  heart  still  holds  her  ancient 
place. 


"  Make  it  known  that  my  Companion 

Is  of  royal  Eastern  blood, 
Thirsting  after  all  perfection, 
Innocent,  and  meek,  and  good, 
Though  with  misbelievers  bred ;  but  that  dark  night 
WiJl  holy  Church  disperse  by  beams  of  Grospel 
Ught." 


Swiftly  went  that  gray-haired  Servant, 
Soon  returned  a  trusty  Page 

Charged  with  greetings,  benedictions. 
Thanks,  and  praises,  each  a  gage 
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For  a  suDDj  thought  to  cheer  the  Stranger's  way. 
Her  virtuous  scruples  to  remove,  her  fears  allaj. 


And  how  blest  the  Reunited, 

While  beneath  their  castle-walls 
Runs  a  deafening  noise  of  welcome !  — 
Blest,  though  every  tear  that  falls 
Dcth  in  its  silence  of  past  sorrow  tell, 
And  makes  a  meeting  seem  most  like  a  dear  farewelL 


Through  a  haze  of  human  nature, 

Glorified  by  heavenly  light, 
Looked  the  beautiful  Deliverer 
On  that  overpowering  sight, 
While  across  her  virgin  cheek  pure  blushes  strayed^ 
For  every  tender  sacrifice  her  heart  had  made. 


On  the  ground  the  weeping  Countess 

Knelt,  and  kissed  the  Stranger's  hand ; 
Act  of  soul-devoted  homage, 
Pledge  of  an  eternal  band : 
Nor  did  aught  of  future  days  that  kiss  belie, 
NVhich,  with  a  generous  shout,  the  cix)wd  did  ratify* 


Constant  to  the  fair  Armenian, 
Gentle  pleasures  round  her  moyed^ 
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Like  a  tutelary  spirit 

Reverenced,  like  a  sister  loved. 
Christian  meekness  smoothed  for  all  the  path  of  life, 
Who,  loving  most,  should  wiseliest  love,  their  only 
strife. 


Mute  memento  of  that  union 

In  a  Saxon  church  survives, 
Where  a  cross-legged  Knight  lies  sculptured 
As  between  two  wedded  Wives,  — 
Figures  with  armorial  signs  of  race  and  birth, 
And  the  vain  rank  the  pilgrims  bore  while  yet  oo 
earth. 

1880. 


XXXV. 

LOVING  AND  LIKING: 

IRREGULAR   VERSES,   ADDRESSED   TO   ▲ 
CHILD. 

(BY  ItT  SISTER.) 

There  's  more  in  words  than  I  can  teach : 

Yet  listen.  Child !  —  I  would  not  preach ; 

But  only  give  some  plain  directions 

To  guide  your  speech  and  your  affections. 

Say  not  you  love  a  roasted  fowl. 

But  you  may  love  a  screaming  owl, 

VOL.  I.  24 
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And,  if  you  can,  the  unwieldy  toad 
That  crawls  from  his  secure  abode 
Within  the  mossy  garden  wall 
When  evening  dews  begin  to  fall. 
O  mark  the  beauty  of  his  eye  ! 
What  wonders  in  that  circle  lie  ! 
So  clear,  so  bright,  our  fathers  said 
He  wears  a  jewel  in  his  head  ! 
And  when,  upon  some  showery  day, 
Into  a  path  or  public  way 
A  frog  leaps  out  from  bordering  graaa^ 
Startling  the  timid  as  they  pass, 
Do  you  observe  him,  and  endeavor 
To  take  the  intruder  into  favor ; 
Learning  from  him  to  find  a  reason 
For  a  light  heart  in  a  dull  season. 
And  you  may  love  him  in  the  pool, 
That  is  for  him  a  happy  school. 
In  which  he  swims  as  taught  by  nature* 
Fit  pattern  for  a  human  creature, 
Glancing  amid  the  water  bright, 
And  sending  upward  sparkling  light. 

Nor  blush  if  o'er  your  heart  be  stealing 
A  love  for  things  that  have  no  feeling: 
The  Spring's  first  rose  by  you  espied. 
May  fill  your  breast  with  joyful  pride ; 
And  you  may  love  the  strawberry-flower. 
And  love  the  strawberry  in  its  bower ; 
But  when  the  fruit,  so  often  praised 
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For  beauty,  to  your  lip  is  raised, 
Say  not  you  love  the  delicate  treat, 
But  like  it,  enjoy  it,  and  thankfully  eat. 

Long  may  you  love  your  pensioner  mouse. 
Though  one  of  a  tribe  that  torment  the  bouie : 
Nor  dislike  for  her  cruel  sport  the  cat, 
Deadly  foe  both  of  mouse  and  rat ; 
Remember  she  follows  the  law  of  her  kind, 
And  Instinct  is  neither  wayward  nor  blind. 
Then  think  of  her  beautiful  gliding  form. 
Her  tread  that  would  scarcely -crush  a  worm, 
And  her  soothing  song  by  the  winter  fire, 
Soft  as  the  dying  throb  of  the  lyre. 

I  would  not  circumscribe  your  love  : 
It  may  soar  with  the  eagle  and  brood  with  the  dove, 
May  pierce  the  earth  with  the  patient  mole, 
Or  track  the  hedgeliog  to  his  hole. 
Loving  and  liking  are  the  solace  of  life, 
Rock  the  cradle  of  joy,  smooth  the  death-bed  of 

strife, 
you  love  your  father  and  your  mother. 
Your  grown-up  and  your  baby  brother ; 
You  love  your  sister,  and  your  fnends, 
And  countless  blessings  which  Grod  sends  ? 
And  while  these  right  affections  play. 
You  live  each  moment  of  your  day  ; 
They  lead  you  on  to  full  content, 
And  likings  fresh  and  innocent, 
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That  store  the  mind,  the  memorj  feed. 
And  prompt  to  many  a  gentle  deed : 
But  likings  come,  and  pass  away ; 
'T  is  love  that  remains  till  our  latest  day : 
Our  heavenward  guide  is  holy  love, 
And  will  be  oar  bliss  with  saints  above 

188& 


XXXVI. 

FAKEWELL  LINES. 

**  High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state," 
But,  surely,  if  severe  afflictions  borne 
With  patience  merit  the  reward  of  peace, 
Peace  ye  deserve  ;  and  may  the  solid  good, 
Sought  by  a  wise  though  late  excliange,  and  hefte 
With  bounteous  hand  beneath  a  cottage-roof 
To  you  accorded,  never  be  withdrawn, 
Nor  for  the  world's  best  promises  renounced. 
Most  soothing  was  it  for  a  welcome  Friend, 
Fresh  from  the  crowded  city,  to  behold 
That  lonely  union,  privacy  so  deep, 
Such  calm  employments,  such  entire  content 
So  when  the  rain  is  over,  the  storm  laid, 
A  pair  of  herons  ofttimes  have  I  seen, 
Upon  a  rocky  islet,  side  by  side, 
Drying  their  feathers  in  the  sun,  at  ease ; 
A.nd  so,  when  night  with  grateful  gloom  had  falleiv 
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Two  glowworms  in  such  nearness  tliat  theysharedf 
As  seemed,  their  soft  self-satisfying  light, 
Each  with  the  other,  on  the  dewy  ground. 
Where  He  that  made  them  blesses  their  repose.— 
When  wandering  among  lakes  and  hills  I  note, 
Once  more,  those  creatures  thus  hj  Nature  paired, 
And  guarded  in  their  tranquil  state  of  life, 
Even,  as  jour  happy  presence  to  my  mind 
Their  union  brought,  they  will  repay  the  debt^ 
And  send  a  thankful  spirit  back  to  you, 
With  hope  that  we,  dear  Friends  I  shall  meet  again. 


zxxyn. 
THE  REDBREAST. 

(lUGOBSTED  nr  A  WBSTMOBELAin>    OOTTAGX.) 

Driven  in  by  Autumn's  sharpening  fup 

From  half-stripped  woods  and  pastures  bore, 

Brisk  Bobin  seeks  a  kindlier  home : 

Not  like  a  beggar  does  he  come, 

But  enters  as  a  looked-for  guest^ 

Confiding  in  his  ruddy  breast, 

As  if  it  were  a  natural  shield 

Charged  with  a  blazon  on  the  field. 

Due  to  that  good  and  pious  deed 

Of  which  we  in  the  Ballad  read. 
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But  pensive  fancies  putting  by, 
And  wild- wood  sorrows,  speedily 
He  plays  the  expert  ventriloquist 
And,  caught  by  glimpses  now,  now  missed, 
Puzzles  the  listener  with  a  doubt 
If  the  soft  voice  he  throws  about 
Comes  from  within  doors  or  without  I 
Was  ever  such  a  sweet  confusion 
Sustained  by  delicate  illusion  ? 
He 's  at  your  elbow,  —  to  your  feeling 
The  notes  are  from  the  floor  or  ceiling; 
And  there 's  a  riddle  to  be  guessed, 
Till  you  have  marked  his  heaving  chest, 
And  busy  throat,  whose  sink  and  swell 
Betray  the  Elf  that  loves  to  dwell 
In  Robin's  bosom,  as  a  chosen  cell. 

Heart-pleased  we  smile  upon  the  Bird 
If  seen,  and  with  hke  pleasure  stirred 
G)nmiend  him,  when  he  's  only  heard. 
But  small  and  fugitive  our  gain 
G)mpared  with  hers  who  long  hath  lain. 
With  languid  limbs  and  patient  head, 
Reposing  on  a  lone  sick-bed  ; 
Where  now  she  daily  hears  a  strain 
That  cheats  her  of  too  busy  cares. 
Eases  her  pain,  and  helps  her  prayers. 
And  who  but  this  dear  Bird  beguiled 
The  fever  of  that  pale-faced  Child  ; 
Now  cooling,  with  his  passing  wing, 
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Her  forehead,  like  a  breeze  of  Spring: 
Recalling  now,  with  descant  &ofl 
Shed  round  her  pillow  from  aloft, 
Sweet  thoughts  of  angels  hovering  nigh^ 
And  the  invisible  sympathy 
Of  '<  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  John, 
Blessing  the  bed  she  lies  upon  "  ?  * 
And  sometimes,  just  as  listening  ends 
In  slumber,  with  the  cadence  blends 
A  dream  of  that  low-warbled  hymn 
Which  old  folk,  fondly  pleased  to  trim 
Lamps  of  faith,  now  burning  dim, 
Say  that  the  Cherubs  carved  in  stone, 
When  clouds  gave  way  at  dead  of  night 
And  the  ancient  church  was  filled  with  light, 
Used  to  sing  in  heavenly  tone, 
Above  and  round  the  sacred  places 
They  guard,  with  winged  baby-faces. 

Thrice  happy  Creature !  in  all  lands 
Nurtured  by  hospitable  hands : 
Free  entrance  to  this  cot  has  he, 
Entrance  and  exit  both  yet  free ; 
And  when  the  keen,  unruffled  weather, 

•  The  words,— 

**  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  John, 
Bless  the  bed  that  I  lie  on,**  — 

are  part  of  a  child's  prayer,  still  hi  general  use  through  the 
Vorthem  counties. 
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That  thus  brings  man  and  bird  together, 
Shall  with  its  pleasantness  be  past, 
And  casement  closed  and  door  made  fast, 
To  keep  at  baj  the  howling  blast, 
He  ne^ds  not  fear  the  season's  ra^. 
For  the  whole  house  is  Robin's  cage. 
Whether  the  bird  flit  here  or  there, 
O'er  table  liU,  or  perch  on  chair. 
Though  some  may  frown  and  make  a  stir, 
To  scare  him  as  a  trespasser. 
And  he  belike  will  flinch  or  start, 
Gk>od  friends  he  has  to  take  hb  part ; 
One  chiefly,  who  with  voice  and  look 
Pleads  for  him  from  the  chimney-nook, 
Where  sits  the  Dame,  and  wears  away 
Her  long  and  vacant  holiday ; 
With  images  about  her  heart, 
Reflected  from  the  years  gone  by, 
On  human  nature's  second  infiuicy. 

ISSi 
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XXXVIII. 


HER  EYES  ARE  WILD. 


Her  eyes  are  wild,  her  hciid  is  bare, 

The  sun  has  burnt  her  coal-black  hair ; 

Her  eyebrows  have  a  rusty  stain, 

And  she  came  far  from  over  the  main. 

She  had  a  baby  on  her  arm, 

Or  else  she  were  alone : 

And  underneath  the  hay-stack  warm. 

And  on  the  greenwood  stone, 

She  talked  and  sung  the  woods  among, 

And  it  was  in  the  English  tongue. 


**  Sweet  babe !  they  say  that  I  am  mad  | 
But  nay,  my  heart  is  far  too  glad ; 
And  I  am  happy  when  I  sing 
Full  many  a  sad  and  doleful  thing : 
Then,  lovely  baby,  do  not  fear  I 
I  pray  thee  have  no  fear  of  me ; 
But  safe  as  in  a  cradle,  here. 
My  lovely  baby !  thou  shalt  be : 
To  thee  I  know  too  much  I  owe ; 
I  cannot  work  thee  any  woe. 
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m. 
"  A  fire  was  once  within  my  brain ; 
And  in  my  head  a  dull,  dull  pain ; 
And  fiendish  faces,  one,  two,  three, 
Hung  at  my  breast,  and  pulled  at  me. 
But  then  there  c^me  a  sight  of  joy  ; 
It  came  at  once  to  do  me  good  : 
I  waked,  and  saw  my  little  boy, 
My  little  boy  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
O  joy  for  me  that  sight  to  see  I 
For  he  was  here,  and  only  he. 


"  Suck,  little  babe,  O  suck  again  I 
It  cools  my  blood ;  it  cools  my  brain  ( 
Thy  lips  I  feel  them,  baby !  they 
Draw  from  my  heart  the  pain  away* 

0  press  me  with  thy  little  hand  I 
It  loosens  something  at  my  chest ; 
About  that  tight  and  deadly  band 

1  feel  thy  little  fingers  prest. 
The  breeze  I  see  is  in  the  tree : 
It  comes  to  cool  my  babe  and  me. 


**  0  love  me,  love  me,  little  boy ! 
Thou  art  thy  mother's  only  joy ; 
And  do  not  dread  the  waves  below, 
When  o*er  the  sea-rock's  edge  we  go  5 
The  high  crag  cannot  work  me  harm. 
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Nor  leaping  torrents  when  they  howl ; 
The  babe  I  carry  on  my  arm, 
He  saves  for  me  my  precious  soul ; 
Then  happy  lie ;  for  blest  am  I ; 
Without  me  my  sweet  babe  would  die. 


"  Then  do  not  fear,  my  boy  I  for  thee 

Bold  as  a  lion  will  I  be  ; 

And  I  will  always  be  thy  guide, 

Through  hollow  snows  and  rivers  wide. 

I  '11  build  an  Indian  bower ;  I  know 

The  leaves  that  make  the  softest  bed : 

And,  if  from  me  thou  wilt  not  go, 

But  still  be  true  till  I  am  dead, 

My  pretty  thing !  then  thou  shalt  sing 

As  merry  as  the  birds  in  spring. 


"  Thy  father  cares  not  for  my  breast, 
'T  is  thine,  sweet  baby,  there  to  rest ; 
'T  is  all  thine  own  !  —  and  if  its  hue 
Be  changed,  that  was  so  fair  to  view, 
'T  is  fair  enough  for  thee,  my  dove  I 
My  beauty,  little  child,  is  flown. 
But  thou  wilt  live  with  me  in  love ; 
And  what  if  my  poor  cheek  be  browii  ? 
*T  is  well  for  me  thou  canst  not  see 
How  pale  and  wan  it  else  would  be. 
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**  Dread  not  their  taunts,  my  little  Life ; 
I  am  thy  father's  wedded  wife  ; 
And  underneath  the  spreading  tree 
We  two  will  live  in  honesty. 
If  his  sweet  boy  he  could  forsake, 
With  me  he  never  would  have  stayed : 
From  him  no  harm  my  babe  can  take 
But  he,  poor  man,  is  wretched  made ; 
And  every  day  we  two  will  pray 
For  him  that 's  gone  and  far  away. 


"  I  '11  teach  my  boy  the  sweetest  things : 

I  '11  teach  him  how  the  owlet  sings. 

My  little  babe  !  thy  lips  are  still, 

And  thou  hast  almost  sucked  thy  fill. 

—  Where  art  thou  gone,  my  own  dear  child  ? 

What  wicked  looks  are  those  I  see  ? 

Alas  !  alas  !  that  look  so  wild. 

It  never,  never  came  from  me : 

If  thou  art  mad,  my  pretty  lad, 

Then  I  must  be  for  ever  sad. 


*^  0  smile  on  me,  my  little  Iamb  I 
For  I  thy  own  dear  mother  am : 
My  love  for  thee  has  well  been  tried : 
I  Ne  sought  thy  father  far  and  wide. 
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I  know  the  poisons  of  the  shade ; 

I  know  the  earth-nuts  fit  for  food  : 

Then,  prettj  dear,  be  not  afraid  : 

We  11  find  thy  father  in  the  wood. 

Now  laugh  and  be  gay,  to  Uie  woods  away ! 

And  there,  my  babe,  we  'U  live  for  aye." 

17M. 
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Page  56. 
**  Andf  hovering^  round  it  often  dida  roMmfigy 

From  a  short  MS.  poem  read  to  roe  when  an  undergrada 
ate,  by  mj  schoolfellow  and  friend,  Charles  Parish,  long  sinca 
deceased.  The  verses  were  by  a  brother  of  his,  a  man  oA 
promising  genius,  who  died  young. 


Page  80. 
"  The  Borderers,'* 

This  Dramatic  Piece,  as  noticed  in  its  title-page,  was  com- 
posed in  1796-0.  It  lay  nearly  from  that  time  till  within  thr 
last  two  or  three  months  unregarded  among  my  papers,  witL 
out  being  mentioned  even  to  my  most  intimate  frie:;ds.  Ha'« 
ing,  however,  impressions  upon  my  mind  which  made  m^ 
unwilling  to  destroy  the  MS.,  I  determined  to  undertake  the 
responsibility  of  publishing  it  during  my  own  life,  rather  tha^ 
impose  upon  my  successors  the  task  of  deciding  its  fate.  Ac 
cordingly,  it  bos  been  revised  with  some  care;  but  as  it  was 
at  first  written,  and  is  now  published,  without  any  view  to  its 
exhibition  upon  the  stage,  not  the  slightest  alteration  has  been 
made  in  the  conduct  of  the  story,  or  the  composition  of  the 
clinractei's ;  above  all,  in  respect  to  the  two  leading  Persons  of 
\he  Drama,  I  felt  no  inducement  to  make  any  change.  The 
Uudy  of  human  nature  suggests  this  awful  truth,  that,  as  ui  the 
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trials  to  which  life  subjects  us,  sin  and  crime  are  apt  to  start 
from  their  Tcry  opposite  qualities,  so  are  there  no  limits  to  the 
hardening  of  the  heart  and  the  perversion  of  the  understand- 
ing to  which  they  may  carry  their  slaves.  During  my  lonf{ 
residence  in  France,  while  the  Revolution  was  rapidly  advan- 
cing to  its  extreme  of  wickedness,  I  had  frequent  opportunities 
of  being  an  eyewitness  of  this  process,  and  it  was  while  that 
knowledge  was  fresh  upon  my  memory,  that  the  Tragedy  of 
^  The  Borderers  "  was  composed. 


Page  226. 
"  Tke  Norman  Boy.'^ 

**  Among  ancient  trees  there  are  few,  I  beUere,  at  least  in 
France,  so  worthy  of  attention  as  an  Oak  which  may  be  seen 
In  the  *  Pays  de  Cnux,*  about  a  league  from  Yvetot,  close  to 
the  church,  and  in  the  burial-ground  of  Allonville. 

**  The  height  of  this  tree  does  not  answer  to  its  girth;  the 
trunk,  from  the  roots  to  the  summit,  forms  a  complete  cone; 
and  the  inside  of  this  cone  is  hollow  ♦•Hmughout  the  whole  of 
its  height 

"  Such  is  the  Oak  oi  Alionville,  m  its  state  of  nature.  The 
hand  of  man,  however,  has  endeavored  to  impress  upon  it  a 
character  still  more  interesthig,  by  adding  a  religious  feeling 
to  the  respect  which  its  age  naturally  inspires. 

"The  lower  part  of  its  hollow  trunk  has  been  transformed 
into  a  Chapel  of  six  or  seven  feet  in  diameter,  carefully  wain- 
scotted  and  paved,  and  an  open  hron  gate  guards  the  humble 
sanctuary. 

"  Leading  to  it  there  is  a  staircase,  which  twists  round  the 
body  of  tlie  tree.  At  certain  seahons  of  the  year  divine  ser- 
vice is  performed  in  this  Chapel. 

"  The  summit  has  been  broken  off  many  years,  but  there  is 
ft  surface  at  the  top  of  the  trunk,  of  the  diameter  of  a  very 
tattge  tree,  and  from  it  rises  a  pointed  roof,  covered  with  slates, 
Id  the  form  of  a  steeple,  which  is  surmounted  with  an  iron 
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Cross,  that  rises  in  a  picturcsqae  maimer  fh>m  the  middle 
of  the  leaves,  like  an  ancient  Hermitage  above  the  Burroand- 
ing  Wood. 

**  Over  the  entrance  to  the  Chapel  an  Inscription  appean, 
which  informs  as  it  was  erected  by  the  Abb6  du  Detroit,  Ca- 
rate  of  Allonville  in  the  year  1696 ;  and  over  a  door  Is  another 
dedicating  it  •  To  Our  Lady  of  Peace.*  ♦' 

Vide  No,  14,  Saturday  Magtmm. 


ICND  OP  VOL.  I. 
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ADYERTISEIIENT. 

Bt  persons  resident  in  the  country  and  attached  to  mill 
otjects,  many  places  will  be  fonnd  unnamed  or  of  un- 
known names,  where  little  incidents  must  have  occtirred,  or 
feelings  been  experienced,  which  will  have  j^ven  to  such 
phices  a  private  and  peculiar  interest.  From  a  wish  to  give 
some  sort  of  record  U>  such  incidents,  and  renew  the  gratiflca 
tion  of  such  feelings,  names  have  been  given  to  places  by 
the  Author  and  some  of  his  friends,  and  the  following  Poems 
written  in  conseqneLce. 


It  was  an  April  morning :  fresh  and  dear 

The  Biyolety  delighting  in  its  strength. 

Ban  with  a  young  man's  speed ;  and  yet  the  T(^ 

Of  waters  which  the  Winter  had  supplied 

Was  softened  down  into  a  vernal  tone. 

The  spirit  of  enjoyment  and  desire, 

And  hop^  and  wishes,  from  all  living  things 

Went  circling,  like  a  multitude  of  sounds. 

The  budding  groves  seemed  eager  to  urge  on 

The  steps  of  June ;  as  if  their  various  hues 

Were  only  hindrances  that  stood  between 
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Them  and  their  object :  but,  meanwhile,  prevailed 
Such  an  entire  contentment  in  the  air, 
That  every  naked  ash,  and  tardy  tree 
Yet  leafless,  showed  as  if  the  countenance 
With  which  it  looked  on  this  delightful  day 
Were  native  to  the  Summer.  —  Up  the  bnx^ 
I  roamed  in  the  confusion  of  my  heart, 
Alive  to  all  things  and  forgetting  alL 
At  length  I  to  a  sudden  turning  came 
In  this  continuous  glen,  where  down  a  rock 
The  Stream,  so  ardent  in  its  course  before, 
Sent  forth  such  sallies  of  glad  sound,  that  all 
Which  I  till  then  had  heard  appeared  the  voice 
Of  common  pleasure :  beast  and  bird,  the  lamb. 
The  shepherd's  dog,  the  linnet  and  the  thrush. 
Vied  with  this  waterfall,  and  made  a  song, 
Which,  while   I  listened,  seemed  like  the  wild 

growth  * 

Or  like  some  natural  produce  of  the  air. 
That  could  not  cease  to  be.     Green  leaves  were 

here ; 
But 't  was  the  foliage  of  the  rocks,  —  the  birch, 
The  yew,  the  holly,  and  the  bright  green  thorn. 
With  hanging  islands  of  resplendent  furze : 
And  on  a  summit,  distant  a  short  space, 
By  any  who  should  look  beyond  the  deU, 
A  single  mountain-cottage  might  be  seen. 
I  gazed  and  gazed,  and  to  myself  I  said, 
^  Our  thoughts  at  least  are  ours ;  and  this  wfld 

nook, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


POEMS  ON  THE  NAMING  OP  PLACES.    3 

Biy  EsniA,  I  will  dedicate  to  thee." 

—  Soon  did  the  spot  become  ray  other  home. 

My  dwelling,  and  my  out-of-doors  abode. 

And,  of  the  Shepherds  who  have  seen  me  there. 

To  whom  I  sometimes  in  our  idle  talk 

Haye  told  this  fancy,  two  or  three,  perhaps, 

Years  after  we  are  gone  and  in  our  graves, 

When  they  have  cause  to  speak  of  this  wild  plaoe^ 

May  call  it  by  the  name  of  Emma's  Dell. 

1800. 


11. 
TO  JOANNA. 


Amid  the  smoke  of  cities  did  you  pass 

The  time  of  early  youth  ;  and  there  you  learned. 

From  years  of  quiet  industry,  to  love 

The  living  Beings  by  your  own  fireside, 

With  such  a  strong  devotion,  that  your  heart 

Is  slow  to  meet  the  sympathies  of  them 

Who  look  upon  the  hills  with  tenderness, 

And  make  dear  friendships  with  the  streams  and 

groves. 
Yet  we,  who  are  transgressors  in  this  kind. 
Dwelling  retired  in  our  simplicity 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  we  love  you  well, 
Joanna !  and  I  guess,  since  you  have  been 
^  distant  from  us  now  for  two  long  years. 
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That  you  will  gladly  listen  to  discourse, 
However  trivial,  if  you  thence  be  taught 
That  they,  with  whom  you  once  were  happy,  talk 
Familiarly  of  you  and  of  old  times. 

While  I  was  seated,  now  some  t^i  days  past. 
Beneath  those  lofty  firs,  that  overtop 
Their  ancient  neighbor,  the  old  steeple^tower. 
The  Vicar  from  his  gloomy  house  hard  by 
Came  forth  to  greet  me ;  and  when  he  had  askedj 
"  How  fares  Joanna,  that  wild-hearted  Maid  ? 
And  when  will  she  return  to  us  ?  "  he  paused ; 
And,  and  after  short  exchange  of  village  news, 
He  with  grave  looks  demanded,  for  what  cause, 
Reviving  obsolete  idolatry, 
I,  like  a  Runic  Priest,  in  characters 
Of  formidable  size  had  chiselled  out 
Some  uncouth  name  upon  the  native  rock, 
Above  the  Rotha,  by  the  forest-side. 

—  Now,  by  those  dear  immunities  of  heart 
Engendered  between  malice  and  true  love, 
I  was  not  loth  to  be  so  catechized. 

And  this  was  my  reply :  —  "  As  it  befell, 
One  summer  morning  we  had  walked  abroad 
At  break  of  day,  Joanna  and  myself. 

—  'T  was  that  delightful  season  when  the  brooiBf 
Full-flowered,  and  visible  on  every  steep. 
Along  the  copses  runs  in  veins  of  gold. 

Our  pathway  led  us  on  to  Rotha's  banks ; 
And  when  wc  came  in  front  of  that  tall  rook 
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That  eastward  looks,  I  there  stopped  shorty  and 

stood 
Tracing  the  lofty  barrier  with  my  eye 
From  base  to  summit ;  snch  delight  I  found 
To  note  in  shrub  and  tree,  in  stone  and  flower, 
That  intermixture  of  delicious  hues, 
Along  so  vast  a  surface,  all  at  once, 
In  one  impression,  by  connecting  force 
Of  their  own  beauty,  imaged  in  the  heart 

—  When  I  had  gazed  perhaps  two  minutes'  space, 
Joanna,  looking  in  my  eyes,  beheld 

That  ravishment  of  mine,  and  laughed  aloud. 
The  Bock,  like  something  starting  from  a  sleep. 
Took  up  the  Lady's  voice,  and  laughed  again ; 
That  ancient  Woman  seated  on  Helm-crag 
Was  ready  with  her  cavern  ;  Hammar-scar, 
And  the  tall  steep  of  Silver-how,  sent  forth 
A  noise  of  laughter ;  southern  Loughrigg  heard. 
And  Fairfield  answered  with  a  mountain  tone ; 
Helvellyn  far  into  the  clear  blue  sky 
Carried  the  Lady's  voice,  —  old  Skiddaw  blew 
His  speaking-trumpet ;  —  back  out  of  the  clouds 
Of  Glaramara  southward  came  the  voice ; 
And  Kirkstone  tossed  it  from  his  misty  head. 

—  Now  whether  "  (said  I  to  our  cordial  Friend, 
Who  in  the  heyday  of  astonishment 

Smiled  in  my  face)  "  this  were  in  simple  truth 
A  work  accomplished  by  the  brotherhood 
Of  ancient  mountains,  or  my  ear  was  touched 
With  dreams  and  visionary  impulses 
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To  me  alone  imparted,  sure  I  am 

That  there  was  a  loud  uproar  in  the  hills. 

And  while  we  both  were  listening,  to  my  side 

The  fair  Joanna  drew,  as  if  she  wished 

To  shelter  from  some  object  of  her.  fear. 

—  And  hence,  long  afterwards,  when  eighteen 

moons 
Were  wasted,  as  I  chanced  to  walk  alono 
Beneath  this  rock,  at  sunrise,  on  a  calm 
And  silent  morning,  I  sat  down,  and  there, 
In  memory  of  affections  old  and  true, 
I  chiselled  out  in  those  rude  characters 
Joanna's  name  deep  in  the  living  stone :  — 
And  I,  and  all  who  dwell  by  my  fireside, 
Have  called  the  lovely  rock,  Joanna's  Rock." 

1800. 

Note.  —  In  Cumberland  and  Westmoreland  are  sereral  in- 
scriptions, npon  the  native  rock,  "which,  from  the  wasting  of 
time,  and  the  rudeness  of  the  workmanship,  have  been  mis- 
taken for  Runic.    They  are,  without  doubt,  Roman. 

The  Rotha,  mentioned  in  this  poem,  is  the  river  which, 
flowing  through  the  lakes  of  Grasmere  and  Rydale,  falls  into 
Wynandermere.  On  Hehn-crag,  that  impressive  single  moun- 
tain at  the  head  of  the  Vale  of  Grasmere,  is  a  rock  which  from 
most  points  of  view  bears  a  striking  resemblance  to  an  old 
woman  cowering.  Close  by  this  rock  is  one  of  those  Assures 
or  caverns,  which  in  the  language  of  the  country  are  called 
dungeons.  Most  of  the  mountains  here  mentioned  irnme- 
diately  surround  the  Vale  of  Grasmere;  of  the  others,  some 
are  at  a  oonsiderable  distance,  but  they  belong  to  the  t 
tlnster. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


POEMS    ON   THE   N AMINO   OF  PLACBS^ 


m. 

There  is  an  Emuience, — of  these  our  hillfl 

The  last  that  parleys  with  the  setting  sun ; 

We  can  behold  it  from  our  orchard-seat ; 

And,  when  at  evening  we  pursue  our  walk 

Along  the  public  way,  this  Peak,  so  high 

Above  us,  and  so  distant  in  its  height, 

Is  visible ;  and  oflen  seems  to  send 

Its  own  deep  quiet  to  restore  our  hearts. 

The  meteors  make  of  it  a  favorite  haunt : 

The  star  of  Jove,  so  beautiful  and  large 

In  the  mid-heavens,  is  never  half  so  fair 

As  when  he  shines  above  it.    'T  is  in  truth 

The  loneliest  place  we  have  among  the  clouds. 

And  she  who  dwells  with  me,  whom  I  have  loved 

With  such  communion,  that  no  place  on  earth 

Can  ever  be  a  solitude  to  me. 

Hath  to  this  lonely  Summit  given  my  Name. 

1800. 


IV. 


A  NARROW  girdle  of  rough  stones  and  crags, 
A  rude  and  natural  causeway,  interposed 
Between  the  water  and  a  winding  slope 
Of  copse  and  thicket,  leaves  the  eastern  shore 
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Of  Grasmere  safe  in  its  own  privacy : 

And  there  myself  and  two  beloved  Friends, 

One  caJm  September  morning,  ere  the  mist 

Had  altogether  yielded  to  the  sun, 

Sauntered  on  this  retired  and  difficult  way. 

■        III  suits  the  road  with  one  in  haste ;  but  wc 

Played  with  our  time ;  and,  as  we  strolled  along, 

It  was  our  occupation  to  observe 

Such  objects  as  the  waves  had  tossed  ashore,  — » 

Feather,  or  leaf,  or  weed,  or  withered  bough. 

Each  on  the  other  heaped,  along  the  line 

Of  the  dry  wreck.     And,  in  our  vacant  mood, 

Not  seldom  did  we  stop  to  watch  some  tuft 

Of  dandelion  seed  or  thistle's  beard. 

That  skimmed  the  surface  of  the  dead  calm  lake, 

Suddenly  halting  now,  —  a  lifeless  stand ! 

And  starting  off  again  with  fi*eak  as  sudden ; 

In  all  its  sportive  wanderings,  all  the  while, 

Making  report  of  an  invisible  breeze 

That  was  its  wings,  its  chariot,  and  its  horse, 

Its  playmate,  rather  say,  its  moving  soul. 

And  often,  trifling  with  a  privilege 

Alike  indulged  to  all,  we  paused,  one  now, 
And  now  the  other,  to  point  out,  perchance 
To  pluck,  some  flower  or  water-weed,  too  fair 
Either  to  be  divided  from  the  place 
On  which  it  grew,  or  to  be  left  alone 
To  its  own  beauty.     Many  such  there  are 
Fair  ferns  and  flowers,  and  chiefly  that  tall  fem 
S«i  stately,  of  the  Queen  Osmunda  named ; 
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Plant  lovelier,  in  its  own  retired  abode 

On  Grasmere's  beach,  than  Naiad  by  the  side 

Of  Grecian  brook,  or  Ladj  of  the  Mere, 

Sole-sitting  by  the  shores  of  old  romance. 

—  So  fared  we  that  bright  morning:  from  the 

fields, 
Meanwhile,  a  noise  was  heard,  the  busy  mirth 
Of  reapers,  men  and  women,  boys  and  girls. 
Delighted  much  to  listen  to  those  sounds, 
And  feeding  thus  our  fancies,  we  advanced 
Along  the  indented  shore  ;  when  suddenly, 
Through  a  thin  veil  of  glittering  haze,  was  seen 
Before  us,  on  a  point  of  jutting  land, 
The  tall  and  upright  figure  of  a  Man 
Attired  in  peasant's  garb,  who  stood  alone, 
Angling  beside  the  margin  of  the  lake. 
"  Improvident  and  reckless,"  we  exclaimed, 
<'  The  Man  must  be,  who  thus  can  lose  a  day 
Of  the  mid-harvest,  when  the  laborer's  hire 
Is  ample,  and  some  little  might  be  stored 
Wherewith  to  cheer  him  in  the  winter-time." 
Thus  talking  of  that  Peasant,  we  approached 
Close  to  the  spot  where  with  his  rod  and  line 
He  stood  alone ;  whereat  he  turned  his  head 
To  greet  us,  —  and  we  saw  a  Man  worn  down 
By  sickness,  gaunt  and  lean,  with  sunken  cheeki 
And  wasted  limbs,  his  legs  so  long  and  lean 
That  for  my  single  self  I  looked  at  them. 
Forgetful  of  the  body  they  sustained.  — 
Too  weak  to  labor  in  the  harvest  field, 
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The  Man  was  using  his  best  skill  to  gain 

A  pittance  from  the  dead,  unfeeling  lake 

That  knew  not  of  his  wants.     I  will  not  say 

What  thoughts  immediately  were  ours,  nor  how 

The  happy  idleness  of  that  sweet  morn, 

With  all  its  lovely  images,  was  changed 

To  serious  musing  and  to  self-reproach. 

Nor  did  we  fail  to  see  within  ourselves 

What  need  there  is  to  be  reserved  in  speech. 

And  temper  all  our  thoughts  with  charity. 

—  Therefore,  unwilling  to  forget  that  day, 

My  Friend,  Myself,  and  She  who  then  received 

The  same  admonishment,  have  called  the  place 

By  a  memoiial  name,  uncouth  indeed 

As  e'er  by  mariner  was  given  to  bay 

Or  foreland,  on  a  new-discovered  coast ; 

And  Point  Rash-Judgment  is  the  name  it  bears 

1800. 


V. 

TO  M.  H. 


Our  walk  was  far  among  the  ancient  trees : 
There  was  no  road,  nor  any  woodman's  path ; 
But  a  thick  umbrage  —  checking  the  wild  growtb 
Of  weed  and  sapling,  along  soft  green  turf 
Beneath  the  branches  —  of  itsf  If  had  made 
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A.  track,  that  brought  us  to  a  slip  of  lawn, 

Ajid  a  small  bed  of  water  m  the  woods. 

All  round  this  pool  both  6ocks  and  herds  might 

drink 
On  its  firm  margin,  even  as  from  a  well. 
Or  some  stone  basin  which  the  herdsman's  hand 
Had  shaped  for  their  refreshment ;  nor  did  son, 
Or  wind  from  any  quarter,  ever  come, 
But  as  a  blessing  to  this  calm  recess, 
This  glade  of  water  and  this  one  green  field. 
The  spot  was  made  by  Nature  for  herself ; 
The  travellers  know  it  not,  and  't  will  remain 
Unknown  to  them ;  but  it  is  beautiful ; 
And  if  a  man  should  plant  his  cottage  near. 
Should  sleep  beneath  the  shelter  of  its  trees, 
And  blend  its  waters  with  his  daily  meal, 
He  would  so  love  it,  that  in  his  death-hour 
Its  image  would  survive  among  his  thoughts : 
And  therefore,  my  sweet  Mary,  this  still  Nook, 
With  all  its  beeches,  we  have  named  from  You  i 

1800. 


VI. 


Wh£N,  to  the  attractions  of  the  busy  world, 
Preferring  studious  leisure,  I  had  chosen 
A  habitation  in  this  peaceful  Vale, 
Sharp  season  followed  of  continual  storm 
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In  deepest  winter ;  and,  from  week  to  week, 
Pathway,  and  lane,  and  public  road,  wei*e  clogged 
With  frequent  showers  of  snow.     Upon  a  hill 
At  a  short  distance  from  my  cottage  stands 
A  stately  Fir-grove,  whither  I  was  wont 
To  hasten,  for  I  found,  beneath  the  roof 
Of  that  perennial  shade,  a  cloistral  place 
Of  refuge,  with  an  unencumbered  floor. 
Here,  in  safe  covert,  on  the  shallow  snow. 
And,  sometimes,  on  a  speck  of  visible  earth, 
The  redbreast  near  me  hopped ;  nor  was  I  loth 
To  sympathize  with  vulgar  coppice  birds. 
That,  for  protection  from  the  nipping  blast, 
Hither  repaired.  —  A  single  beech-tree  grew 
Within  this  grove  of  firs  I  and,  on  the  fork 
Of  that  one  beech,  appeared  a  thrush's  nest ; 
A  last  year's  nest,  conspicuously  built 
At  such  small  elevation  from  the  ground 
As  gave  sure  sign  that  they,  who  in  that  house 
Of  nature  and  of  love  had  made  their  home 
Amid' the  fir-trees,  all  the  summer  long 
Dwelt  in  a  tranquil  spot.     And  oftentimes 
A  few  sheep,  stragglers  from  some  mountain-flock, 
Would  watch  my  motions  with  suspicious  stare. 
From  the  remotest  outskirts  of  the  grove,  — 
Some  nook  where  they  had  made  their  flnal  stand, 
Huddling  together  from  two  fears,  —  the  fear 
Of  me  and  of  the  storm.     Full  many  an  hour 
Here  did  I  lose.     But  in  this  grove  the  trees 
Had  been  so  thickly  planted,  and  had  thriven 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


FOEMS    ON   THE  NAMING   OF   PLACES.        13 

[n  such  perplexed  and  intricate  arraj ; 
That  vainly  did  I  seek,  beneath  their  stems 
A  length  of  open  space,  where  to  and  fro 
My  feet  might  move  without  concern  or  care ; 
And,  baffled  thus,  though  earth  from  day  to  day 
Was  fettered,  and  the  air  by  storm  disturbed, 
I  ceased  the  shelter  to  frequent,  —  and  prized 
Less  than  I  wished  to  prize  that  calm  recess. 

The  snows  dissolved,  and  genial  Spring  returned 
To  clothe  the  fields  with  verdure.     Other  haunts 
Meanwhile  were  mine ;  till,  one  bright  April  day, 
By  chance  retiring  from  the  glare  of  noon 
To  this  fprsaken  covert,  there  I  found 
A  hoary  pathway  traced  between  the  trees, 
And  winding  on  with  such  an  easy  line 
Along  a  natural  opening,  that  I  stood 
Much  wondering  how  I  could  have  sought  in  vmd 
For  what  was  now  so  obvious.    To  abide, 
For  an  allotted  interval  of  ease. 
Under  my  cottage-roof,  had  gladly  come 
From  the  wild  sea  a  cherished  Visitant ; 
And  with  the  sight  of  this  same  path,  begun. 
Begun  and  ended,  in  the  shady  grove. 
Pleasant  conviction  flashed  upon  my  mind 
That,  to  this  opportune  recess  allured. 
He  had  surveyed  it  with  a  finer  eye, 
A  heart  more  wakeful ;  and  had  worn  the  tnck 
By  pacing  here,  unwearied  and  alone, 
5n  that  habitual  restlessness  of  foot 
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rhat  haunts  tbe  Sailor  measuring  o'er  and  o'er 
His  short  domain  upon  the  vesseFs  deck, 
While  she  pursues  her  course  through  the  dreary 
sea. 

When  thou  hadst  quitted  Esthwaite's  pleasant 
shore, 
And  taken  thy  first  leave  of  those  green  hills 
And  rocks  that  were  the  playground  of  thy  youth, 
Year  followed  year,  my  Brother  I  and  we  two, 
Conversing  not,  knew  little  in  what  mould 
Each  other's  mind  was  fashioned ;  and  at  length, 
When  once  again  we  met  in  Grasmere  Vale, 
Between  us  there  was  little  other  bond  • 
Than  common  fedings  of  fraternal  love. 
But  thou,  a  schoolboy,  to  the  sea  hadst  carried 
Undying  recollections  ;  Nature  there 
Was  with  thee  ;  she,  who  loved  us  both,  she  still 
Was  with  thee ;  and  even  so  didst  thou  become 
A  stletit  Poet ;  from  the  solitude 
Of  the  vast  sea  didst  bring  a  watchful  heart 
Still  couchant,  an  inevitable  ear. 
And  an  eye  practised  like  a  blind  man's  touch. 
—  Back  to  the  joyless  Ocean  thou  art  gone ; 
Nor  from  this  vestige  of  thy  musing  hours 
Could  I  withhold  thy  honored  name,  —  and  now 
I.  love  the  fir-grove  with  a  perfect  love. 
Thither  do  I  withdraw  when  cloudless  Euns 
Shine  hot,  or  wind  blows  troublesome  and  strong 
And  there  I  sit  at  evening,  when  the  steep 
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Of  Silver-how,  and  Grasmere's  peaceful  lake, 

And  one  green  island,  gleam  between  tbo  stems 

Of  the  dark  fire,  a  visionary  scene  ! 

And  while  I  gaze  upon  the  spectacle 

Of  clouded  splendor,  on  this  dream-like  si^^ 

Of  solemn  loveliness,  I  think  on  thee. 

My  Brother,  and  on  all  which  thou  hast  lost. 

Nor  seldom,  if  I  rightly  guess, "while  Thou, 

Muttering  the  verses  which  I  muttered  first 

Among  the  mountains,  through  the  midnight  waloh 

Art  pacing  thoughtfully  the  vessel's  deck 

lo  some  far  region,  here,  while  o'er  my  head. 

At  every  impulse  of  the  moving  breeze. 

The  Fir-grove  murmurs  with  a  sea-like  sound. 

Alone  I  tread  this  path ;  —  for  aught  I  know, 

Timing  my  steps  to  thine ;  and,  with  a  store 

Of  undistinguishable  sympathies, 

Mingling  most  earnest  wishes  for  the  day 

When  we,  and  others  whom  we  love,  shall  meet 

A  second  time,  in  Grasmere's  happy  Vale. 

1806. 

Note.  —  This  wish  was  not  granted;  the  lamented  Penon 
not  long  after  perished  by  shipwreck,  la  discharge  of  his  dniy 
M  oommaDder  of  the  Honorable  Eas^  India  Company's  v«s- 
ui  the  Earl  of  Abergavenny. 
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Forth  from  a  jutting  ridge,  around  whose  base 
Winds  our  deep  Vale,  two  heath-clad  Rocks  ascend 
In  fellowship,  the  loftiest  of  the  pair 
Rising  to  no  ambitious  height ;  jet  both, 
O'er  lake  and  stream,  mountain  and  flowery  mead, 
Unfolded  prospects  fair  as  human  eyes 
Ever  beheld.    Up-led  with  mutual  help. 
To  one  or  other  brow  of  those  twin  Peaks 
Were  two  adventurous  Sisters  wont  to  dimb, 
And  took  no  note  of  the  hour  while  thence  they 

gazed. 
The  blooming  heath  their  couch,  gazed,  side  by  side, 
In  speechless  admiration.    I,  a  witness 
And  frequent  sharei  of  their  calm  delight 
With  thankful  heart,  to  either  Eminence 
Grave  the  baptismal  name  each  Sister  bore. 
Now  are  they  parted,  fiu*  as  Death's  cold  hand 
Hath  power  to  part  the  Spirits  of  those  who  love 
As  they  did  love.     Ye  kindred  Pinnacles,  — 
That,  while  the  generations  of  mankind 
Follow  each  other  to  their  hiding-place 
In  time's  abyss,  are  privileged  to  endure 
Beautiful  in  yourselves,  and  richly  graced 
With  like  command  of  beauty,  —  grant  your  aid 
For  Mart's  humble,  Sarah's  silent  claim^ 
That  their  pure  joy  in  nature  may  survive 
From  age  to  age  in  blended  memory. 

184& 
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A  MORNING  EXERCISE. 

Fanot,  who  leads  the  pastimes  of  the  glad. 
Full  oft  is  pleased  a  wayward  dart  to  throw ; 
Sending  sad  shadows  after  things  not  sad, 
Peopling  the  harmless  fields  with  signs  of  woe : 
Beneath  her  sway,  a  simple  forest  cry 
Becomes  an  echo  of  man's  misery. 

Blithe  ravens  croak  of  death  ;  and  when  the  owl 
Tries  his  two  voices  for  a  favorite  strain,  — 
Tu-whit!  Tu-whoo  !  —  the  unsuspecting  fowl 
Forebodes  mishap  or  seems  but  to  complain ; 
Fancy,  intent  to  harass  and  annoy. 
Can  thus  pervert  the  evidence  of  joy. 

Through  border  wilds  where  naked  Indians  stray, 
Myriads  of  notes  attest  her  subtle  skill ; 
A  feathered  taskmaster  cries,  "  Work  awat  I  * 
Aiid,  in  thy  iteration,  "  Whip  poor  Will!  "* 

♦  Sec  Waterton*s  Wanderings  in  South  America. 
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Is  heard  the  spirit  of  a  toil-worn  slave, 
Lashed  out  of  life,  not  quiet  in  the  grave. 

What  wonder?  at  her  bidding,  ancient  lays 
Steeped  in  dire  grief  the  voice  of  Philomel ; 
And  that  fleet  messenger  of  summer  days, 
Tiie  Swallow,  twittered  subject  to  like  spell ; 
But  ne'er  could  Fancy  bend  the  buoyant  Lark 
To  melancholy  service.  —  Harki'  O  hark  1 

The  daisy  sleeps  upon  the  dewy  lawn, 
Not  lifting  yet  the  head  that  evening  bowed ; 
But  He  is  risen,  a  later  star  of  dawn, 
Glittering  and  twinkling  near  yon  rosy  cloud ; 
Bright  gem  instinct  with  music,  vocal  spark ; 
The  happiest  bird  that  sprang  out  of  the  Ark . 

Hail,  blest  above  all  kinds  !  —  Supremely  skilled 
Restless  with  fixed  to  balance,  high  with  low. 
Thou  leav'st  the  halcyon  free  her  hopes  to  build 
On  such  forbearance  as  the  deep  may  show ; 
Perpetual  flight,  unchecked  by  earthly  ties, 
Leav'st  to  the  wandering  bird  of  paradise. 

Faithful,  though  swift  as  lightning,  the  meek  Dove } 

Yet  more  hath  Nature  reconciled  in  thee ; 

So  constant  with  thy  downward  eye  of  love, 

Yet,  in  aerial  singleness,  so  free ; 

So  humble,  yet  so  ready  to  rejoice 

In  power  of  wing  and  never- wearied  voice. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


A   MORNING    EXERCISE.  19 

To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond, 

Mount,    daring    warbler! — that    love-prompted 

strain 
('Twixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-failing  bond) 
Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plain : 
Yet  might'st  thou  seem,  proud  privilege  I  to  sing 
All  independent  of  the  leafy  spring. 

How  would  it  please  old  Ocean  to  partake, 
With  sailors  longing  for  a  breeze  in  vain. 
The  harmony  thy  notes  most  gladly  make, 
Where  earth  resembles  most  his  own  domain  ! 
Urania's  self  might  welcome  with  pleased  ear 
These  matins  mounting  towards  her  native  sphere. 

Chanter  by  heaven  attracted,  whom  no  bars 

To  daylight  known  deter  from  that  pursuit, 

T  is  well  that  some  sage  instinct,  when  the  stars 

Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  thee  still  and  mute ; 

For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  incline 

Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  as  they  shine  I 

1828. 
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n. 

A  FLOWER-GARDEN. 

AT  COLEOP.TOX  HALL,  LEICESTEIURUUb 

Tell  me,  ye  Zephyrs !  that  unfold, 

While  fluttering  o'er  this  gay  recess, 

Pinions  that  fanned  the  teeming  mould 

Of  Eden's  blissful  wilderness, 

Did  only  softly  stealing  hours 

There  close  the  peaceful  lives  of  flowers  ? 

Say,  when  the  moving  creatures  saw 
All  kinds  commingled  without  fear, 
Prevailed  a  like  indulgent  law 
For  the  still  growths  that  prosper  here? 
Did  wanton  fawn  and  kid  forbear 
The  half-blown  rose,  the  lily  spare  ? 

Or  peeped  they  often  from  their  beds 
And  prematurely  disappeared, 
Devoured  like  pleasure  ere  it  spreads 
A  bosom  to  the  sun  endeared  ? 
If  such  their  harsh,  untimely  doom, 
It  falls  not  here  on  bud  or  bloom. 

All  summer  long  the  happy  Eve 
Of  this  fair  spot  her  flowers  may  bind, 
Nor  e'er,  with  ruflled  fancy,  grieve, 
From  the  next  glance  she  casts,  to  find 
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That  love  for  little  things  by  Fate 
Is  rendered  vain  as  love  for  great. 

Yet,  where  the  guardian  fence  is  wotuu!. 
So  subtly  are  our  eyes  beguiled 
We  see  not  nor  suspect  a  bound, 
No  more  than  in  some  forest  wild ; 
The  sight  is  free  as  air,  —  or  crest 
Only  by  art  in  nature  lost 

And  though  the  jealous  turf  refuse 
By  random  footsteps  to  be  prest, 
And  feed  on  never-sullied  dews, 
Je,  gentle  breezes  from  the  west, 
With  all  the  ministers  of  hope 
Are  tempted  to  this  sunny  sbpe  I 

And  hither  throngs  of  birds  resort ; 
Some,  inmates  lodged  in  shady  nests, 
Some,  perched  on  stems  of  stately  poif 
That  nod  to  welcome  transient  guests  ? 
While  hare  and  leveret,  seen  at  play. 
Appear  not  more  shut  out  than  they. 

Apt  emblem  (for  reproof  of  pride) 
This  delicate  inclosure  shows 
Of  modest  kindness,  that  would  hide 
The  firm  protection  she  bestows ; 
Of  manners,  like  its  viewless  fence, 
Insuring  peace  to  innocence. 
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Thus  spake  the  moral  Muse ;  —  her  wing 
Abruptly  spreading  to  depart, 
She  left  that  farewell  offering, 
Memento  for  some  docile  heart ; 
That  may  respect  the  good  old  age 
When  Fancy  was  Truth's  willing  Page ; 
And  Truth  would  skim  the  flowery  glade, 
Though  entering  but  as  Fancy's  Shade. 

1834 


in. 

A  WHIRL-BLAST  from  behind  the  hill 
Rushed  o'er  the  wood  with  startling  sound ; 
Then  —  all  at  once  the  air  was  still. 
And  showers  of  hailstones  pattered  round* 
Where  leafless  oaks  towered  high  above, 
I  sat  within  an  undergrove 
Of  tallest  hollies,  tall  and  green ; 
A  fairer  bower  was  never  seen. 
From  year  to  year  the  spacious  floor 
With  withered  leaves  is  covered  o'er, 
And  all  the  year  the  bower  is  green. 
But  see  !  where'er  the  hailstones  drop. 
The  withered  leaves  all  skip  and  hop  ; 
There  's  not  a  breeze,  —  no  breath  of  air,  - 
Yet  here,  and  there,  and  everywhere 
Along  the  floor,  beneath  the  shade 
By  those  embowering  hollies  made, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE  WATERFALL  AND  THE  E6LANTIKE.   23 

The  leaves  in  myriads  jump  and  spring, 
As  if  with  pipes  and  music  rare 
Some  Robin  Good-fellow  were  there, 
And  all  those  leaves,  in  festive  glee. 
Were  dancing  to  the  minstrelsy. 

17M. 


IT. 


n»18  WATERFALL  AND  THE  EGLANTINK 


^  Begone,  thou  f<^nd  presumptuous  Elf," 

Exclaimed  an  angry  voice, 

"  Nor  dare  to  thrust  thy  foolish  self 

Between  me  and  my  choice  I " 

A  small  Cascade  fresh  swoln  with  snows 

Thus  threatened  a  poor  Brier-rose, 

That,  all  bespattered  with  his  foam, 

And  dancing  high  and  dancing  low, 

Was  living,  as  a  child  might  know, 

Li  an  unhappy  home. 


**  Dost  thou  presume  my  course  to  block  ? 
Off,  off!  or,  puny  Thing  I 
1 11  hurl  thee  headlong  with  the  rock 
To  which  thy  fibres  ding.** 
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The  Flood  was  tTrannous  and  strong  t 
The  patient  Brier  suffered  long, 
Nor  did  he  utter  groan  or  sigh, 
Hoping  the  danger  would  be  past ; 
But,  seeing  no  relief,  at  last 
He  ventured  to  replj. 


"  Ah  I "  said  the  Brier,  "  blame  me  not ; 

Why  should  we  dwell  in  strife  ? 

We  who  in  this  sequestered  spot 

Once  lived  a  happy  life ! 

You  stirred  me  on  my  rocky  bed,  — 

What  pleasure  through  my  veins  you  spread 

The  summer  long,  from  day  to  day, 

My  leaves  you  freshened  and  bedewed ; 

Nor  was  it  common  gratitude 

That  did  your  cares  repay. 


^  When  Spring  came  on  with  bud  andbell* 

Among  these  rocks  did  I 

Before  you  hang  my  wreaths,  to  tell 

Tliat  gentle  days  were  nigh  ! 

And  in  the  sultry  summer  hours, 

I  sheltered  you  with  leaves  and  flowers  ; 

And  in  my  leaves  — now  shed  and  gone  — 

The  linnet  lodged,  and  for  us  two 

Chanted  his  pretty  songs,  when  you 

Had  little  voice  or  none. 
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"  But  now  proud  thoughts  are  in  your  breast,  - 

What  grief  is  mine  you  see ; 

Ah !  would  you  think,  even  yet  how  blest 

Together  we  might  be ! 

Though  of  both  leaf  and  flower  bercfl. 

Some  ornaments  to  me  are  lefl ; 

Rich  store  of  scarlet  hips  is  mine, 

With  which  I,  in  my  humble  way, 

Would  deck  you  many  a  winter  day, 

A  happy  Eglantine  I ' 


What  more  he  said  I  cannot  tell^ 
The  Torrent  down  the  rocky  dell 
Came  thundering  loud  and  fast ; 
I  listened,  nor  aught  else  could  hear ; 
The  Brier  quaked — and  much  I  fear 
Those  accents  were  his  last. 


V. 
THE  OAK  AND  THE  BROOM. 

A  PASTORAL. 


His  simple  truths  did  Andrew  glean 
Beside  the  babbling  rills  ; 
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A  careful  student  he  had  been 
Among  the  woods  and  hills. 
One  winter's  night,  when  through  the  trees 
The  wind  was  roaring,  on  his  knees 
His  youngest-born  did  Andrew  hold : 
And  while  the  rest,  a  ruddy  choir, 
Were  seated  round  their  blazing  fire, 
This  Tale  the  Shepherd  told. 


^  I  saw  a  crag,  a  lofiy  stone 

As  ever  tempest  beat  I 

Out  of  its  head  an  Oak  had  grown, 

A  Broom  out  of  its  feet. 

The  time  was  March,  a  cheerful  noon,  — 

The  thaw-wind,  with  the  breath  of  June, 

Breathed  gently  from  the  warm  southwest ; 

When,  in  a  voice  sedate  with  age, 

This  Oak,  a  giant  and  a  sage, 

(lis  neighbor  thus  addressed :  — 

m. 

"  *  Eight  weary  weeks,  through  rock  and  day. 

Along  this  mountain's  edge, 

The  Frost  hath  wrought  both  night  and  day. 

Wedge  driving  after  wedge. 

Look  up  !  and  think,  above  your  head 

What  trouble,  surely,  will  be  bred ; 

Last  night  I  heard  a  crash,  —  't  is  true, 

The  splinters  took  another  road ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


TQB   OAK   AND   THE   BBOOM.  27 

I  see  them  yonder,  —  what  a  load 
For  such  a  Thing  as  you  I 


"  *  You  are  preparing,  as  before, 

To  deck  your  slender  shape  ; 

And  yet,  just  three  years  back — Domore- 

You  had  a  strange  escape  : 

Down  from  yon  cliff  a  fragment  broke ; 

It  thundered  down,  with  fire  and  smoke, 

And  hither  ward  pursued  its  way ; 

This  ponderous  block  was  caught  by  me, 

And  o'er  your  head,  as  you  may  see, 

T  is  hanging  to  this  day  I 


**  *  If  breeze  or  bird  to  this  rough  steep 

Your  kind's  first  seed  did  bear, 

The  breeze  had  better  been  asleep. 

The  bird  caught  in  a  snare : 

For  you  and  your  green  twigs  decoy 

The  little  witless  shepherd-boy 

To  come  and  slumber  in  your  bower; 

And,  trust  me,  on  some  sultry  noon. 

Both  you  and  he,  Heaven  knows  how  soon 

Will  perish  in  one  hour. 


"  *  From  me  this  friendly  warning  take  - 
The  Broom  began  to  doze. 
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And  thus,  to  keep  hei?elf  awake, 
Did  gently  interpose : 
'  My  thanks  for  your  discourse  are  due ; 
That  more  than  what  you  say  is  true, 
I  know,  and  I  have  known  it  long ; 
Frail  is  the  bond  by  which  we  hold 
Our  being,  whether  young  or  old. 
Wise,  foolish,  weak,  or  strong. 


"  *  Disasters,  do  the  best  we  can. 

Will  reach  both  great  and  small ; 

And  he  is  oft  the  wisest  man. 

Who  is  not  wise  at  all. 

For  me,  why  should  I  wish  to  roam  ? 

This  spot  is  my  paternal  home. 

It  is  my  pleasant  heritage ; 

My  father  many  a  happy  year 

Spread  here  his  careless  blossoms,  here 

Attained  a  good  old  age. 


"  *Even  such  as  his  may  be  my  lot. 

What  cause  have  I  to  haunt 

My  heart  with  terrors  ?    Am  I  not 

In  truth  a  favored  plant ! 

On  me  such  bounty  Summer  pours, 

That  I  am  covered  o'er  with  flowers ; 

And,  when  the  Frost  is  in  the  sky, 

My  branches  are  so  fresh  and  gay 
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That  you  might  look  at  me  and  say. 
This  Plant  can  never  die. 


**  *Th^  Butterfly,  all  green  and  gold, 
To  me  hath  oflen  flown, 
Here  in  my  blossoms  to  behold 
Wings  lovely  as  his  own. 
When  grass  is  chill  with  rain  or  dew. 
Beneath  my  shade  the  mother-ewe 
Lies  with  her  infant  lamb  ;  I  see 
The  love  they  to  each  other  make, 
And  the  sweet  joy  which  they  partake* 
It  is  a  joy  to  me.' 


**  Her  voice  was  blithe,  her  heart  was  light  ? 
The  Broom  might  have  pursued 
Her  speech,  until  the  stars  of  night 
Their  journey  had  renewed ; 
But  in  the  branches  of  the  Oak 
Two  ravens  now  began  to  croak 
Their  nuptial  song,  a  gladsome  air ; 
And  to  her  own  green  bower  the  breese 
That  instant  brought  two  stripling  bees 
To  rest  or  murmur  there. 


"  One  night,  my  Children !  from  the  north 
There  came  a  furious  blast ; 
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At  break  of  day  I  ventured  forth. 
And  near  the  cliff  I  passed. 
The  storm  had  fallen  upon  the  Oak, 
And  struck  him  with  a  mighty  stroke, 
And  whirled,  and  whirled  him  far  away  $ 
And,  in  one  hospitable  cleft, 
The  little  careless  Broom  was  left 
To  live  for  many  a  day.** 


VI. 

TO  A  SEXTON. 

Let  thy  wheelbarrow  alone ! 

Wherefore,  Sexton,  piling  still 

In  thy  bone-house  bone  on  bone  ? 

•T  is  already  like  a  hill 

In  a  field  of  battle  made, 

Where  three  thousand  skulls  are  liud ; 

These  died  in  peace  each  with  the  other,  - 

Father,  sister,  friend,  and  brother. 

Mark  the  spot  to  which  I  point  I 
From  this  platform,  eight  feet  square, 
Take  not  even  a  finger-joint: 
Andrew's  whole  fireside  is  there. 
Here,  alone,  before  thine  eyes, 
Simon's  sickly  daughter  lies. 
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From  weakness  now  and  pain  defended, 
Whom  he  twenty  winters  tended. 

Look  but  at  the  gardener's  pride,  — 
How  he  glories,  when  he  sees 
Roses,  lilies,  side  by  side, 
Violets  in  families ! 
By  the  heart  of  Man,  his  tears. 
By  his  hopes  and  by  his  fears. 
Thou,  too  heedless,  art  the  Warden 
Of  a  far  superior  garden. 

Thus  then,  each  to  other  dear. 

Let  them  all  in  quiet  lie, 

Andrew  there,  and  Susan  here. 

Neighbors  in  mortality. 

And  should  T  live  through  sun  and  rain, 

Seven  widowed  years  without  my  Jane, 

0  Sexton,  do  not  then  remove  her, 

Let  one  grave  hold  the  Loved  and  Lover  ! 

1799 
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Til. 
TO  THE  DAISY. 


M  Her  *  dlvino  skill  taught  me  thki 
That  from  everything  I  saw 
I  could  some  mstruction  draw, 
And  raise  pleasure  to  the  height 
Through  the  meanest  object's  sight. 
By  the  murmur  of  a  spring, 
Or  tlie  least  bough's  rustelling; 
By  a  Daisy  whoso  leaves  spread 
Shut  when  Titan  goes  to  bed; 
Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree; 
She  could  more  infuse  in  me, 
Than  all  Nature's  beauties  can 
In  some  other  wiser  man.** 

Q.  Wrran 


In  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went, 
From  hill  to  hill,  in  discontent 
Of  pleasure  high  and  turbulent, 

Most  pleased  when  most  uneasy ; 
But  now  my  own  delights  I  make, — 
My  thirst  at  every  rill  can  slake, 
And  gladly  Nature's  love  partake, 

Of  thee,  sweet  Daisy  I 

Thee  Winter  in  the  garland  wears 
That  thinly  decks  his  few  gray  hairs ; 

^  His  Muse. 
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Spring  parts  the  clouds  with  sofliist  airs. 

That  she  may  sun  thee ; 
Whole  Summer-fields  are  thine  by  right ; 
And  Autumn,  melancholy  wight! 
Doth  in  thy  crimson  h^d  delight 

When  rains  are  on  thee. 

In  shoals  and  bands,  a  morrice  train, 
Thou  greet'st  the  traveller  in  the  lane ; 
Pleased  at  his  greeting  thee  again ; 

Yet  nothing  daunted, 
Nor  grieved,  if  thou  be  set  at  naught : 
And  ofl  alone  in  nooks  remote 
We  meet  thee,  like  a  pleasant  thought, 

When  such  are  wanted. 

Be  violets  in  their  sacred  mews 

The  flowers  the  wanton  ZephjTS  choose  ; 

Proud  be  the  rose,  with  rains  and  dewB 

Her  head  impearling ; 
Thou  liv'st  with  less  ambitious  aim, 
Yet  hast  not  gone  without  thy  fame ; 
Thou  art  indeed  by  many  a  claim 

The  Poet's  darling. 

if  to  a  rock  from  rains  he  fly, 
Or,  some  bright  day  of  April  sky, 
Imprisoned  by  hot  sunshine  lie 
Near  the  green  holly, 
«ou  n.  3 
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And  wearily  at  length  should  fare ; 
He  needs  but  look  about,  and  there 
Thou  art  1  —  a  friend  at  hand,  to  scare 
His  melancholy. 

A  hundred  times,  by  rock  or  bower, 
Ere  thus  I  have  lain  couched  an  hour, 
Have  I  derived  from  thy  sweet  power 

Some  apprehension ; 
Some  steady  love ;  some  brief  delight ; 
Some  memory  that  had  taken  flight ; 
Some  chime  of  fancy  wrong  or  right ; 

Or  stray  invention. 

If  stately  passions  in  me  hum, 

And  one  chance  look  to  thee  should  tonit 

I  drink  out  of  an  humbler  urn 

A  lowlier  pleasure ; 
The  homely  sympathy  that  heeds 
The  common  life,  our  nature  breeds ; 
A  wisdom  fitted  to  the  needs 

Of  hearts  at  leisure. 

Fresh-smitten  by  the  morning  ray, 
When  thou  art  up,  alert  and  gay, 
Then,  cheerful  Flower !  my  spirits  play 

With  kindred  gladness : 
And  when,  at  dusk,  by  dews  opprest 
Thou  sink'st,  the  image  of  thy  rest 
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Hath  often  eased  mj  pensive  breast 
Of  careful  sadness. 

And  all  day  long  I  number  yet. 
All  seasons  through,  another  debt. 
Which  I,  wherever  thou  art  met, 

To  thee  am  owing ; 
An  instinct  call  it,  a  blind  sense ; 
A  happy,  genial  influence. 
Coming  one  knows  not  how,  nor  whence. 

Nor  whither  going. 

Child  of  the  Year !  that  round  dost  run 
Thy  pleasant  course,  —  when  day 's  begun 
As  ready  to  salute  the  sun 

As  lark  or  leveret, 
Thy  long-lost  praise  thou  shalt  regain  ; 
Nor  be  less  dear  to  future  men 
Than  in  old  time ;  —  thou  not  in  vain 

Art  Nature's  favorite.* 

1803. 

•  Sm,  in  Chaaoer  and  the  elder  Poeti,  tbe  honor  for- 
m&Aj  paid  to  tliia  dowA. 
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VIII. 

TO  THE  SAME   FLOWER. 

With  little  here  to  do  or  see 

Of  things  that  in  the  great  world  be, 

Daisy  !  again  I  talk  to  thee, 

For  thou  art  worthy, 
Thou  unassuming  Commonplace 
Of  Nature,  with  that  homely  face, 
And  yet  with  something  of  a  grace, 

Which  Love  makes  for  thee  1 

Ofl  on  the  dappled  turf  at  ease 

I  sit,  and  play  with  similes. 

Loose  types  of  things  through  all  degree!^ 

Thoughts  of  !  hy  raising  : 
And  many  a  fond  and  idle  name 
I  give  to  thee,  for  praise  or  blame, 
As  is  the  humor  of  the  game. 

While  I  am  gazing. 

A  nun  demure,  of  lowly  portt 

Or  sprightly  maiden,  of  Love's  ooiirt» 

In  thy  simplicity  the  sport 

Of  all  tem])tations ; 
A  queen  in  crown  of  rubies  drest  $ 
A  starveling  in  a  scanty  vest; 
Are  all,  as  seems  to  suit  thee  best, 

Thy  appellations. 
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A  little  Cyclops,  with  one  eye 
Staring  to  threaten  and  defy, 
That  thought  comes  next,  —  and  instantly 

The  freak  is  over, 
The  shape  will  vanish,  —  and  behold 
A  silver  shield  with  boss  of  gold, 
That  spreads  itself,  some  faery  bold 

In  fight  to  cover ! 

I  see  thee  glittering  from  afar,  — 
And  then  thou  art  a  pretty  star ; 
Not  quite  so  fair  as  many  are 

In  heaven  above  thee  ! 
Yet  hke  a  star,  with  glittering  crest, 
Self-poised  in  air  thou  seem'st  to  rest ;  — 
May  peace  come  never  to  his  jest, 

Who  shall  reprove  thee  1 

Bright  Flower  !  for  by  that  name  at  last, 
When  all  my  reveries  are  past, 
I  call  thee,  and  to  that  cleave  fast. 

Sweet,  silent  creature  I 
That  breath'st  with  me  in  sun  and  air. 
Do  thou,  as  thou  art  wont,  repair 
My  heart  with  gladness,  and  a  share 

Of  thy  meek  nature  1 

18M 
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IX. 
THE  GREEN  LINNET. 

Beneath  these  fruit-tree  boughs  that  shed 
Their  snow-white  blossoms  on  my  bead, 
With  brightest  sunshine  round  me  spread 

Of  Spring's  unclouded  weather, 
In  this  sequestered  nook  how  sweet 
To  sit  upon  my  orchard-seat ! 
And  birds  and  flowers  once  more  to  greet. 

My  last  year's  friends  together. 

One  have  I  marked,  the  happiest  guest 
In  all  this  covert  of  the  blest : 
Hail  to  thee,  far  above  the  rest 

In  joy  of  voice  and  pinion  I 
Thou,  Linnet !  in  thy  green  array, 
Presiding  spirit  here  to-day, 
Dost  lead  the  revels  of  the  May ; 

And  this  is  thy  dominion. 

While  birds,  and  butterflies,  and  flowen^ 
Make  all  one  band  of  paramours, 
Thou,  ranging  up  and  down  the  bowers, 

Art  sole  in  thy  employment : 
A  Life,  a  Presence  like  the  air, 
Scattering  thy  gladness  without  care, 
Too  blest  with  any  one  to  pair ; 

Thyself  thy  own  enjoyment 
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Amid  700  tufl  of  hazel-trees, 
That  twinkle  to  the  gusty  breeze, 
Behold  him  perched  in  ecstasies, 

Yett  seeming  still  to  hover ; 
There  !  where  the  flutter  of  his  wingi 
Upon  his  back  and  body  flings 
Shadows  and  sunnj  glimmerings, 

That  cover  him  all  over^ 

My  dazzled  sight  he  oh  deceives, 
A  brother  of  the  dancing  leaves ; 
Then  flits,  and  from  the  cottage-eaves 

Pours  forth  a  song  in  gashes ; 
As  if  by  that  exulting  strain 
He  mocked  and  treated  with  disdain 
The  voiceless  form  he  chose  to  feign, 

While  fluttering  in  the  bushes. 


X. 

TO  A  SKYLARK. 

Up  with  me  1  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  I 
For  thy  song,  Lark,  is  strong; 

Up  with  me  !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  I 
Singing,  singing, 

With  clouds  and  sky  about  thee  ringing, 
Lift  me,  guide  me  till  I  find 

That  spot  which  seems  so  to  thy  mind  I 
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I  have  walked  through  wildernesses  dreary, 

And  to-daj  my  heart  is  weary ; 

Had  I  now  the  wings  of  a  Faery, 

Up  to  thee  would  I  fly. 

There  is  madness  ahout  thee,  and  joy  divine 

In  that  song  of  thine ; 

Lifl  me,  guide  me  high  and  high 

To  thy  banqueting-place  in  the  sky. 

Joyous  as  morning, 
Thou  art  laughing  and  scorning  ; 
Thou  hast  a  nest  for  thy  love  and  thy  rest, 
And,  though  little  troubled  with  sloth. 
Drunken  Lark !  thou  wouldst  be  loth 
To  be  such  a  traveller  as  I. 
Happy,  happy  Liver, 
With  a  soul  as  strong'  as  a  mounttdn  river 
Pouring  out  praise  to  the  Almighty  Giver, 
Joy  and  jollity  be  with  us  both  ! 

Alas  1  my  journey,  rugged  and  uneven, 
Through  prickly  moors  or  dusty  ways  must  wind ; 
But  hearing  thee,  or  others  of  thy  kind, 
As  full  of  gladness  and  as  free  of  heaven, 
I,  with  my  fate  contented,  will  plod  on. 
And  hope  for  higher  raptures,  when  life*s  day  it 
done. 

1806. 
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XI. 

TO  THE  SMALL  CELANDINB.* 

Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups,  daisies, 
Let  them  live  upon  their  praises ; 
Long  as  there  's  a  sun  that  sets, 
Primroses  will  have  their  glory ; 
Long  as  there  are  violets, 
Thej  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There 's  a  flower  that  shall  be  mine» 
*T  is  the  httle  Celandine. 

Eyes  of  some  men  travel  &r 
For  the  finding  of  a  star ; 
Up  and  down  the  heavens  they  go. 
Men  that  keep  a  mighty  rout ! 
I  'm  as  great  as  they,  I  trow. 
Since  the  day  I  found  thee  out. 
Little  Flower !  —  I  *11  make  a  stir, 
Like  a  sage  astronomer. 

Modest,  yet  withal  an  Elf 
Bold,  and  lavish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needs  must  first  have  met, 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low, 
Tliirty  years  or  more,  and  yet 

*  OnnmoD  Pilewort. 
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T  was  a  face  I  did  not  know ; 
Thou  liast  now,  go  where  I  may, 
Fifty  greetings  in  a  day. 

Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush, 
In  the  time  before  the  thrush 
Has  a  thought  about  her  nest, 
Thou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call. 
Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breast 
Like  a  careless  Prodigal ; 
Telling  tales  about  the  sun, 
When  we  Ve  little  warmth,  or  noQei 

Poets,  vain  men  in  their  mood ! 
Travel  with  the  multitude : 
Never  heed  them  ;  I  aver 
That  they  all  are  wanton  wooers ; 
But  the  thrifty  cottager, 
Who  stirs  little  out  of  doors, 
Joys  to  spy  thee  near  at  home ; 
Spring  is  coming,  thou  art  come  I 

Comfort  have  thou  of  thy  merit, 
Kindly,  unassuming  Spirit ! 
Careless  of  thy  neighborhood, 
Thou  dost  show  thy  pleasant  face 
On  the  moor,  and  in  the  wood, 
In  the  lane  ;  —  there  's  not  a  place, 
Howsoever  mean  it  be. 
But 't  is  good  enough  for  thee. 
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III  befall  the  yellow  flowers, 
Children  of  the  flaring  hours  ' 
Buttercups,  that  wiU  be  seen, 
Whether  we  will  see  or  no ; 
Others,  too,  of  lofty  mien  ; 
They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine. 
Little,  humble  Celandine. 

Prophet  of  delight  and  mirth, 
Li-requited  upon  earth ; 
Herald  of  a  mighty  band. 
Of  a  joyous  train  ensuing, 
Serving  at  my  heart's  command, 
Tasks  that  are  no  tasks  renewing^ 
I  will  sing,  as  doth  behoove. 
Hymns  in  praise  of  what  I  love  I 

1801 


XII. 

TO  THE  SAME  FLOWER. 

Pleasures  newly  found  are  sweet 
When  they  lie  about  our  feet : 
February  last,  my  heart 
First  at  sight  of  thee  was  glad ; 
All  unheard  of  as  thou  art, 
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Thou  must  needs,  I  think,  have  had« 
Celandine !  and  long  ago, 
Praise  of  which  I  nothing  know. 

I  have  not  a  doubt  but  he, 
Whosoe'er  the  man  might  be, 
Who  the  first  with  pointed  rB,ya 
(Workman  worthy  to  be  sainted) 
Set  the  sign-board  in  a  blaze, 
When  the  rising  sun  he  painted, 
Took  the  fancy  from  a  glance 
At  thy  glittering  countenance. 

Soon  as  gentle  breezes  bring 
News  of  Winter's  vanishing, 
And  the  children  build  their  bowersi 
Sticking  'kerchief-plots  of  mould 
All  about  with  full-blown  flowers, 
Thick  as  sheep  in  shepherd's  fold  I 
With  the  proudest  thou  art  there, 
Mantling  in  the  tiny  square. 

Often  have  I  sighed  to  measure 
By  myself  a  lonely  pleasure, 
Sighed  to  think  I  read  a  book, 
Only  read,  perhaps,  by  me ; 
Yet  I  long  could  overlook 
Thy  bright  coronet  and  thee. 
And  thy  arch  and  wily  ways, 
And  thy  store  of  other  praise. 
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Blithe  of  heart,  from  week  to  week 
Thou  dost  play  at  hide-and-seek  ; 
While  the  patient  primrose  sits 
Like  a  beggar  in  the  cold, 
Thou,  a  flower  of  wiser  wits, 
Slip'st  into  thy  sheltering  hold  ; 
Liveliest  of  the  vernal  train 
When  ye  all  are  out  again. 

Drawn  by  what  peculiar  spell, 
By  what  charm  of  sight  or  smell, 
Does  the  dim-eyed,  curious  Bee, 
Laboring  for  her  waxen  cells, 
Fondly  settle  upon  thee, 
Prized  above  all  buds  and  bells 
Opening  daily  at  thy  side, 
By  the  season  multiplied  ? 

Thou  art  not  beyond  the  moon. 
But  a  thing  "  beneath  our  shoon  ** : 
Let  the  bold  Discoverer  thrid 
Li  his  bark  the  polar  sea ; 
Rear  who  will  a  pyramid ; 
Praise  it  is  enough  for  me, 
If  there  be  but  three  or  four 
Who  will  love  my  little  Flower. 
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XIII. 

THE  SEVEN  SISTERS; 

OB,  THE   SOLITUDE   OF  BINNOBIK. 


Seven  Daughters  had  Lord  Archibald, 
All  children  of  one  mother : 
You  could  not  saj  in  one  short  day 
What  love  they  bore  each  other. 
A  garland,  of  seven  lilies,  wrought  I 
Seven  Sisters  that  together  dwell ; 
But  he,  bold  Knight  as  ever  fought, 
Their  Father,  took  of  them  no  thought. 
He  loved  the  wars  so  welL 
Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 


Fresh  blows  the  wind,  a  western  wind, 

And  from  the  shores  of  Erin, 

Across  the  wave,  a  Rover  brave 

To  Binnorie  is  steering : 

Right  onward  to  the  Scottish  strand 

The  gallant  ship  is  borne ; 

'*'lie  warriors  leap  upon  the  land, 

And  hark  !  the  Leader  of  the  band 

Hath  blown  his  bugle-horn. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie ! 
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Beside  a  grotto  of  their  own, 
With  boaghs  above  them  closing, 
The  Seven  are  laid,  and  in  the  shade 
They  lie  like  fawns  reposing. 
But  now,  upstarting  with  affright, 
At  noise  of  man  and  steed, 
Away  they  fly  to  left,  to  right :  — 
Of  your  fair  household,  Father-Knight, 
Methinks  you  take  small  heed ! 
Sing,  mournfully,  O,  mournfully, 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 


Away  the  seven  fair  Campbells  fly, 

And,  over  hill  and  hollow, 

With  menace  proud,  and  insult  loud. 

The  youthful  Rovers  follow. 

Cried  they,  "  Tour  Father  loves  to  roam : 

Enough  for  him  to  And 

The  empty  house  when  he  comes  home ; 

For  us  your  yellow  ringlets  comb, 

For  us  be  fair  and  kind ! " 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 


Some  close  behind,  some  side  by  side, 
Like  clouds  in  stormy  weather ; 
They  run,  and  cry,  "  Nay,  let  us  die, 
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And  let  us  die  together." 

A  lake  was  near ;  the  shore  was  steep  | 

There  never  foot  had  been  5 

They  ran,  and  with  a  desperate  leap 

Together  plunged  into  the  deep. 

Nor  ever  more  were  seen. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 


The  stream  that  flows  out  of  the  lake, 
As  through  the  glen  it  rambles, 
Repeats  a  moan  o'er  moss  and  stone, 
For  those  seven  lovely  Campbells. 
Seven  little  Islands,  green  and  bare, 
Have  risen  from  out  the  deep : 
The  fisliers  say,  those  sisters  fair 
By  faeries  all  are  buried  there, 
And  there  together  sleep. 
Sing,  mournfully,  0,  moumftdly. 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 

1804 


XIV. 


Wno  fancied  what  a  pretty  sight 
This  Rock  would  be  if  edged  around 
With  living  snowdrops  ?  circlet  bright  I 
How  glorious  to  this  orchaixi-ground  I 
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Who  loved  the  little  Eock^  and  set 
Upon  its  head  this  coronet  ? 

Was  it  the  humor  of  a  child  ? 

Or  rather  of  some  gentle  maid. 

Whose  brows,  the  day  that  she  was  styled 

The  shepherd-queen,  were  thus  arrayed  ? 

Of  man  mature,  or  matron  sage, 

Or  old  man  toying  with  his  age  ? 

I  asked,  —  *t  was  whispered :  The  device 
To  each  and  all  might  well  belong ; 
It  is  the  Spirit  of  Paradise 
That  prompts  such  work,  a  Spuit  strongs 
That  gives  to  all  the  selfsame  bent 
Where  life  is  wise  and  innocent. 

1808. 


XV. 

rUE  REDBREAST  CHASING  THE  BUTTERFLT 

Art  thou  the  bird  whom  Man  loves  best, 
The  pious  bird  with  the  scarlet  breast. 

Our  little  English  Robin  ; 
The  bird  that  comes  about  our  doors 
When  Autumn  winds  are  sobbing? 
Art  thou  the  Peter  of  Norway  Boors  ? 

VOL.  IL  4 
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Their  Thomas  in  Finland, 

And  Russia  far  inland  ? 
The  bird,  that  by  some  name  or  other 
All  men  who  know  thee  call  their  brother. 
The  darling  of  children  and  men  ? 
Could  Father  Adam*  open  his  eyes 
And  see  this  sight  beneath  the  skies, 
He  'd  wish  to  close  them  again. 

—  If  the  Butterfly  knew  but  his  friend. 
Hither  his  flight  he  would  bend ; 
And  find  his  way  to  me, 
Under  the  branches  of  the  tree : 
In  and  out,  he  darts  about ; 
Can  this  be  the  bird,  to  man  so  good, 
That,  after  their  bewildering, 
Covered  with  leaves  the  little  children, 
So  painfully  in  the  wood  ? 

What  ailed  thee,  Bobin,  that  thou  couldst  poisue 

A  beautiful  creature. 
That  is  gentle  by  nature  ? 
Beneath  the  summer  sky 
From  flower  to  flower  let  him  fly; 
'T  is  all  that  he  wishes  to  do. 
The  cheerer  thou  of  our  in-door  sadness, 

•  Soe  Paradise  Lost,  Book  XI.,  wliere  Adam  points  out 
to  Eve  the  ominous  sign  of  the  Eagle  chasing  **  two  Birds  of 
gayest  plume,**  and  the  gentle  Hart  and  fl^d  pursued  by  theif 
enemy. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


SONG    FOR   THB   SPINNING-WHEEL.  51 

He  is  the  fnend  of  our  summer  gladness : 
What  hinders,  then,  that  ye  should  be 
Playmates  in  the  sunny  weather. 
And  fly  about  in  the  air  together  ? 
His  beautiful  wings  in  crimson  are  drest, 
A  crimson  as  bright  as  thine  own  : 
Wouldst  thou  be  happy  in  thy  nest, 
O  pious  Bird !  whom  man  loves  best, 
Love  him,  or  leave  him  alone ! 

1808. 


XVI. 
SONG  FOR  THE  SPINNING-WHEEL. 

rOUVDED  UPON  A  BELIEF  PREVALENT  AMONO  THB   PAI 
TORAL  VALES  OF  WE8T1I0RELAM>. 

Swiftly  turn  the  murmuring  wheel  I 
Night  has  brought  the  welcome  hour, 
When  the  weary  fingers  feel 
Help,  as  if  from  faery  power ; 
Dewy  night  o'ershades  the  ground ; 
Turn  the  swifl  wheel  round  and  round  I 

Now,  beneath  the  starry  sky. 
Couch  the  widely  scattered  sheep  ;  — 
Ply  the  pleasant  labor,  ply ! 
For  the  spindle,  wbile  they  sleep, 
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Runs  with  speed  more  smooth  and  fiiie» 
Gathering  up  a  trustier  line. 

Short-lived  likings  may  be  bred 
By  a  glance  from  fickle  eyes ; 
But  true  love  is  like  the  thread 
Which -the  kindly  wool  supplies. 
When  the  flocks  are  all  at  rest 
Sleeping  on  the  mountain's  breast 


18U. 


XVII. 
HINT   FROM   THE   MOUNTAINS 

FOR  CERTAIN  FOLTTICAL  PRBTKMDSB8. 

•*  Who  but  hails  the  sight  with  pleasure 
When  the  wings  of  genius  rise, 
Their  ability  to  measure 

With  great  enterprise  I 
But  in  man  was  ne'er  such  daring 
As  yon  Hawk  exhibits,  pairing 
His  brave  spirit  with  the  war  in 

The  stormy  skies ! 

"  Mark  him,  how  his  power  he  uses. 
Lays  it  by,  at  will  resumes  ! 
Mark,  ere  for  his  haunt  he  chooses 
Clouds  and  uUer  glooms ! 
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There,  he  wheels  in  downward  mazes ; 
Sunward  now  his  flight  he  raises. 
Catches  fire,  as  seems,  and  blazes 
With  uniDJure4  plumes  1 " 


ANSWEB. 

^  Stranger,  't  is  no  act  of  courage 
Which  alofl  thou  dost  discern ; 
No  bold  bird  gone  forth  to  forage 

'Mid  the  tempest  stem ; 
But  such  mockery  as  the  nations 
See,  when  public  perturbations 
Lifl  men  from  their  native  stations 

Like  yon  Tupt  op  Fern  ;  — 

"  Such  it  is ;  the  aspiring  creature 
Sosiring  on  undaunted  wing, 
(So  you  fancied,)  is  by  nature 

A  dull,  helpless  thing, 
Dry  and  withered,  light  and  yellow ;  — 
That  to  be  the  tempest's  fellow ! 
Wait,  —  and  you  shall  see  how  hollow 

Ite  endeavoring  I " 

in? 
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ON  SEEING  A  NEEDLE-CASE  IN  THE  FORM 
OF  A  HARP. 

THB  WORK  OF  B.  M.  8. 

Frowns  are  on  every  Muse's  fitoe, 
Beproaches  from  their  lips  are  sent. 

That  mimicry  should  thus  disgrace 
The  noble  Instrument. 

A  very  Harp  in  all  but  size  I 

Needles  for  strings  in  apt  gradation  I 

Minerva's  self  would  stigmatize 
The  unckissic  profaaation. 

Even  her  own  needle,  that  subdued 

Arachne's  rival  spirit, 
Though  wrought  in  Vulcan's  happiest  mood, 

Such  honor  could  not  merit. 

And  this,  too,  from  the  Laureate's  Child* 

A  living  lord  of  melody  I 
How  will  her  Sire  be  reconciled 

To  the  refined  indignity  ? 

I  spake,  when  whispered  a  low  voice : 
^  Bard  I  moderate  your  ire ; 
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Spirits  of  all  degrees  rejoice 
In  presence  of  the  lyre. 

**  The  Minstrels  of  Pygmean  bands, 
Dwarf  Genii,  moonlight-loving  Fays, 

Have  shells  to  fit  their  tiny  hands 
And  suit  their  slender  lays. 

**  Some,  still  more  delicate  of  ear, 
Have  lutes  (believe  my  words) 

Whose  framework  is  of  gossamer, 
While  sunbeams  are  the  chords. 

•*  Gay  Sylphs  this  miniature  will  court, 
Made  vocal  by  their  brushing  wings, 

And  sullen  Gnomes  will  learn  to  sport 
Around  its  polished  strings ; 

"Whence  strains  to  lovesick  maiden  dear, 
While  in  her  lonely  bower  she  tries 

To  cheat  the  thought  she  cannot  cheer, 
By  fandful  embroideries. 

"  Trust,  angry  Bard  I  a  knowing  Sprite, 
Nor  think  the  Harp  her  lot  deplores ; 

Though  'mid  the  stars  the  Lyre  shine  bright, 
Love  stoops  as  fondly  as  he  soars. " 

1S97. 
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XIX. 
TO  A  LADY, 

Ur  AUBWBB  TO  A  REQUEST  THAT  I  WOULD  WRITF  HER  A 
POEM  UPON  SOME  DRAWIM08  THAT  SHE  HAD  MADE  Of 
FLOWEBS  IN  THE  ISLAND  OF  MADEIRA. 

Fair  Lady  I  can  I  sing  of  flowers 

That  in  Madeira  bloom  and  fade,  — 
I  who  ne'er  sat  within  their  bowers, 

Nor  through  their  sunny  lawns  have  strayed  'f 
How  they  in  sprightly  dance  are  worn 

By  shepherd  groom  or  May-day  queen, 
Or  holy  festal  pomps  adorn, 

These  eyes  have  never  seen. 

Yet  though  to  me  the  pencil's  art 

No  like  remembrances  can  give, 
Your  portraits  still  may  reach  the  hearty 

And  there  for  gentle  pleasure  live  ; 
Wliile  Fancy  raging  with  free  scope 

Shall  on  some  lovely  Alien  set 
A  name  with  us  endeared  to  hope. 

To  peace,  or  fond  regret 

Still  as  we  look  with  nicer  care, 
Some  new  resemblance  we  may  trace : 

A.  Hearts-ease  will  perhaps  be  there, 
A  Speedwell  may  not  want  its  place. 
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And  SO  may  we,  with  charmed  mind 
Beholding  what  your  skill  has  wrought, 

Another  Star-of-Bethlehem  find, 
A  new  Forget-me-not 

From  earth  to  heaven  with  motion  fleet, 

From  heaven  to  earth,  our  thoughts  will  pass, 
A  Holy-Thisde  here  we  meet 

And  there  a  Shepherd's  WecUher-gkiss ; 
And  haply  some  familiar  name 

Shall  grace  the  fairest,  sweetest  plant, 
Whose  presence  cheers  the  drooping  frame 

Of  English  Emigrant 

Gazing,  she  feels  its  power  beguile 

Sad  thoughts,  and  breathes  with  easier  breath  ; 
Alas  I  that  meek,  that  tender  smile 

Is  but  a  harbinger  of  death : 
And  pointing  with  a  feeble  hand. 

She  says,  in  faint  words  by  sighs  broken, 
Bear  for  me  to  my  native  land 

This  precious  Flower,  true  love's  last  tokao 
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XX, 


Glad  sight  wherever  new  with  old 

Is  joined,  through  some  dear  horae-bom  tial 

The  life  of  all  that  we  behold 

Depends  upon  that  mystery. 

Vain  is  the  glory  of  the  sky, 

The  beauty  vain  of  field  and  grove, 

Unless,  while  with  admiring  eye 

We  gaze,  we  also  learn  to  love. 


XXI. 
THE  CONTRAST. 

THE  PARBOT  AlfD  THE  WBMB, 


Within  her  gilded  cage  confined, 
I  saw  a  dazzling  Belle, 
A  Parrot  of  that  famous  kind 
Whose  name  is  Nonpareil, 

Like  beads  of  glossy  jet  her  eyes ; 
And,  smoothed  by  Na,ture's  skill, 
With  pearl  or  gleaming  agate  vie§ 
Her  finely-curved  bill. 
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Her  plumy  mantle's  living  hues. 
In  mass  opposed  to  mass. 
Outshine  the  splendor  that  imbues 
The  4X>bes  of  pictured  glass* 

And,  sooth  to  saj,  an  apter  Mate 
Did  never  tempt  the  choice 
Of  feathered  thing  most  delicate 
In  figure  and  in  voice. 

But,  exiled  from  Australian  bowers. 
And  singleness  her  lot, 
She  triUs  her  song  with  tutored  powerii 
Or  mocks  each  casual  note. 

No  more  of  pity  for  regrets 
With  which  she  may  have  striven  I 
Now  but  in  wantonness  she  frets, 
Or  spite,  if  cause  be  given ; 

Arch,  volatile,  a  sportive  bird 
By  social  glee  inspired ; 
Ambitions  to  be  seen  or  heard. 
And  pleased  to  be  admired  I 


This  moss-lined  shed,  green,  soil,  and  dry. 
Harbors  a  self-contented  Wren, 
Not  shunning  man's  abode,  though  shy. 
Almost  as  thought  itself,  of  human  ken. 
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Strange  places,  coverts  unendeared, 

She  never  tried  ;  the  very  nest 

In  which  this  Child  of  Spring  was  reared, 

Is  warmed,  thro*  Winter,  by  her  feaUiery  breast 

To  the  bleak  winds  she  sometimes  gives 
A  slender,  unexpected  strain  ; 
Proof  that  the  hermitess  still  lives. 
Though  she  appear  not,  and  be  sought  in  vain. 

Say,  Dora !  tell  me,  by  yon  placid  moon, 
If  called  to  choose  between  the  favored  pair, 
Which  would  you  be,  —  the  bird  of  the  salooiiy 
By  lady-fingers  tended  with  nice  care, 
Cai'essed,  applauded,  upon  dainties  fed. 
Or  Nature's  Darkling  of  this  mossy  shed  ? 

181& 


xxn. 
THE  DANISH  BOY. 

A  FBAOMBST. 
I. 

Between  two  sister  moorland  rills 
There  is  a  spot  that  seems  to  lie 
Sacred  to  flowerets  of  the  hills. 
And  sacred  to  the  sky. 
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And  in  this  smooth  and  open  dell 
There  is  a  tempest-stricken  tree  ; 
A  corner-stone  by  lightning  cut, 
The  last  stone  of  a  lonely  hut ; 
And  in  this  dell  jou  see 
A  thing  no  storm  can  e'er  destroy, 
The  shadow  of  a  Danish  Boy. 


In  donds  above,  the  lark  is  heard, 

But  drops  not  here  to  earth  for  rest ; 

Within  this  lonesome  nook  the  bird 

Did  never  build  her  nest. 

No  beast,  no  bird,  hath  here  his  home  | 

Bees,  wafted  on  the  breezy  air, 

Pass  high  above  those  fragi*ant  bells 

To  other  flowers :  —  to  other  deUs 

Their  burdens  do  they  bear ; 

The  Danish  Boy  walks  here  alone : 

The  lovely  dell  is  all  his  own. 


A  Spirit  of  noonday  is  he ; 

Yet  seems  a  form  of  flesh  and  blood  $ 

Nor  piping  shepherd  shall  he  be, 

Nor  herdboy  of  the  wood. 

A  regal  vest  of  fur  he  wears, 

In  color  like  a  raven's  wing : 

It  fears  not  rain,  nor  wind,  nor  dew ; 

But  in  the  storm  't  is  fresh  and  blue 
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As  budding  pines  in  Spring ; 
His  helmet  has  a  vernal  grace, 
Fresh  as  the  bloom  upon  his  face. 


A  harp  is  from  his  shoulder  slung ) 
Resting  the  harp  upon  his  knee ; 
To  words  of  a  forgotten  tongue, 
He  suits  its  melody. 
Of  6ocks  upon  the  neighboring  hill 
He  is  the  darling  and  the  joy ; 
And  often,  when  no  cause  appears, 
The  mountain  ponies  prick  their  ean» 
—  They  hear  the  Danish  Boy, 
While  in  the  dell  he  sings  alone 
Beside  the  tree  and  corner-stone. 


There  sits  he  ;  in  his  face  you  spy 

No  trace  of  a  ferocious  air. 

Nor  ever  was  a  cloudless  sky 

So  steady  or  so  fair. 

The  lovely  Danish  Boy  is  blest 

And  happy  in  his  flowery  cove  : 

From  bloody  deeds  his  thoughts  are  fiff  | 

And  yet  he  warbles  songs  of  war. 

That  seem  hke  songs  of  love, 

For  calm  and  gentle  is  his  mien ; 

Like  a  dead  Boy  he  is  serene. 

ITM. 
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XXIII. 
SONG 

FOB  THB  WAHOSRIlfO  JSW. 

Though  the  torrents  from  their  fountaioB 
Roar  down  many  a  craggy  steep, 
Tet  they  find  among  the  mountains 
IResting-places  cahn  and  deep. 

Clouds  that  love  through  air  to  hasten. 
Ere  the  storm  its  fury  stills, 
Helmet-like  themselves  will  fasten 
On  the  heads  of  towering  hills. 

What,  if  through  the  frozen  centre 
Of  the  Alps  the  Chamob  hound. 
Yet  he  has  a  home  to  enter 
In  some  nook  of  chosen  ground : 

And  the  Sea-horse,  though  the  ocean 
Yield  him  no  domestic  cave, 
Slumhers  without  sense  of  motion, 
CJouched  upon  the  rocking  wave. 

If  on  windy  days  the  Raven 
Grambol  like  a  dancing  skiff, 
Not  the  less  she  loves  her  haven 
In  the  bosom  of  the  cliff. 
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The  fleet  Ostrich,  till  day  closes 
Vagrant  over  desert  sands, 
Brooding  on  her  eggs  reposes 
When  chill  night  that  care  demands. 

Daj  and  night  mj  toils  redouble. 
Never  nearer  to  the  goal ; 
Night  and  day,  I  feel  the  troable 
Of  the  Wanderer  in  mj  souL 


xxrv. 
STRAY  PLEASURES. 

^  Pleasure  is  qn'ead  Arough  ihe  earA 
Bs  straff  gifts  to  be  claimed  by  whoever  skaUJM,^ 

Bt  their  floating  mill, 

That  lies  dead  and  still. 
Behold  yon  Prisoners  three, 
The  Miller  with  two  Dames,  on  the  breast  of  the 

Thames! 
The  platform  is  small,  but  gives  room  for  them  all 
And  they  're  dancing  merrily. 

From  the  shore  come  the  notes 
To  their  mill  where  it  floats, 
To  their  house  and  their  mill  tethered  fast : 
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To  the  small  wooden  isle,  where,  their  work  to 

beguile, 
Thej  from  momiDg  to  even  take  whatever  is 

given ;  — 
And  manj  a  blithe  day  they  have  past. 

In  sight  of  the  spires, 

All  alive  with  the  fires 
Of  the  sun  going  down  to  his  rest, 
In  the  broad  open  eye  of  the  solitary  sky, 
They  dance,  —  there  are  three,  as  jocund  as  free, 
While  they  dance  on  the  calm  river's  breast. 

Man  and  Maidens  wheel. 
They  themselves  make  the  reel. 
And  their  music  *s  a  prey  which  they  seize 
It  plays  not  for  them,  —  what  matter?  't  is  theirs ; 
And  if  they  had  care,  it  has  scattered  their  cares, 
While  they  dance,  crying,  "  Long  as  ye  please.*' 

Thej  dance  not  for  me. 

Yet  mine  is  their  glee ! 
Thus  pleasure  is  spread  through  the  earth 
In  stray  gifts  to  be  claimed  by  whoever  shall  find 
Thus  a  rich  loving-kindness,  redundantly  kind. 
Moves  all  nature  to  gladness  and  mirth. 

The  showers  of  the  Spring 
Rouse  the  birds,  and  they  sing ; 
If  the  wind  do  but  stir  for  his  proper  delight, 
VOL.  u.  5 
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Each  leaf,  that  and  this,  his  neighbor  will  kiss ; 
Each  wave,  one  and  t'other,  speeds  after  his  brother. 
They  are  happy,  for  that  is  their  right  1 


XXV. 
THE  PILGRIM'S  DREAM, 

OB,  THB  STAB  AND  THB  OLOWWOBM. 

A  PiLQRiM,  when  the  summer  day 

Had  closed  upon  his  weary  way, 

A  lodging  begged  beneath  a  castle's  root » 

But  him  the  haughty  Warder  spurned ; 

And  from  the  gate  the  Pilgrim  turned. 

To  seek  such  covert  as  the  field 

Or  heath-besprinkled  copse  might  yield, 

Or  lofty  wood,  shower-proof. 

He  paced  along ;  and,  pensively. 

Halting  beneath  a  shady  tree, 

Wliose  moss-grown  root  might  serve  for  couch  or 

seat. 
Fixed  on  a  Star  his  upward  eye  ; 
Then  from  the  tenant  of  the  sky 
He  turned,  and  watched,  with  kindred  look, 
A  Glowworm,  in  a  dusky  nook. 
Apparent  at  his  feet. 
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The  murmur  of  a  neighboring  stream 

Induced  a  soft  ana  slumbrous  dream, 

A  pregnant  dream,  within  whose  shadowy  bounds 

He  recognized  the  earth-born  Star, 

And  that  which  gUttered  from  afar ; 

And  (strange  to  witness  !)  from  the  frame 

Of  the  ethereal  Orb  there  came 

Intelligible  sounds. 

Much  did  it  taunt  the  humble  Light, 
That  now,  when  day  was  fled,  and  night 
Hushed  the  dark  eartli,  fast  closing  weary  eyes, 
A  very  reptile  could  presume 
To  show  her  taper  in  the  gloom. 
As  if  in  rivalship  with  one 
Who  sat  a  ruler  on  his  throne 
Erected  in  the  skies. 

"  Exalted  Star  I  "  the  Worm  replied, 
"  Abate  this  unbecoming  pride, 
Or  with  a  less  uneasy  lustre  shine ; 
Thou  shrink'st  as  momently  thy  rays 
Are  mastered  by  the  breathing  haze ; 
While  neither  mist,  nor  thickest  cloud 
That  shapes  in  heaven  its  murky  shroud, 
FTath  power  to  injure  mine. 

But  not  for  this  do  I  aspire 
To  match  the  spark  of  local  fire. 
That  at  my  will  burns  on  the  dewy  lawn, 
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With  thy  acknowledged  glories ;  —  No ! 
Yet,  thus  upbraided,  I  may  show 
What  favors  do  attend  me  here^ 
Till,  like  thyself,  I  disappear 
Before  the  purple  dawn." 

When  this  in  modest  guise  was  said. 
Across  the  welkin  seemed  to  spread 
A  boding  sound  —  for  aught  but  sleep  unfit  I 
Hills  quaked,  the  rivers  backward  ran ; 
That  Star,  so  proud  of  late,  looked  wan; 
And  reeled  with  visionary  stir 
In  the  blue  depth,  like  Lucifer 
Cast  headlong  to  the  pit  I 

Fire  raged :  and,  when  the  spangled  floop 

Of  ancient  ether  was  no  more, 

New  heavens  succeeded,  by  the  dream  broa^ 

forth: 
And  all  the  happy  Souls  that  rode 
Transfigured  through  that  fresh  abode 
Had  heretofore,  in  humble  trust, 
Shone  meekly  'mid  their  native  dust, 
The  Glowworms  of  the  earth  I 

Tills  knowledge,  from  an  Angel's  voioe 
Proceeding,  made  the  heart  rejoice 
Of  him  who  slept  upon  the  open  lea : 
Waking  at  morn  he  murmured  not ; 
And,  till  life's  journey  closed,  the  spot 
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Was  to  the  Pilgrim's  soul  endeared, 
Where  bj  that  dr^am  he  had  been  cheered 
Beneath  the  shadj  tree. 

isit. 


XXVI. 
tHB  POET  AND  THE  CAGED  TURTLEDOVE 

As  often  as  I  murmur  here 

My  half-formed  melodies, 
Straight  from  her  osier  mansion  near 

The  Turtledove  replies : 
Though  silent  as  a  leaf  before, 

The  captive  promptly  coos ; 
Is  it  to  teach  her  own  soft  lore, 

Or  second  mj  weak  Muse  ? 

I  rather  think,  the  gentle  Dove 

Is  murmuring  a  reproof, 
Displeased  that  I  from  lays  of  love 

Have  dared  to  keep  aloof; 
That  I,  a  Bard  of  hill  and  dale, 

Have  carolled,  fancy  free, 
As  if  nor  dove  nor  nightingale 

Had  heart  or  voice  for  me. 

If  such  thy  meaning,  O  forbear, 
Sweet  Bird  I  to  do  me  wrong ; 
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Love,  blessed  Love,  is  everywhere 

The  spirit  of  my  song : 
'Mid  grove,  and  by  the  calm  fireside. 

Love  animates  my  lyre  ;  — 
That  coo  again !  —  t  is  not  to  chide, 

I  feel,  but  to  inspire. 

1880 


xxvn. 
A  WREN'S  NEST. 

Amonq  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds 
In  field  or  forest  with  nice  care, 

Is  none  that  with  the  little  Wren's 
In  snugness  may  compare. 

No  door  the  tenement  requires, 
And  seldom  needs  a  labored  roof; 

Yet  is  it  to  the  fiercest  sun 
Impervious,  and  storm-proof. 

So  warm,  so  beautiful  withal, 
In  perfect  fitness  for  its  aim. 

That  to  the  Kind  by  special  grace 
Their  instinct  surely  came. 


And  when  for  their  abodes  they 
An  opportune  recess, 
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The  hermit  has  no  finer  eye 
For  shadowy  quietness. 

These  find,  'mid  ivied  abbey-walls, 

A  canopy  in  some  still  nook ; 
Others  are  pent-housed  by  a  brae 

That  overhangs  a  brook. 

There  to  the  brooding  bird  her  mate 
Warbles  by  fits  his  low,  clear  song ; 

And  by  the  busy  streamlet  both 
Are  sung  to  all  day  long. 

Or  in  sequestered  lanes  they  build, 
Where,  till  the  flitting  bird's  return, 

Her  eggs  within  the  nest  rei)0se, 
Like  relics  in  an  urn. 

But  still,  where  general  choice  is  good. 

There  is  a  better  and  a  best ; 
And,  among  fairest  objects,  some 

Are  fairer  than  the  rest ; 

This,  one  of  those  small  builders  proved 
In  a  green  covert,  where,  from  out 

The  forehead  of  a  pollard  oak, 
The  leafy  antlers  sprout ; 

For  she  who  planned  the  mossy  lodge, 
Mistrusting  her  evasive  skill. 
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Had  to  a  Primrose  looked  for  aid 
Her  wishes  to  fulfil 

High  on  the  trunk's  projecting  brow, 
And  fixed  an  infant's  span  above 

The  budding  flowers,  peeped  forth  the  nest^ 
The  prettiest  of  the  grove ! 

The  treasure  proudly  did  I  show 

To  some  whose  minds  without  disdain 

Can  turn  to  little  things ;  but  once 
Looked  up  for  it  in  vain : 

•T  is  gone,  —  a  ruthless  spoiler's  prey, 
Who  heeds  not  beauty,  love,  or  song ! 

*T  is  gone !  (so  seemed  it,)  and  we  grieved, 
Indignant  at  the  wrong. 

Just  three  days  afler,  passing  by 
In  clearer  light,  the  moss-built  cell 

I  saw,  espied  its  shaded  mouth ; 
And  felt  that  all  was  welL 

The  Primrose  for  a  veil  had  spread 
The  largest  of  her  upright  leaves ; 

And  thus,  for  purposes  benign, 
A  simple  flower  deceives. 

Concealed  from  friends  who  might  disturb 
Thy  quiet  with  no  ill  intent 
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Secure  from  evil  eyes  and  hands 
On  barbarous  plunder  bent. 

Rest,  Mother-bird  !  and  when  thj  young 
Take  flight,  and  thou  art  free  to  i*oam, 

When  withered  is  the  guardian  Flower, 
And  empty  thy  late  home, 

Think  how  ye  prospered,  thou  and  thine, 

Amid-  the  unviolated  grove, 
Housed  near  the  growing  Primrose-tuft, 

In  foresight,  or  in  love. 

1868. 


xxvin. 

LOVE-LIES-BLEEDING. 

You  call  it,  "  Love-lies-bleeding,"  —  so  you  may, 
Though  the  red  Flower,  not  prosti-ate,  only  di'oops, 
As  we  have  seen  it  here  from  day  to  day, 
From  month  to  month,  life  passing  not  away  : 
A  flower  how  rich  in  sadness !    Even  thus  stoops, 
(Sentient  by  Grecian  sculpture's  marvellous  power) 
Thus  leans,  with  hanging  brow  and  body  bent 
Earthward  in  uncomplaining  languishment, 
The  dying  Gladiator.     So,  sad  Flower ! 
(*T  is  Fancy  guides  me,  willing  to  be  led, 
Though  by  a  slender  thread,) 
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So  drooped  Adonis  bathed  in  sanguine  dew 
Of  his  death-wound,  when  lie  from  innocent  air 
The  gentlest  breath  of  resignation  drew ; 
While  Venus  in  a  passion  of  despair 
Rent,  weeping  over  him,  her  golden  hair, 
Spangled  witli  drops  of  that  celestial  shower* 
She  suffered,  as  Immortals  sometimes  do ; 
But  pangs  more  lasting  far,  that  Lover  knew 
Who  iirst,  weighed  down  by  scorn,  in  some  lone 

bower 
Did  press  tliis  semblance  of  unpitied  smart 
Into  tlie  service  of  his  constant  heart, 
Flis  own  dejection,  downcast  Flower !  could  share 
With  thine,  and  gave  the  mournful  name  which 

thou  wilt  ever  bear. 


XXIX. 

COMPANION  TO  THE  FOREGOING. 

Never  enlivened  with  the  liveliest  ray 
That  fosters  growth  or  checks  or  cheers  decay, 
Nor  by  the  heaviest  rain-drops  more  depressed, 
This  Flower,  tliat  first  appeared  as  Summer's  guest 
Preserves  her  beauty  *mid  autumnal  leaves 
And  to  her  mournful  habits  fondly  cleaves. 
When  files  of  stuteliest  plants  have  ceased  to  bloom, 
One  after  one  submitting  to  their  doom. 
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When  her  coevals  each  and  all  are  fled, 
What  keeps  her  thus  reclined  upon  her  lonesome 
bed? 
The  old  mythologists,  more  unpressed  than  we 
Of  this  late  day  by  character  in  tree 
Or  herb,  that  claimed  peculiar  sympathy, 
Or  by  the  silent  lapse  of  fountain  clear. 
Or  with  the  language  of  the  viewless  air 
By  bird  or  beast  made  vocal,  sought  a  cause 
To  solve  the  mystery,  not  in  Nature's  laws. 
But  in  Man's  fortunes.     Hence  a  thousand  tales 
Sung  to  the  plaintive  lyre  in  Grecian  vales. 
Nor  doubt  that  something  of  their  spirit  swayed 
The  fancy-stricken  Youth  or  heart-sick  Maid, 
Who,  wlu'le  each  stood  companionless,  and  eyed 
This  undeparting  Flower  in  crimson  dyed, 
Thought  of  a  wound  which  death  is  slow  to  cure, 
A  fate  that  has  endured  and  will  endure. 
And,  patience  coveting  yet  passion  feeding, 
Called  the  dejected  Lingerer,  Love-Ues- Bleeding. 


XXX. 

RURAL  ILLUSIONS. 

Sylpu  was  it  ?  or  a  Bird  more  bright 
Than  those  of  fabulous  stock  ? 

A  second  darted  by ;  —  and  lo  I 
Another  of  the  flock. 
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Through  sunshine  flitting  &om  the  bough 

To  nestle  in  the  rock. 
Transient  deception  !  a  gay  freak 

Of  April's  mimicries ! 
Those  brilliant  strangers,  hailed  with  joy 

Among  the  budding  trees, 
Proved  last  year's  leaves,  pushed  from  the  spnj 

To  frolic  on  the  breeze. 

Maternal  Flora  I  show  thy  face, 

And  let  thy  hand  be  seen. 
Thy  hand  here  sprinkling  tiny  flowers^ 

That,  as  they  touch  the  green, 
Take  root  (so  seems  it),  and  look  up 

In  honor  of  their  Queen. 
Yet,  sooth,  those  little  starry  specks, 

That  not  in  vain  aspired 
To  be  confounded  with  live  growths. 

Most  dainty,  most  admired. 
Were  only  blossoms  dropped  from  twigs 

Of  their  own  offspring  tired. 

Not  such  the  World's  illusive  shows ; 

Her  wingless  flutterings, 
Her  blossoms,  which,  though  shed,  outbravt 

The  floweret  as  it  springs. 
For  the  undeceived,  smile  as  they  may, 

Are  melancholy  things : 
But  gentle  Nature  plays  her  part 

With  ever-varying  wiles. 
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And  transient  feignings  with  plain  truth 

So  well  she  reconciles, 
That  those  fond  Idlers  most  are  pleased 

Whom  oflenest  she  beguiles. 

1882. 


XXXI. 

THE  KITTEN  AND  FALLING  LEAVES. 

That  way  look,  my  Infant,  lo  I 

What  a  pretty  baby-show  I 

See  the  Elitten  on  the  wall. 

Sporting  with  the  leaves  that  fall, 

Withered  leaves, — one,  two,  and  three, — 

From  the  lofty  elder-tree  I 

Through  the  calm  and  frosty  air 

Of  this  morning  bright  and  fair. 

Eddying  round  and  round,  they  sink 

Softly,  slowly :  one  might  think. 

From  the  motions  that  are  made. 

Every  little  leaf  conveyed 

Sylph  or  Faery  hither  tending,  — 

To  this  lower  world  descending, 

Each  invisible  and  mute. 

In  his  wavering  parachute. 

But  the  Kitten,  how  she  starts, 

Crouches,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts  ! 
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First  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow 
Just  as  light  and  just  as  yellow ; 
There  are  many  now,  —  now  one,  — 
Now  they  stop  and  there  are  none : 
What  intenseness  of  desire 
In  her  upward  eye  of  fire ! 
With  a  tiger-leap  half-way 
Now  she  meets  the  coming  prey, 
Lets  it  go  as  fast,  and  then 
Has  it  in  her  power  again  : 
Now  she  works  with  three  or  four, 
Like  an  Lidian  conjurer ; 
Quick  as  he  in  feats  of  art, 
Far  beyond  in  joy  of  heart. 
Were  her  antics  played  in  the  eya 
Of  a  thousand  standers-by, 
Clapping  hands  with  shout  and  sU^f^ 
What  would  little  Tabby  care 
For  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd? 
Over  happy  to  be  proud. 
Over  wealthy  in  the  treasure 
Of  her  own  exceeding  pleasure  I 

'T  is  a  pretty  baby-treat ; 
Nor,  I  deem,  for  me  unmeet ; 
Here  for  neither  Babe  nor  me 
Other  playmate  can  I  see. 
Of  the  countless  living  things, 
That  with  stir  of  feet  and  winga^ 
(In  the  sun  or  under  shade. 
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Upon  bough  or  grassy  blade,) 
And  with  busy  revellings, 
Chirp  and  song,  and  murmurings, 
Made  this  orchaixi's  narrow  space^ 
And  this  vale,  so  blithe  a  place ; 
Multitudes  are  swept  away, 
Never  more  to  breathe  the  day  : 
Some  are  sleeping ;  some  in  bands 
Travelled  into  distant  lands ; 
Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood. 
Far  from  human  neighborhood ; 
And,  among  the  Kinds  that  keep 
With  us  closer  fellowship, 
With  us  openly  abide,' 
All  have  laid  their  mirth  aside 

Where  is  he,  that  giddy  Sprite, 
Blue-cap,  with  his  colors  bright. 
Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  be, 
Feeding  in  the  apple-tree  ; 
Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout, 
Turning  blossoms  inside  out ; 
Hung,  head  pointing  towards  the  ground. 
Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 
Bound  himself,  and  then  unbound ; 
Lithest,  gaudiest  Harlequin  I 
Prettiest  tumbler  ever  seen  I 
Light  of  heart,  and  light  of  limb  ; 
What  is  now  become  of  him  ? 
Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  went 
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Frisking,  bleating  merriment, 
When  the  year  was  in  its  primes 
They  are  sobered  by  this  tune. 
If  you  look  to  vale  or  hill, 
If  you  listen,  all  is  still. 
Save  a  little  neighboring  rill, 
That  from  out  the  rocky  ground 
Strikes  a  solitary  sound. 
Vainly  glitter  hill  and  plain, 
And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain ; 
Vainly  Morning  spreads  the  Inie 
Of  a  sky  serene  and  pure ; 
Creature  none  can  she  decoy 
In  to  open  si  gn  of  joy : 
Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 
Of  the  dreary  season  near  ? 
Or  that  other  pleasures  be 
Sweeter  even  than  gayety  ? 

Yet,  whatever  enjoyments  dwell 
In  the  impenetrable  cell 
Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 
Furnishes  to  every  creature ; 
Whatsoe'er  we  feel  and  know 
Too  sedate  for  outward  show,  — 
Such  a  light  of  gladness  breaks, 
Pretty  Kitten  !  from  thy  freaks,  — 
Spreads  with  such  a  living  grace 
O'er  my  little  Dora's  face  : 
Tes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 
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Thee,  Baby,  laughinjr  in  my  arms, 

That  almost  I  could  repine 

That  your  transports  are  not  mine. 

That  I  do  not  wholly  fare 

Even  as  ye  do,  thoughtless  pair  I 

And  I  will  have  my  careless  season 

Spite  of  melancholy  reason, 

Will  walk  through  life  in  such  a  way 

That,  wlien  time  brings  on  decay, 

Now  and  then  I  may  possess 

Hours  of  perfect  gladsomeness. 

Pleased  by  any  random  toy,  — 

By  a  kitten's  busy  joy. 

Or  an  infant's  laughing  eye 

Sharing  in  the  ecstasy,  — 

I  would  fare  like  that  or  this, 

Find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss ; 

Keep  the  sprightly  soul  awake, 

And  have  faculties  to  take. 

Even  from  things  by  sorrow  wrongbty 

Matter  for  a  jocund  thought, 

Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  grief, 

To  gambol  with  Life's  falling  Leaf. 

mi 


u. 
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XXXII. 

ADDRESS  TO  MY  INFANT  DAUGHTER,  DORA 

ON  BEING   REMINDED  THAT  SHE   WAS   A  MONTH  OIJ> 
THAT  DAY,  SEPTEMBER  16. 

Hast  thou  then  survived, — 

Mild  Offspring  of  infirm  humanity, 

Meek  Infant  1  among  all  forlornest  things 

The  most  forlorn,  —  one  life  of  that  bright  star, 

The  second  glory  of  the  heavens  ?  —  Thou  hast ; 

Already  ha^t  survived  that  great  decay, 

Tiiat  transformation  through  the  wide  earth  felt, 

And  by  all  nations.     In  that  Being's  sight 

From  whom  the  Race  of  human  kind  proceed^ 

A  thousand  years  are  but  as  yesterday ; 

And  one  day's  narrow  circuit  is  to  Him 

Not  less  capacious  than  a  thousand  years. 

But  what  is  time  ?  What  outward  glory  ?  Neither 

A  measure  is  of  thee,  whose  claims  extend 

Through  "  heaven's  eternal  year."  —  Yet  hail  to 

thee, 
Frail,  feeble  Monthling ! —  by  that  name,  methinks, 
Thy  scanty  breathing-time  is  portioned  out 
Not  idly.  —  Hadst  thou  been  of  Indian  birth, 
Couched  on  a  casual  bed  of  moss  and  leaves, 
And  rudely  canopied  by  leafy  boughs. 
Or  to  the  churlish  elements  exposed 
On  the  blank  plains,  —  llie  coldness  of  the  night, 
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Or  the  night's  darkness,  or  its  cheerful  face 
Of  beauty,  bj  the  changing  moon  adorned, 
AVould,  with  imperious  admonition,  then 
Have  scored  thine  age,  and  punctually  timed 
Thine  infant  history,  on  the  minds  of  those 
Who  might  have  wandered  with  thee.  —  MotlierV 

love. 
Nor  less  than  mother's  love  in  other  breasts. 
Will,  among  us  warm-clad  and.warmly  housed. 
Do  for  thee  what  the  linger  of  the  heavens 
Doth  all  too  often  harshly  execute 
For  thy  unblest  coevals,  amid  wilds 
Where  fancy  has  small  liberty  to  grace 
The  affections,  to  exalt  them  or  refine  ; 
And  the  maternal  sympathy  itself. 
Though  strong,  is,  in  the  main,  a  joyless  tie 
Of  naked  instinct,  wound  about  the  heart. 
Happier,  far  happier,  is  thy  lot  and  ours  ! 
Even  now  —  to  solemnize  thy  helpless  state, 
And  to  enliven  in  the  mind's  regard 
Thy  passive  beauty  —  parallels  have  risen. 
Resemblances,  or  contrasts,  that  connect, 
Within  the  region  of  a  father's  thoughts. 
Thee  and  thy  mate  and  sister  of  the  sky. 
And  first ;  —  thy  sinless  progress,  thix)ugh  a  world 
By  sorrow  darkened  and  by  care  disturbed. 
Apt  likeness  bears  to  hers,  through  gathered  cloud? 
Moving  untouched  in  silver  purity, 
And  chesring  ofttimes  their  reluctant  gloom. 
Fair  are  ye  both,  and  both  are  free  from  stain  : 
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But  thou,  how  leisurely  thou  fill*st  thy  Lorn 
With  bnghtness  !  leaving  her  to  post  along, 
And  range  about,  disquieted  in  change, 
And  still  impatient  of  the  shape  she  wears. 
Once  up,  once  down  the  hill,  one  journey,  Babe, 
That  will  suffice  thee ;  and  it  seems  that  now 
Thou  hast  foreknowledge  that  such  task  is  thine  $ 
Thou  travellest  so  contentedly,  and  sleep'st 
In  such  heedless  peace.     Alas  !  full  soon 
Hath  this  conception,  grateful  to  behold, 
Clianged  countemince,  like  an  object  sullied  o'er 
By  breathing  mist ;  and  thine  appears  to  be 
A  mournful  labor,  while  to  her  is  given 
Hope,  and  a  renovation  without  end. 
—  That  smile  forbids  the  thought ;  for  on  thy  face 
Smiles  are  beginning,  like  the  beams  of  dawn, 
To  shoot  and  circulate ;  smiles  have  there  been 

seen ; 
Tranquil  assurances  that  Heaven  supports 
The  feeble  motions  of  thy  life,  and  cheers 
Thy  loneliness :  or  shall  those  smiles  be  called 
Feelers  of  love,  put  forth  as  if  to  explore 
This  untried  world,  and  to  prepare  thy  way 
Through  a  strait  passage  intricate  and  dim  ? 
Such  are  they  ;  and  the  same  are  tokens,  signs. 
Which,  when  the  appointed  season  hath  arrived, 
Joy,  as  her  holiest  language,  shall  adopt ; 
Xnd  Reason's  godlike  Power  be  proud  to  9wn. 

1804 
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XXXI  IT. 

THE   WAGONER. 

"  In  Cairo's  crowded  streets 
The  impatient  Mercliant,  wondering,  waits  in  vain, 
And  Mecca  saddens  at  the  long  delay." 

Thomson. 

TO    CHARLES    LAMB,  ESQ. 

My  dear  Friend:  — 

When  I  sent  you,  a  few  weeks  ago,  the  Tale  of  Peter  Bt.l, 
you  asked  why  Thk  Wagoner  was  not  added.  — To  say  the 
truth,  —  from  the  higher  tone  of  imagination,  and  the  deeper 
touches  of  p;ission  aimed  at  in  the  former,  I  apprehended  this 
little  Piece  could  not  accompany  it  without  disadvantage. 
In  the  year  1806,  if  I  am  not  mistaken.  The  Wagoner  was 
read  to  you  in  manuscript,  and,  as  you  have  remembered  it 
for  so  long  a  time,  I  am  the  more  encouraged  to  hope,  that, 
since  the  localities  on  which  the  Poem  partly  depends  did  not 
prevent  its  being  interesting  to  you,  it  may  prove  acceptable 
to  others.  Being  therefore  in  some  measure  the  cause  of  its 
present  appearance,  you  must  allow  me  the  gratification  of  in- 
scribing it  to  you ;  in  acknowledgment  of  the  pleasure  I  have 
derived  from  your  Writings,  and  of  the  high  esteem  with  which 
I  am  very  truly  yours, 

WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

Rydal  Mount,  May  20,  1819. 

CANTO    FIRST. 

T 18  spent,  —  this  burning  day  of  June ! 
Soft  darkness  o'er  its  latest  gleams  is  stealing 
rbe   buzzing    dor-hawk,    round   and    round,   '\ 
wheeling,  — 
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That  solitary  bird 

£s  all  that  can  be  heard 

In  silence  deeper  far  than  that  of  deepest  nooa ! 

Confiding  Glowworms,  *t  is  a  night 
Propitious  to  your  earth-born  light ! 
But,  where  the  scattered  stars  are  seen 
In  hazy  straits  the  clouds  between, 
Each,  in  his  station  twinkling  not, 
Seems  changed  into  a  pallid  spot. 
The  mountains  against  heaven's  grave  weight 
Rise  up,  and  grow  to  wondrous  height. 
The  air,  as  in  a  lion's  den, 
Is  close  and  hot ;  —  and  now  and  then 
Comes  a  tired  and  sultry  breeze. 
With  a  haunting  and  a  panting, 
Like  the  stifling  of  disease ; 
But  the  dews  allay  the  heat, 
And  the  silence  makes  it  sweet. 

Hush,  there  is  some  one  on  the  stir ! 
'T  is  Benjamin  the  Wagoner ; 
Who  long  hath  trod  this  toilsome  wajy 
Companion  of  the  night  and  day. 
That  far-off  tinkling's  drowsy  cheer, 
Mixed  with  a  faint  yet  grating  sound 
In  a  moment  lost  and  found. 
The  Wain  announces,  —  by  whose  side 
Along  the  banks  of  Rydal  Mere 
Ue  paces  on,  a  trusty  Guide. 
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Listen  !  you  can  scarcely  hear ! 
Hither  he  his  course  is  bending;  — 
Now  he  leaves  the  lower  ground, 
And,  up  the  craggy  hill  ascending, 
Many  a  stop  and  stay  he  makes. 
Many  a  breathing-fit  he  takes ;  — 
Steep  the  way  and  wearisome, 
Yet  all  the  while  his  whip  is  dumb  1 

The  Horses  have  worked  with  right  good-wil^ 
And  so  have  gained  the  top  of  the  hill ; 
He  was  patient,  they  were  strong. 
And  now  they  smoothly  glide  along. 
Recovering  breath,  and  pleased  to  win 
The  praises  of  mild  Benjamin. 
Heaven  shield  liim  from  mishap  and  soare  I 
But  why  Fo  early  with  this  prayer  ? 
Is  it  for  threatenings  in  the  aky  ? 
Or  for  some  other  danger  nigh  ? 
No ;  none  is  near  him  yet,  though  he 
Be  one  of  much  infirmity  ; 
For  at  thf-  bottom  of  the  brow. 
Where  once  the  Dove  and  Olive-bough 
Offered  a  greeting  of  good  ale 
To  all  who  entered  Grasmere  Vale, 
And  called  on  him  who  must  depart 
To  le^ve  it  with  a  jovial  heart, — 
Thei-e,  where  the  Dove  and  Olive-boitob 
Once  hung,  a  Poet  harbors  now, 
A  simple  water-drinking  Bard ; 
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Why  need  our  Hero  then  (though  frail 
His  best  resolves)  be  on  his  guard  ? 
He  marches  by,  secure  and  bold  ; 
Yet  while  he  thinks  on  times  of  old, 
It  seems  that  all  looks  wondrous  cold ; 
He  shrugs  his  shoulders,  shakes  his  head« 
And,  for  the  honest  folk  within, 
It  is  a  doubt  with  Benjamin 
Whether  they  be  alive  or  dead  I 

Here  is  no  danger,  —  none  at  all ! 
Beyond  his  wish  he  walks  secure ; 
But  pass  a  mile  —  and  then  for  trial,  — 
Then  for  the  pride  of  self-denial ; 
i£  he  resist  that  tempting  door. 
Which  with  such  friendly  voice  will  call ; 
If  he  resist  those  casement  panes, 
And  that  bright  gleam  which  thence  will  fiill 
Upon  his  Leaders*  bells  and  manes, 
Inviting  him  with  cheerful  lure : 
For  still,  though  all  be  dark  elsewhere- 
Some  shining  notice  will  be  there^ 
Of  open  house  and  ready  fare 

The  place  to  Benjamin  right  ^ell 
Is  known,  and  by  as  strong  a  spell 
As  used  to  be  that  sign  of  love 
And  hope,  —  the  Olive-bougu  and  Dotb; 
He  knows  it  to  his  cost,  good  Man  ! 
Who  does  not  know  the  famous  S  V7 an  ? 
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')bject  uncouth  !  and  vet  our  boast, 
For  it  was  painted  Hj  t^ne  Host ; 
His  own  conceit  the  figure  planned^ 
T  was  colored  all  by  his  own  hand ; 
And  that  frail  Child  of  thirsty  clay,t 
Of  whom  I  sing  this  rustic  lay, 
Could  tell  with  self-dissatisfaction 
Quaint  stories  of  the  bird's  attraction  ?* 

Well !  that  is  past,  —  and  in  despite 
Of  open  door  and  shining  light. 
And  now  the  conqueror  essays 
The  long  ascent  of  Dunmail-raise ; 
And  with  his  team  is  gentle  here 
As  when  he  clomb  from  Rydal  Mere  ; 
His  whip  they  do  not  dread,  —  his  voice 
They  only  hear  it  to  rejoice. 
To  stand  or  go  is  at  their  pleasure ; 
Their  eflTorts  and  their  time  they  measure 
By  generous  pride  within  the  breast ; 
And  while  they  strain,  and  while  they  resti 
He  thus  pursues  his  thoughts  at  leisure. 

Now  am  I  fairly  safe  to-night,  — 
And  with  proud  cause  my  heart  is  light: 
I  trespassed  lately  worse  than  ever,  — 
But  Heaven  has  blest  a  good  endeavor ; 


♦  This  rude  piece  of  self-taught  art  (such  is  the  progress  of 
refliiement)  has  been  supplanted  by  a  professional  production 
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And,  to  mj  souFs  content,  I  find 

The  Evil  One  is  left  behind. 

Yes,  let  mj  master  fume  and  fret. 

Here  am  I  —  with  my  horses  yet ! 

^  7  jolly  team,  he  finds  that  ye 

Will  work  for  nobody  but  me  ! 

Full  proof  of  this  the  Country  gained ; 

It  knows  how  ye  were  vexed  and  strained^ 

And  forced  unworthy  stripes  to  bear^ 

When  trusted  to  another's  care. 

Here  was  it,  on  this  rugged  slope. 

Which  now  ye  climb  with  heart  and  hope^ 

I  saw  you,  between  rage  and  fear. 

Plunge,  and  fling  back  a  spiteful  ear. 

And  ever  more  and  more  confused. 

As  ye  were  more  and  more  abused : 

As  chance  would  have  it,  passing  by, 

I  saw  you  in  that  jeopardy  : 

A  word  from  me  was  like  a  charm ; 

Ye  pulled  together  with  one  mind ; 

And  your  huge  burden,  safe  from  harm. 

Moved  like  a  vessel  in  the  wind ! 

—  Yes,  without  me,  up  hills  so  high 

'T  is  vain  to  strive  for  mastery. 

Then  gri  3ve  not,  jolly  team  1  though  tougfa 

The  road  we  travel,  steep,  and  rough ; 

Though  Rydal  heights  and  Dunmail-raise, 

And  all  thiir  fellow  banks  and  braes, 

Full  often  make  you  stretch  and  strain, 

And  halt  for  breath  and  halt  again. 
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Yet  to  their  sturdiness  *t  is  owing 
That  side  by  side  we  still  are  going  1 

While  Benjamin  in  earnest  mood 
£Us  meditations  thus  pursued, 
A  storm,  which  had  been  smothered  long^ 
Was  growing  inwardly  more  strong ; 
And,  in  its  struggles  to  get  free, 
Was  busily  employed  as  he. 
The  thunder  had  begun  to  growl,  — 
He  heard  not,  too  intent  of  soul ; 
The  air  was  now  without  a  breath,  — 
He  marked  not  that 't  was  still  as  death. 
But  soon  large  rain-drops  on  his  head 
Fell  with  the  weight  of  drops  of  lead  ;  — 
He  starts,  —  and  takes,  at  the  admonition, 
A  sage  survey  of  his  condition. 
The  road  is  black  before  his  eyes, 
Glimmering  faintly  where  it  lies  ; 
Black  is  the  sky,  —  and  every  hill, 
Up  to  the  sky,  is  blacker  still,  — 
Sky,  hill,  and  dale,  one  dismal  room, 
Hung  round  and  overhung  with  gloom  ; 
Save  that  above  a  single  height 
Is  to  be  seen  a  lurid  light, 
Above  Helm-crag,*  —  a  streak  half  dead, 
A  burning  of  portentous  red  ; 

*  A  mountain  of  Gmsmere,  the  broken  summit  of  whlofa 
presents  two  figures,  full  ns  distinctly  shaped  as  that  of  th« 
amou"}  Cobbler  near  An-oquhar  in  Scotland. 
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And  near  that  lurid  light,  full  well 

The  Astrologer,  sage  Sidrophel, 

Where  at  his  desk  and  book  he  sits, 

Puzzling  aloft  his  curious  wits ; 

He  whose  domain  is  held  in  common 

With  no  one  but  the  Ancient  Woman, 

Cowering  beside  her  rifted  cell, 

As  if  intent  on  magic  spell ;  — 

Dread  pair,  that,  spite  of  wind  and  weather. 

Still  sit  upon  Helm-crag  together. 

The  Astrologer  was  not  unseen 
By  solitary  Benjamin  ; 
But  total  darkness  came  anon, 
And  he  and  everything  was  gone : 
And  suddenly  a  ruffling  breeze 
(That  would  have  rocked  the  sounding  trees 
Had  aught  of  sylvan  growth  been  there) 
Swept  through  the  Hollow  long  and  bare : 
The  rain  rushed  down,  —  the  road  was  battered, 
As  with  the  force  of  billows  shattered ; 
The  horses  are  dismayed,  nor  know 
Whether  they  should  stand  or  go  ; 
And  Benjamin  is  groping  near  them, 
Sees  nothing,  and  can  scarcely  hear  them* 
He  is  astounded  —  wonder  not  — 
With  such  a  charge  in  such  a  spot ; 
Astounded  in  the  mountain  gap 
With  thunder-peals,  clap  after  clap, 
Close-treading  on  the  silent  flashes,  — 
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And  somewhere,  as  he  thinks,  by  crashes 

Among  the  rocks  ;  with  weight  of  rain, 

And  sullen  motions  long  and  slow, 

That  to  a  dreary  distance  go, 

TiU,  breaking  in  upon  the  dying  strain, 

A  rending  o'er  his  head  begins  the  fray  agaiiL 

Meanwhile,  uncertain  what  to  do, 
And  oflen times  compelled  to  halt. 
The  horses  cautiously  pursue 
Their  way,  without  mishap  or  fault ; 
And  now  have  reached  that  pile  of  stones, 
Heaped  over  brave  King  DunmaiFs  bones, 
He  who  had  once  supreme  command, 
Last  king  of  rocky  Cumberland ; 
His  bones,  and  those  of  all  his  power, 
olain  here  in  a  disastrous  hour ! 

When,  passmg  through  this  narrow  str^t, 
Stony,  and  dark,  and  desolate, 
Benjamin  can  faintly  hear 
A  voice  that  comes  from  some  one  near, 
A  female  voice :  —  "  Whoe'er  you  be, 
Stop,"  it  exclaimed,  "  and  pity  me !  " 
And,  less  in  pity  than  in  wonder, 
Amid  the  darkness  and  the  thunder, 
The  Wagoner,  with  prompt  command. 
Summons  his  horses  tr^  a  stand. 

While,  with  increasing  agitation. 
The  Woman  urged  ber  siu)r)lication. 
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Ill  rueful  words,  with  sobs  between,  — 
The  voice  of  tears  that  fell  unseen ; 
There  came  a  flash,  a  startling  glare, 
And  all  Seat-Sandal  was  laid  bare  ! 
'T  is  not  a  time  for  nice  suggestion. 
And  Benjamin,  without  a  question. 
Taking  her  for  some  way-worn  rover, 
Said,  "  Mount,  and  get  you  under  cover  I  * 

Another  voice,  in  tone  as  hoarse 
As  a  swollen  brook  with  rugged  course. 
Cried  out,  "  Grood  brother,  why  so  fast? 
I  Vc  had  a  glimpse  of  you,  —  avast! 
Or,  since  it  suits  you  to  be  civil, 
Take  her  at  once  —  for  good  and  evil  I  * 

"  It  is  ray  Husband,"  softly  said 
The  Woman,  as  if  half  afraid : 
By  this  time  she  was  snug  within. 
Through  help  of  honest  Benjamin ; 
She  and  her  Babe,  which  to  her  breast 
With  thankfulness  the  Mother  pressed ; 
And  now  the  same  strong  voice  more  near 
Said  cordially,  "  My  Friend,  what  cheer  ? 
Rough  doings  these !  as  God  's  my  judge, 
The  sky  owes  somebody  a  grudge  I. 
We  Ve  had  in  half  an  hour  or  less 
A  twelvemonth's  terror  and  distress  I " 

Then  Benjamin  entreats  the  Man 
Wotild  mount,  too,  quickly  as  he  can: 
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The  Sailor  —  Sailor  now  no  more, 
But  such  he  had  been  heretofore  — 
To  courteous  Benjamin  replied, 
"  Gro  you  your  way,  and  mind  not  me ; 
For  I  must  have,  whatever  betide, 
My  Ass  and  fifty  things  beside,  — 
Go,  and  I  *11  follow  speedily  1 " 

The  Wagon  moves,  and  with  its  load 
Descends  along  the  sloping  road  ; 
And  the  rough  Sailor  instantly 
Turns  to  a  little  tent  hard  by : 
For  when,  at  closing-in  of  day. 
The  family  had  come  that  way, 
Green  pasture  and  the  soft  warm  air 
Tempted  them  to  settle  there.  — 
Green  is  the  grass  for  beast  to  graze, 
Around  the  stones  of  Dunmail-raise! 

The  Sailor  gathers  up  his  bed, 
Takes  down  the  canvas  overhead. 
And,  after  farewell  to  the  place, 
A  parting  word,  though  not  of  graces 
Pursues,  with  Ass  and  all  his  store. 
The  way  the  Wagon  went  before. 
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CANTO  SECOND. 


If  Wytheburn's  modest  House  of  prayer, 

As  lowly  as  the  lowliest  dwelling, 

Had,  with  its  belfry's  humble  stock, 

A  little  pair  that  hang  in  air, 

Been  mistress  also  of  a  clock, 

(And  one,  too,  not  in  crazy  plight,) 

Twelve  strokes  that  clock  would  have  been  telling 

Under  the  brow  of  old  Helvellyn  — 

Its  bead-roll  of  midnight  — 

Then,  when  the  Hero  of  my  tale 

Was  passing  by,  and  down  the  vale 

(The  vale  now  silent,  hushed  I  ween 

As  if  a  storm  had  never  been) 

Proceeding  with  a  mind  at  ease ; 

While  the  old  Familiar  of  the  seas. 

Intent  to  use  his  utmost  haste, 

Gained  ground  upon  the  Wagon  fast, 

And  gives  another  lusty  cheer ; 

For  spite  of  rumbling  of  the  wheels, 

A  welcome  greeting  he  can  hear ;  — 

it  is  a  fiddle  in  its  glee 

Dinninfr  from  the  Cherrt-Tree  J 

Thence  the  sound,  —  the  light  is  there,  — 
As  Benjamin  is  now  aware, 
Who,  to  his  inward  thoughts  confined, 
Had  almost  reached  the  festive  door, 
When,  startled  by  the  Sailor's  r(»ar. 
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He  hears  a  sound  and  sees  the  light, 

And  in  a  moment  calls  to  mind 

That  'tis  the  village  Merrt-Night!* 

Although  before  in  no  dejection, 
At  this  insidious  recollection 
His  heart  with  sudden  joy  is  filled,  — 
His  ears  are  by  the  music  thrilled, 
His  eyes  take  pleasure  in  the  road 
Glittering  before  him  bright  and  broad  ; 
And  Benjamin  is  wet  and  cold, 
And  there  are  reasons  manifold 
That  make  the  good,  tow Vds  which  he  *3  yearning 
Look  fairly  like  a  lawful  earning. 

Nor  has  thought  time  to  come  and  go, 
To  vibrate  between  yes  and  no  ; 
For,  cries  the  Sailor,  "  Glorious  chance 
That  blew  us  hither  !  —  let  him  dance, 
Who  can  or  will !  —  my  honest  soul, 
Our  treat  shall  be  a  friendly  bowl !  " 
He  draws  him  to  the  door,  — "  Come  in, 
Come,  come,"  cries  he  to  Benjamin ! 
And  Benjamin  —  ah,  woe  is  me  !  — 
Gave  the  word ;  the  horses  heard 
And  halted,  though  reluctantly. 


*  A  term  well  known  in  the  North  of  England,  and  applied 
to  rural  fostiyala  where  yoang  persons  meet  in  the  evening 
for  the  purpose  of  dancing. 

VOL.  IL  7 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


d6  POEMS    OF   THE   FANCY. 

'^  Blithe  souls  and  lightsome  hearts  have  we« 
Feasting  at  the  Cheruy-Tree  !  " 
Tills  was  the  outside  proclamation, 
This  was  the  inside  salutation  ; 
What  bustling — jostling  —  high  and  low! 
A  universal  overflow  ! 
What  tankards  foaming  from  the  tap ! 
What  store  of  cakes  in  every  lap  ! 
What  thumping  —  stumping  —  overhead  ? 
The  thunder  had  not  been  more  busy  : 
With  such  a  stir,  you  would  have  said, 
This  little  place  may  well  be  dizzy ! 
*T  is  who  can  dance  with  greatest  vigor,  — 
*T  is  what  can  be  most  prompt  and  eager  t 
As  if  it  heard  the  fiddle's  call, 
The  pewter  clatters  on  the  wall ; 
The  very  bacon  shows  it  feeling, 
Swinging  from  the  smoky  ceiling ! 

A  steaming  bowl,  a  blazing  fire. 
What  greater  good  can  heart  desire  ? 
'T  were  worth  a  wise  man's  while  to  try 
The  utmost  anger  of  the  sky. 
To  seek  for  thoughts  of  a  gloomy  cast. 
If  such  the  bright  amends  at  last. 
Now  should  you  say  I  judge  amiss. 
The  Chkrhy-Tree  shows  proof  of  this  f 
For  soon,  of  all  the  happy  there, 
Our  travellers  are  the  happiest  pair ; 
All  care  with  Benjamin  is  gone,  — 
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A.  Cassar  past  the  Rubicon  ! 
He  thinks  not  of  his  long,  long  strife  ;  — 
The  Sailor,  Man  by  nature  gay, 
Hath  no  resolves  to  throw  away ; 
And  he  hath  now  forgot  his  Wife, 
Hath  quite  forgotten  her  —  or  may  be 
Thinks  her  the  luckiest  soul  on  earth, 
Witliin  that  wai-m  and  peaceful  berth, 

Under  cover, 

Terror  over. 
Sleeping  by  her  sleeping  Baby. 

With  bowl  tliat  sped  from  hand  to  hand, 
The  gladdest  of  the  gladsome  band, 
Amid  their  own  delight  and  fun, 
They  hear — when  every  dance  is  done, 
When  every  whirling  bout  is  o*er  — 
The  fiddle's  squeak,*  —  that  call  to  bliss, 
Ever  followed  by  a  kiss ; 
They  envy  not  the  happy  lot, 
But  enjoy  their  own  the  more ! 

While  thusi  Our  jocund  Travellers  fare, 
Up  springs  the  Sailor  from  his  chair,  — 
Limps  (for  I  might  have  told  before 
That  he  was  lame)  across  the  floor,  — 
Is  gone,  —  returns,  —  and  with  a  prize  ; 

V  At  the  cloee  of  each  strathspey,  or  jig,  a  particular  noti 
trom  the  fiddle  summoitf  the  Rustic  to  the  agreeable  daty  o( 
whiting  his  partner. 
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With  what? —  a  Ship  of  lusty  size ; 
A  gallant,  stately  Man-of-war, 
Fixed  on  a  smoothly  sliding  car. 
Surprise  to  all,  but  most  surprise 
To  Benjamin,  who  rubs  his  eyes. 
Not  knowing  that  he  had  befriended 
A  Man  so  gloriously  attended  I 

'*  This,"  cries  the  Sailor,  "  a  Third-rate  it,- 
Stand  back,  and  you  shall  see  her  gratis  I 
This  was  the  Flag-ship  at  the  Nile, 
The  Vanguard,  —  you  may  smirk  and  smile, 
But,  pretty  Maid,  if  you  look  near, 
You  *11  find  you  've  much  in  little  here  I 
A  nobler  ship  did  never  swim. 
And  you  shall  see  her  in  full  trim : 
I  Ml  set,  my  friends,  to  do  you  honor, 
Set  every  inch  of  sail  upon  her." 
So  said,  so  done ;  and  masts,  sails,  yards. 
He  names  them  all ;  and  interlards 
His  speech  with  uncouth  terms  of  art, 
Accomplished  in  the  showman's  part ; 
And  then,  as  from  a  sudden  check. 
Cries  out,  —  "  'T  is  there,  the  quarter-deck 
On  which  brave  Admiral  Nelson  stood, — 
A  sight  that  would  have  roused  your  blood  I 
One  eye  he  had,  which,  bright  as  ten, 
Burned  like  a  fire  among  his  men  ; 
Let  this  be  land,  and  that  be  sea, 
Here  lay  the  French  —  and  thus  came  we  !  ** 
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Hushed  was  by  this  the  fiddle's  soond, 
The  dancers  all  were  gathered  roand. 
And,  such  the  stillness  of  the  house, 
You  might  have  beard  a  nibbling  mouse ; 
While,  borrowing  helps  where'er  he  maj, 
The  Sailor  through  the  story  runs 
Of  ships  to  ships  and  guns  to  guns ; 
And  does  his  utmost  to  display 
The  dismal  conflict,  and  the  might 
And  terror  of  that  marvellous  night ! 
"  A  bowl,  a  bowl  of  double  measure," 
Cries  Benjamin,  "a  draught  of  length. 
To  Nelson,  (England's  pride  and  treasure, 
Her  bulwark  and  her  tower  of  strength  I  • 
When  Benjamin  had  seized  the  bowl, 
The  mastiff,  from  beneath  the  wagon, 
Where  he  lay,  watchful  as  a  dragon, 
Rattled  his  chain ;  —  t'  was  all  in  vain. 
For  Benjamin,  triumphant  soul ! 
He  heard  a  monitory  growl ; 
Heard,  —  and  in  opposition  quaffed 
A  deep,  determined,  desperate  draught  I 
Nor  did  the  battered  Tar  forget. 
Or  flinch  from  what  he  deemed  his  debt! 
Then,  like  a  hero  crowned  with  laurel. 
Back  to  her  place  the  ship  he  led ; 
Wheele<l  her  back  in  full  apparel ; 
And  so,  flag  flying  at  masthead, 
Re-yoked  her  to  the  Ass :  —  anon, 
Cries  Benjamin,  "  We  must  be  gone.** 
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Thu8,  after  two  hours*  hearty  stay, 
Again  behold  them  on  their  way ! 


CANTO    THIRD. 

Right  gladly  had  the  horses  stirred, 

When  they  the  wished-for  greeting  heard, 

The  whip*s  loud  notice  from  the  door, 

That  they  were  free  to  move  once  more. 

You  think,  those  doings  must  have  bred 

In  them  disheartening  doubts  and  dread : 

No,  not  a  horse  of  all  the  eight, 

Although  it  be  a  moonless  night, 

Fears  either  for  himself  or  freight ; 

For  this  they  know,  (and  let  it  hide, 

In  part,  the  offences  of  their  guide,) 

That  Benjamin,  with  clouded  brains, 

Is  worth  the  best  with  all  their  pains ; 

And  if  they  had  a  prayer  to  make, 

The  prayer  would  be  that  they  may  take 

With  him  whatever  comes  in  course. 

The  better  fortune  or  the  worse ; 

That  no  one  else  may  have  business  near  them, 

And,  drunk  or  sober,  he  may  steer  them. 

So,  forth  in  dauntless  mood  they  fare. 
And  with  them  goes  the  guardian  pair. 

Now,  heroes,  for  the  true  commotion, 
The  triumph  of  your  late  devotion  ! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE    WAGONER.  103 

Call  aught  on  earth  impede  delight. 
Still  mounting  to  a  higher  height ; 
And  higher  still,  —  a  greedy  flight ! 
Can  any  low-born  care  pursue  her, 
Can  any  mortal  clog  come  to  her  ? 
No  notion  have  they,  —  not  a  thought. 
That  is  from  joyless  regions  brought  I 
And,  while  they  coast  the  silent  lake. 
Their  inspiration  I  partake ; 
Share  their  empyreal  spirits,  —  yea, 
With  their  enraptured  vision,  see  — 
0  fancy  —  what  a  jubilee! 
What  shifting  pictures,  clad  in  gleams 
Of  color  bright  as  feverish  dreams  ! 
Earth,  spangled  sky,  and  lake  serene, 
Involved  an<l  restless  all,  — a  scene 
Pregnant  with  mutual  exaltation. 
Rich  change,  and  multiplied  creation ! 
This  sight  to  me  the  Muse  imparts  ; — 
And  then,  what  kindness  in  their  hearts  1 
What  tears  of  rapture,  what  vow-making* 
Profound  entreaties,  and  hand-shaking  I 
What  solemn,  vacant  interlacing, 
As  if  they  'd  fall  asleep  embracing ! 
Then,  in  the  turbulence  of  glee. 
And  in  the  excess  of  amity. 
Says  Benjamin,  *'  That  Ass  of  thine, 
lie  spoils  thy  sport,  and  hinders  mine : 
If  he  were  tethered  to  the  wagon. 
He  'd  drag  as  well  what  he  is  dragging  j 
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And  we,  as  brother  should  with  brother. 
Might  trudge  it  alongside  each  other!" 

Forthwith,  obedient  to  command, 
The  horses  made  a  quiet  stand  ; 
And  to  the  wagon's  skirts  was  tied 
The  Creature,  by  the  Mastiff's  side. 
The  Mastiff  wondering,  and  perplexed 
With  dread  of  what  will  happen  next ; 
And  thinking  it  but  sorry  cheer 
To  have  such  company  so  near ! 

This  new  arrangement  made,  the  Warn 
Through  the  still  night  proceeds  again  ; 
No  Moon  hath  risen  her  light  to  lend  ; 
But  indistinctly  may  be  kenned 
The  Vanguard,  following  close  behind, 
Sails  spread,  as  if  to  catch  the  wind  ! 

"  Thy  wife  and  child  are  snug  and  warm. 
Thy  ship  will  travel  without  harm  ; 
I  like,"  said  Benjamin,  ^'  her  shape  and  stature ; 
And  this  of  mine,  —  this  bulky  creature 
Of  which  I  have  the  steering,  —  this, 
Seen  fairly,  is  not  much  amiss  ! 
We  want  your  streamers,  friend,  you  know  ; 
But  altogether,  as  we  go, 
We  make  a  kind  of  handsome  show  ! 
Among  these  hills,  from  first  to  last. 
We  *ve  weathered  many  a  furious  blast ; 
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Hard  passage  forcing  on,  with  head 

Against  the  storm,  and  canvas  spread. 

I  hate  a  boaster ;  but  to  thee 

Will  say 't,  who  know'st  both  land  and  sea, 

The  unluckiest  hulk  that  stems  the  brine 

Is  hardlj  worse  beset  than  mine. 

When  cross-winds  on  her  quarter  beat ; 

And,  fairly  lifted  from  my  feet, 

I  stagger  onward,  Heaven  knows  how  ; 

But  not  so  pleasantly  as  now : 

Poor  pilot  I,  by  snows  confounded, 

And  many  a  foundrous  pit  surrounded  I 

Yet  here  we  are,  by  night  and  day 

Grinding  through  rough  and  smooth  our  way ; 

Through  foul  and  fair  our  task  fulfilling  ; 

And  long  shall  be  so  yet,  —  God  willing ! " 

"Ay,"  said  the  Tar,  "  through  fair  and  foul — 
But  save  us  from  yon  screeching  owl  I " 
That  instant  was  begun  a  fray 
Which  called  their  thoughts  another  way  ; 
The  Mastiff,  ill-conditioned  carle ! 
What  must  he  do  but  growl  and  snarl. 
Still  more  and  more  dissatisfied 
With  the  meek  comrade  at  his  side ! 
Till,  not  incensed  though  put  to  proof^ 
The  Ass,  uplifting  a  hind  hoof, 
Salutes  the  Mastiff  on  the  head ; 
And  80  were  better  manners  bred, 
And  all  was  calmed  and  quieted. 
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'*  Yon  screech-owl,"  says  the  Sailor,  turning 
Back  to  his  former  cause  of  mourning, 
»*  Yon  owl !  —  pray  God  that  all  be  welll 
'T  is  worse  than  any  funeral  bell ; 
As  s  jre  as  I  've  the  gift  of  sight, 
We  shall  be  meeting  ghosts  to-night  I  " 

—  Said  Benjamin,  "  This  whip  shall  lay 
A  thousand,  if  they  cross  our  way. 

I  know  that  Wanton's  noisy  station, 
I  know  him  and  his  occupation ; 
The  jolly  bird  hath  learned  his  cheer 
Upon  the  banks  of  Windermere ; 
Where  a  tribe  of  them  make  merry, 
Mocking  the  man  that  keeps  the  ferry ; 
Hallooing  from  an  open  throat, 
Like  travellers  shouting  for  a  boat. 

—  The  tricks  he  learned  at  Windermere 
This  vagrant  owl  is  playing  here,  — 
That  is  the  worst  of  his  employment : 
He  *s  at  the  top  of  his  enjoyment  1 " 

This  explanation  stilled  the  alarm, 
Cured  the  foreboder  like  a  charm  ; 
This,  and  the  manner,  and  the  voice, 
Summoned  the  Sailor  to  rejoice ; 
His  heart  is  up,  —  he  fears  no  evil 
From  life  or  death,  from  man  or  devil ; 
He  wheels,  —  and,  making  many  stops. 
Blandished  his  crutch  against  the  mountain-tops; 
A.nd,  while  he  talked  of  blows  and  scars. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE    WAGOJ^ER.  107 

Benjamin,  among  the  stars, 

Beheld  a  dancing,  and  a  glancing ; 

Such  retreating  and  advancing 

As,  I  ween,  was  never  seen 

In  bloodiest  battle  since  the  dajs  of  Man  I 


CANTO    FOURTH. 

Thus  they,  with  freaks  of  proud  delight, 
Beguile  the  remnant  of  the  night ; 
And  many  a  snatch  of  jovial  song 
Regales  them  as  they  wind  along ; 
While  to  the  music,  from  on  high. 
The  echoes  make  a  glad  reply.  — 
But  the  sage  Muse  the  revel  heeds 
No  farther  than  her  story  needs  ; 
Nor  will  she  servilely  attend 
The  loitering  journey  to  its  end. 

—  Blithe  spirits  of  her  own  impel 
The  Muse,  who  scents  the  morning  air, 
To  take  of  this  transported  pair 

A  brief  and  unreproved  farewell ; 
To  quit  the  slow-paced  wagon's  side, 
And  wander  down  the  hawthorn  dell. 
With  murmuring  Greta  for  her  guide. 

—  There  doth  she  ken  the  awful  form 
Of  Raven-crag  —  black  as  a  storm  — 
Glimmering  through  the  twilight  pale ; 
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And  Ghimmer-crag,*  his  tall  twin  brother, 

Each  peering  forth  to  meet  the  other :  — 

And,  while  she  roves  through  St.  John*s  Valo^ 

Along  the  smooth,  unpatliwajed  plain, 

By  sheep-track  or  through  cottage  lane. 

Where  no  disturbance  comes  to  intrude 

Upon  the  pensive  solitude, 

Her  unsuspecting  eye,  perchance, 

With  the  rude  shepherd's  favored  glance, 

Beholds  the  Faeries  in  array, 

Whose  party-colored  garments  gay 

The  silent  company  betray : 

Red,  green,  and  blue ;  a  moment's  sight ! 

For  Skiddaw-top  with  rosy  light 

Is  touched,  —  and  all  the  band  take  flight. 

—  Fly  also,  Muse  !  and  from  the  dell 

Mount  to  the  ridge  of  Nathdale  Fell ; 

Thence,  look  thou  forth  o'er  wood  and  lawn 

Hoar  with  the  frost-like  dews  of  dawn ; 

Across  yon  meadowy  bottom  look. 

Where  close  fogs  hide  their  parent  brook ; 

And  see,  beyond  that  liamlet  small. 

The  ruined  towers  of  Threlkeld  Hall, 

Lurking  in  a  double  shade, 

By  trees  and  lingering  twilight  made  I 

There,  at  Blencathara's  rugged  feet, 

Sir  Lancelot  gave  a  safe  retreat 

To  noble  Clifford ;  from  annoy 

*  The  crag  of  the  ewe  Iamb. 
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Concealed  the  persecuted  boy, 
Well  pleased  in  rustic  garb  to  feed 
His  flock,  and  pipe  on  shepherd's  reed 
Among  this  multitude  of  hills, 
Ci*ag3,  woodlands,  waterfalls,  and  rills ; 
Which  soon  the  morning  shall  enfold, 
From  east  to  west,  in  ample  vest 
Of  massy  gloom  and  radiance  bold. 

The  mists,  that  o'er  the  streamlet's  bed 
Hung  low,  begin  to  rise  and  spread  ; 
Even  while  I  speak,  their  skirts  of  gray 
Are  smitten  by  a  silver  ray  ; 
And  lo  !  —  up  Casti-igg's  naked  steep 
(Where,  smoothly  urged,  the  vapors  sweep 
Along,  and  scatter  and  divide. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  self-multipUed) 
The  stately  wagon  is  ascending, 
With  faithful  Benjamin  attending. 
Apparent  now  beside  his  team,  — 
Now  lost  amid  a  glittering  steam : 
And  with  him  goes  his  Sailor-friend, 
By  this  time  near  their  journey's  end ; 
And,  after  their  high-minded  riot, 
Sickening  into  thoughtful  quiet : 
As  if  the  morning's  pleasant  hour. 
Had  for  their  joys  a  killing  power. 
And,  sooth,  for  Benjamin  a  vein 
Is  opened  of  still  deeper  pain. 
As  if  his  heart  by  notes  were  stung 
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From  out  the  lowly  hedge-rows  flung ; 
As  if  the  warbler  lost  in  light 
Reproved  his  soarings  of  the  night, 
In  strains  of  rapture  pure  and  holj 
Upbraided  his  distempered  folly. 

Drooping  is  he,  his  step  is  dull ; 
But  the  horses  stretch  and  pull ; 
With  increasing  vigor  climb, 
Eager  to  repair  lost  time ; 
Whether,  by  their  own  desert, 
Knowing  what  cause  there  is  for  shame 
They  are  laboring  to  avert 
As  much  as  may  be  of  the  blame, 
Which,  they  foresee,  must  soon  alight 
Upon  his  head,  whom,  in  despite 
Of  all  his  failings,  they  love  best ; 
Whether  for  him  they  are  distrest ; 
Or,  by  length  of  fasting  roused, 
Are  impatient  to  be  housed : 
Up  against  the  hill  they  strain, 
Tugging  at  the  iron  chain, 
Tugging  all  with  might  and  main, 
Last  and  foremost,  every  horse 
To  the  utmost  of  his  force ! 
And  the  smoke  and  respiration, 
Rising  like  an  exhalation. 
Blend  with  the  mist,  a  moving  shroud 
To  form,  an  undissolving  cloud  ; 
Which,  with  slant  ray,  the  merry  sun 
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Takes  delight  to  play  upon. 
Never  golden-haired  Apollo, 
Pleased  some  favorite  chief  to  follow 
Through  accidents  of  peace  or  war, 
In  a  perilous  moment  threw 
Around  the  object  of  his  care 
Veil  of  such  celestial  hue ; 
Interposed  so  bright  a  screen  — 
Ilim  and  his  enemies  between  ! 

Alas !  what  boots  it  ?  — who  can  hide^ 
When  the  malicious  Fates  are  bent 
On  working  out  an  ill  intent  ? 
Can  destiny  be  turned  aside  ? 
No,  —  sad  progress  of  my  story  ! 
Benjamin,  this  outward  glory 
Cannot  shield  thee  from  thy  Master, 
Who  from  Keswick  has  pricked  forth, 
Sour  and  surly  as  the  north  ; 
And,  in  fear  of  some  disaster, 
Comes  to  give  what  help  he  may, 
And  to  hear  what  thou  canst  say ; 
If,  as  needs  he  must  forebode, 
Thou  hast  been  loitering  on  the  road ! 
His  fears,  his  doubts,  may  now  take  flight, — 
The  wished-for  object  is  in  sight ; 
Yet,  trust  the  Muse,  it  rather  hath 
Stirred  him  up  to  livelier  wrath  ; 
Which  he  stifles,  moody  man  I 
With  all  the  patience  that  he  can ; 
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To  the  end  that,  at  jonr  meeting. 
He  may  give  thee  decent  greeting* 

There  he  is,  —  resolved  to  stop 
Till  the  wagon  gains  the  top ; 
But  stop  he  cannot,  —  roust  advance : 
Uim  Benjamin,  with  lucky  glance. 
Espies, — and  instantly  is  ready, 
SeU-collected,  poised,  and  steady : 
And,  to  be  the  better  seen. 
Issues  from  his  radiant  shroud, 
From  his  close-attending  cloud. 
With  careless  air  and  open  mien. 
Erect  his  port,  and  firm  his  going ; 
So  struts  yon  cock  that  now  is  crowing ; 
And  the  morning  light  in  grace 
Strikes  upon  his  lifled  face, 
Hurrying  the  pallid  hue  away 
That  might  his  trespasses  betray. 
But  what  can  all  avail  to  clear  him, 
Or  what  need  of  explanation. 
Parley,  or  interrogation  ? 
For  the  Master  sees,  alas  1 
That  unhappy  Figure  near  him. 
Limping  o'er  the  dewy  grass. 
Where  the  road  it  fringes,  sweel^ 
Soft,  and  cool  to  way-worn  feet ; 
And,  O  indignity  1  an  Ass, 
By  his  noble  Mastiff's  side. 
Tethered  to  the  wagon's  tail : 
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And  the  ship,  in  all  her  pride, 
Following  after  in  full  sail ! 
Not  to  speak  of  babe  and  mother ; 
Who,  contented  with  each  other, 
And  snug  as  birds  in  leafy  arbor, 
Find,  within,  a  blessed  harbor  I 

With  eager  eyes  the  Master  pries ; 
Looks  in  and  out,  and  through  and  throng  | 
Says  nothing  —  till  at  last  he  spies 
A  wound  upon  the  Mastiff's  head, 
A  wound,  where  plainly  might  be  read 
What  feats  an  Ass's  hoof  can  do  ! 
But  drop  the  rest :  —  this  aggravation. 
This  complicated  provocation, 
A  hoard  of  grievances  unsealed  ; 
All  past  forgiveness  it  repealed  ; 
And  thus,  and  through  distempered  blood 
On  both  sides,  Benjamin  the  good. 
The  patient,  and  the  tender-hearted, 
Was  from  his  team  and  wagon  parted  ; 
When  duty  of  that  day  was  o'er. 
Laid  down  his  whip  —  and  served  no  more.— 
Nor  could  the  wagon  long  survive, 
Which  Benjamin  had  ceased  to  drive : 
It  lingered  on  ;  — guide  after  guide 
Ambitiously  the  office  tried  ; 
But  each  unmanageable  hill 
Called  for  his  patience  and  his  skill ;  — 
And  sure  it  is,  that  through  this  night. 
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And  what  the  morning  brought  to  light, 

Twc  losses  had  we  to  sustain, 

We  lost  both  Wagoner  and  Wain  I 


Accept,  0  Friend,  for  praise  or  blame, 

The  gift  of  this  adventurous  song ; 

A  record  which  I  dared  to  frame. 

Though  timid  scruples  checked  me  long ; 

They  checked  me,  —  and  I  left  the  theme 

Untouched  ;  —  in  spite  of  many  a  gleam 

Of  fancy  which  thereon  was  shed. 

Like  pleasant  sunbeams  shifting  still 

Upon  the  side  of  a  distant  hill : 

But  Nature  might  not  be  gainsaid  ; 

For  what  I  have  and  what  I  miss 

I  sing  of  these ;  —  it  makes  my  bliss  ! 

Nor  is  it  I  who  play  the  part, 

But  a  shy  spirit  in  my  heart, 

That  comes  and  goes,  — '  will  sometimes  leap 

From  hiding-places  ten  years  deep  ; 

Or  haunts  me  with  familiar  face. 

Returning,  like  a  ghost  unlaid, 

Until  the  debt  I  owe  be  paid. 

Forgive  me,  then  ;  for  I  had  been 

On  friendly  terms  with  this  Machine  : 

In  him,  while  he  was  wont  to  trace 

Our  roads,  through  many  a  long  year's  space 

A  living  almanac  had  we  ; 

We  had  a  speaking  diary. 
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That  in  this  uneven tfiil  place 

Grave  to  the  days  a  mark  and  name 

By  wliich  we  knew  them  when  they  came. 

—  Yes,  1,  and  all  about  me  here, 
Through  all  the  changes  of  the  year, 
Had  seen  him  through  the  mountains  go, 
In  pomp  of  mist  or  pomp  of  snow, 
Majestically  huge  and  slow  : 

Or,  with  a  milder  grace  adorning  * 

The  landscape  of  a  summer's  morning ; 

While  Grasmere  smoothed  her  liquid  plain 

The  moving  image  to  detain  ; 

And  mighty  Fairfield,  with  a  chime 

Of  echoes,  to  his  march  kept  time  ; 

When  little  other  business  stirred, 

And  iittle  other  sound  was  heard ; 

In  that  delicious  hour  of  balm. 

Stillness,  solitude,  and  calm, 

While  yet  the  valley  is  arrayed. 

On  this  side  with  a  sober  shade. 

On  that  is  prodigally  bright  — 

Crag,  lawn,  and  wood  —  with  rosy  light. 

—  But  most  of  all,  thou  lordly  Wain  ! 
I  wish  to  have  thee  here  again, 
When  windows  flap  and  chimney  I'oars, 
And  all  is  dismal  out  of  doors  ; 

And,  sitting  by  my  fire,  I  see 

Eight  sorry  carts,  no  less  a  train  I 

Unworthy  successors  of  thee, 

Come  straggling  through  the  wind  and  rain : 
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And  oft,  as  they  pass  slowly  on, 
Beneath  my  windows,  one  by  one, 
See,  perched  upon  the  naked  height, 
The  summit  of  a  cumbrous  freight, 
A  single  traveller,  —  and  there 
Another ;  then  perhaps  a  pair,  — 
The  lame,  the  sickly,  and  the  old ; 
Men,  women,  heartless  with  the  cold ; 
And  babes  in  wet  and  starveling  plight ; 
Which  once,  be  weather  as  it  might, 
Had  still  a  nest  within  a  nest. 
Thy  shelter  —  and  their  mother's  breast  I 
Then  most  of  all,  then  far  the  most, 
Do  I  regret  what  we  have  lost; 
Am  grieved  for  that  unhappy  sin 
Which  robbed  us  of  good  Bei^amin  ;  — 
And  of  his  stately  Charge,  which  none 
Could  keep  alive  when  He  was  gone  I 
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THERE  WAS  A  BOY. 

Fherb  was  a  B07 ;  je  knew  him  well,  ye  cli£b 

And  islands  of  Winander !  —  many  a  time. 

At  evening,  when  the  earliest  stars  began 

To  move  along  the  edges  of  the  hills, 

Rising  or  setting,  would  he  stand  alone, 

Beneath  the  trees,  or  by  the  glimmering  lake ; 

And  there,  with  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 

Pressed  closely  palm  to  palm  and  to  his  mouth 

Uplifted,  he,  as  through  an  instrument. 

Blew  mimic  hootings  to  the  silent  owls, 

That  they  might  answer  him. —  And  they  would 

shout 
Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again, 
Responsive  to  his  call,  —  with  quivering  peals. 
And  long  halioos,  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud 
Redoubled  and  redoubled  ;  concourse  wild 
Of  jocund  din  I     And  when  there  came  a  pause 
Of  silence  such  as  baffled  his  best  skill, 
Then,  sometimes,  in  that  silence,  while  he  hung 
Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 
I  Fas  carried  far  into  his  heart  the  voice 
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Of  mountain-torrents ;  or  the  visible  scene 
Would  enter  unawares  into  his  mind 
With  all  its  solemn  imagery,  its  rocks, 
Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven  receivMl 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  steady  lake. 

This  boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
Preeminent  in  beauty  is  the  vale 
Where  he  was  born  and  bred :  the  churchyard  hangs 
Upon  a  slope  above  the  village  school ; 
And,  thro'  that  churchyard  when  my  way  has  led 
On  summer  evenings,  I  believe  that  there 
A  long  half-hour  together  I  have  stood 
Mute,  —  looking  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies  I 

17M. 


n. 
TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

0  BLITHE  New-comer  I  I  have  heard, 

1  hear  thee  and  rejoice. 

O  Cuckoo !  shall  I  call  thee  Bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  ? 

While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear, 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  to  pass, 
At  once  far  off,  and  near. 
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Though  babbling  only  to  the  Vale, 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers, 
Thou  bringest  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  Spring  I 

Even  yet  thou  art  to  me 

No  bird,  but  an  invisible  thing, 

A  voice,  a  mystery ; 

The  same  whom  in  my  schoolboy  days 
I  listened  to  ;  that  cry 
Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  ways, 
In  bush,  and  tree,  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
Through  woods  and  on  the  green ; 
And  thou  wert  still  a  hope,  a  love ; 
Still  longed  for,  never  seen. 

And  I  can  listen  to  thee  yet ; 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again. 

O  blessed  Bird  !  the  earth  we  pace 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  faery  place ; 
That  is  fit  home  for  thee  ! 
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ni. 

A  NIGHT  PIECE. 


The  sky  is  overcast 


With  a  coDtinuous  cloud  of  texture  close, 
Heavy  and  wan,  all  whitened  by  the  Moon^ 
Which  through  that  veil  is  indistinctly  seen, 
A  dull,  contracted  circle,  }nelding  light 
So  feebly  spread,  thai  not  a  shadow  falls, 
Checkering  the  ground,  from  rock,  plant,  tree,  or 

tower. 
At  length  a  pleasant  instantaneous  gleam 
Startles  the  pensive  traveller  while  he  treads 
His  lonesome  path,  with  unobserving  eye 
Bent  earthwards ;  he  looks  up, — the  clouds  are  split 
Asunder,  —  and  above  his  head  he  sees 
The  clear  Moon,  and  the  glory  of  the  heavens. 
There,  in  a  black-blue  vault  she  sails  along, 
Followed  by  multitudes  of  stars,  that,  smaU, 
And  sharp,  and  bright,  along  the  dark  abyss 
Drive  as  she  drives :  how  fast  they  wheel  away, 
Yet  vanish  not !  —  the  wind  is  in  the  tree. 
But  they  are  silent ;  —  still  they  roll  along 
Immeasumbly  distant ;  and  the  vault, 
Built  round  by  those  white  clouds,  enormous  clouds. 
Still  deepens  its  unfathomable  depth. 
At  length  the  Vision  closes  ;  and  the  mind, 
Not  undisturbed  by  the  delight  it  feels. 
Which  slowly  settles  into  peaceful  calm, 
(s  left  to  muse  upon  the  solemn  scene. 

1798. 
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IV. 

AIBEY-FORCE  VALLEY. 


Not  a  breath  of  air 


Ruffles  the  bosom  of  this  leafy  glen. 
From  the  brook's  margin,  wide  around,  the  trees 
Are  steadfast  as  the  rocks ;  the  brook  itself, 
Old  as  the  hills  that  feed  it  from  afar, 
Doth  rather  deepen  than  disturb  the  calm 
Where  all  things  else  are  still  and  motionless. 
And  jet,  even  now,  a  httle  breeze,  perchance 
Escaped  from  boisterous  winds  that  rage  withouti 
Has  entered,  bj  the  sturdy  oaks  unfelt. 
But  to  its  gentle  touch  how  sensitive 
Is  the  light  ash  I  that,  pendent  from  the  brow 
Of  yon  dim  cave,  in  seeming  silence  makes 
A  soft  eye-music  of  slow-waving  boughs, 
Powerful  almost  as  vocal  harmony 
To  stay   the   wanderer's  steps  and  soothe   his 
thoughts. 


V. 

YEW-TREES. 


Fherk  is  a  Yew-tree,  pride  of  Lorton  Vale, 
Which  to  this  day  stands  single,  in  the  midst 
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Of  its  own  darkness,  as  it  stood  of  yore ; 

Not  loth  to  furnish  weapons  for  the  bands 

Of  Umfraville  or  Percy  ere  they  marched 

To  Scotland's  heaths ;  or  those  that  crossed  the 

sea 
And  drew  their  sounding  bows  at  Azinoour, 
Perhaps  at  earlier  Crecy,  or  Poictiers. 
Of  vast  circumference  and  gloom  profound 
This  solitary  Tree  !  a  hving  thing 
Produced  too  slowly  ever  to  decay ; 
Of  form  and  aspect  too  magnificent 
To  be  destroyed.     But  worthier  still  of  note 
Are  those  fraternal  Four  of  Borrowdale, 
Joined  in  one  solemn  and  capacious  grove ; 
Huge  trunks  !  and  each  particular  trunk  a  growtb 
Of  inter!  wisted  fibres  serpentine 
Up-coiling,  au«l  inveterately  convolved  ; 
Nor  uninformed  with  Phantasy,  and  looks 
That  threaten  the  profane ;  —  a  pillared  shade, 
Upon  whose  grassless  floor  of  red-brown  hue, 
By  sheddings  from  the  pining  umbrage  tinged 
Perennially,  —  beneath  whose  sable  roof 
Of  boughs,  as  if  for  festal  purpose,  decked 
With  unrejoicing  berries,  ghostly  Shapes 
May  meet  at  noontide  ;  Fear  and  trembling  Hope^ 
Silence  and  Foresight ;  Death  the  Skeleton 
And  Time  the  Shadow  ;  —  there  to  celebrate, 
As  in  a  natural  temple  scattered  o'er 
With  altars  undisturbed  of  mossy  stone^ 
United  worship ;  or  in  mute  repose 
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To  lie,  and  listen  to  the  mountain  flood 
Murmuring  from  Glaramara*s  inmo6t  caves. 

1808. 


NUTTING. 


-It  seems  a  day 


(I  speak  of  one  from  many  singled  out) 
One  of  those  heavenly  days  that  cannot  die ; 
When,  in  the  eagerness  of  boyish  hope, 
I  left  our  cottage-threshold,  sallying  forth 
With  a  huge  wallet  o'er  my  shoulders  slung, 
A  nutting-crook  in  hand ;  and  turned  my  step* 
Tow'rd  some  far-distant  wood,  a  Figure  quaint^ 
Tricked  out  in  proud  disguise  of  cast-off  weeds 
Which  for  that  service  had  been  husbanded, 
By  exhortation  of  my  frugal  dame,  — 
Motley  accoutrement,  of  power  to  smile 
At  thorns,  and  brakes,  and  brambles,  —  and,  id 

truth, 
More  ragged  than  need  was  !     0*er  pathless  rocks, 
Through  beds  of  matted  fern,  and  tangled  thick- 

ets, 
Forcing  my  way,  I  came  to  one  dear  nook 
Unvisited,  where  not  a  broken  bough 
Drooped  with  its  withered  leaves,  ungracious  sign 
Of  devastation ;  but  the  hazels  rose 
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Tall  and  erect,  with  tempting  clusters  hung^ 
A  virgin  scene  I  —  A  little  while  I  stood, 
Breathing  with  such  suppression  of  the  heart 
As  joy  delights  in ;  and,  with  wise  restraint 
Voluptuous,  fearless  of  a  rival,  eyed 
The  banquet ;  —  or  beneath  the  trees  I  sat 
Among  the  flowers,  and  with  the  flowers  I  played ; 
A  temper  known  to  those,  who,  afler  long 
And  weary  expectation,  have  been  blest 
With  sudden  happiness  beyond  all  hope. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  bower  beneath  whose  leaves 
The  violets  of  five  seasons  reappear 
And  fade,  unseen  by  any  human  eye ; 
Where  fairy  water-breaks  do  murmur  on 
For  ever ;  and  I  saw  the  sparkling  foam. 
And  —  with  my  cheek  on  one  of  those  green  stones 
That,  fleeced  with  moss,  under  the  shady  trees, 
Lay  round  me,  scattered  like  a  flock  of  sheep  — 
I  heard  the  murmur  and  the  murmuring  sound. 
In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasure  loves  to  pay 
Tribute  to  ease  ;  and,  of  its  joy  secure. 
The  heart  luxuriates  with  indifl*erent  things, 
Wasting  its  kindliness  on  stocks  and  stones, 
And  on  the  vacant  air.     Then  up  I  rose. 
And  dragged  to  earth  both  branch  and  bough, 

with  crash 
And  merciless  ravage :  and  the  shady  nook 
Of  hazels,  and  the  green  mossy  bower, 
Deformed  and  sullied,  patiently  gave  up 
Their  quiet  being :  and,  unless  I  now 
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Confound  ray  present  feelings  with  the  past ; 
Ere  from  the  mutilated  bower  I  turned 
£xulting,  rich  beyond  the  wealth  of  kings, 
I  felt  a  sense  of  pain  when  I  beheld 
The  silent  trees,  and  saw  the  intruding  sky. — 
Then,  dearest  Maiden,  move  along  these  slrndes 
In  gentleness  of  heart ;  with  gentle  hand 
Touch,  —  for  there  is  a  spirit  in  the  woods. 

17M. 


VII. 

THE  SIMPLON  PASS. 


•  Brook  and  road 


Were  feilow-travellers  in  this  gloomy  Pass, 
And  with  them  did  we  journey  several  hours 
At  a  slow  step.     The  immeasurable  height 
Of  woods  decaying,  never  to  be  decayed. 
The  stationary  blasts  of  waterfalls, 
And  in  the  narrow  rent,  at  every  turn, 
Winds  thwarting  winds  bewildered  and  forlorn, 
The  torrents  shooting  from  the  clear  blue  sky. 
The  rocks  that  muttered  close  upon  our  ears, 
Black  drizzling  crags  that  spake  by  the  way-side 
As  if  a  voice  were  in  them,  the  sick  sight 
And  giddy  prospect  of  the  raving  stream. 
The  unfettered  clouds  and  region  of  the  heavens, 
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Tumult  and  peace,  the  darkness  and  the  light  — 

Were  all  like  workings  of  one  mind,  the  featores 

Of  the  same  face,  blossoms  upon  one  tree, 

Characters  of  the  great  Apocalypse, 

The  types  and  symbols  of  Eternity, 

Of  first,  and  last,  and  midst,  and  without  end. 


VIII. 

She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  sight ; 
A  lovely  Apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment's  ornament ; 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  Twilight  fair  ; 
Like  Twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair ; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  Dawn  ? 
A  dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay. 
To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  waylay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too  I 

Her  household  motions  light  and  firee^ 

And  steps  of  virgin  liberty ; 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet ; 

A  Creature  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nature's  daily  food ; 
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For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles. 
Praise^  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 

And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 
The  verj  pulse  of  the  machine  j 
A  Being  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 
A  Traveller  between  life  and  death ; 
The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and  skill ; 
A  perfect  Woman,  nobly  planned. 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 
And  yet  a  Spirit  still,  and  bright 
With  something  of  angelic  light. 

1804. 


XX. 


0  Nightingale  !  thou  surely  art 

A  creature  of  a  "  fiery  heart "  :  — 

These  note©  of  thine, — they  pierce  and  pierce  i 

Tumultuous  harmony  and  fierce  ! 

Thou  sing'st  as  if  the  God  of  wine 

Had  helped  thee  to  a  Valentine ; 

A  song  in  mockery  and  despite 

Of  shades,  and  dews,  and  silent  night ; 

And  steady  bliss,  and  all  the  loves 

Now  sleeping  in  these  peaceful  groves. 
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I  heard  a  Stock-dove  sing  or  say 

His  homely  tale,  this  very  day ; 

HiB  voice  was  buried  among  trees. 

Yet  to  be  come  at  by  the  breeze  : 

He  did  not  cease  ;  but  cooed  —  and  cooed ; 

And  somewhat  pensively  he  wooed : 

He  sang  of  love,  with  quiet  blending, 

Slow  to  begin,  and  never  ending ; 

Of  i^erious  faith,  and  inward  glee; 

That  was  the  song,  —  the  song  for  me  I 

160C 


Threr  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower, 
Then  Nature  said,  "  A  lovelier  flower 
On  earth  was  never  sown ; 
This  Child  I  to  myself  will  take; 
She  shall  be  mine,  and  I  will  make 
A  Lady  of  my  own. 

"  Myself  will  to  my  darling  be 

Both  law  and  impulse :  and  with  me 

The  Girl,  in  rock  and  plain. 

In  earth  and  heaven,  in  glade  and  bower* 

Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power 

To  kindle  or  restrain. 
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"  She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  fawn 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  lawn 
Or  up  the  mountain  springs ; 
And  hers  shall  be  the  breathing  babn. 
And  hers  the  silence  and  the  calm 
Of  mute,  insensate  things. 

^The  floating  clouds  their  state  shall  lend 
To  her ;  for  her  the  willow  bend ; 
Nor  shall  she  fail  to  see. 
Even  in  the  motions  of  the  Storm, 
Grace  that  shall  mould  the  Maiden's  form 
By  silent  sympathy. 

**  The  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 

To  her ;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 

In  many  a  secret  place 

Where  rivulets  dance  their  wayward  round, 

And  beauty  bom  of  murmuring  sound 

Shall  pass  into  her  face. 

**  And  vital  feelings  of  delight 

Shall  rear  her  form  to  stately  height. 

Her  virgin  bosom  swell ; 

Such  thoughts  to  Lucy  I  will  give 

While  she  and  I  together  live 

Here  in  this  happy  dell." 

Thus  Nature  spake. — The  work  was  done.— 
How  soon  my  Lucy's  race  was  run  ' 
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She  died,  and  lefl  to  me 
This  heath,  this  cahn  and  quiet  scene ; 
The  memory  of  what  has  been, 
And  never  more  will  be. 

1799. 


XT. 

A  SLUMBER  did  ray  spirit  seal ; 

I  had  no  human  fears : 
She  seemed  a  thing  that  could  not  feel 

The  touch  of  earthly  years. 

No  motion  has  she  now,  no  force ; 

She  neither  hears  nor  sees ; 
Rolled  round  in  earth's  diurnal  course, 

With  rocks,  and  stones,  and  trees. 

iroa 


XII. 

I  WANDERED  lonely  as  a  cloud 
That  floats  on  high  o*er  vales  and  hilk. 
When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 
A  host,  of  golden  daffodils  ; 
Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees. 
Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 
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Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay  : 
Ten  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance, 
Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced ;  but  they 

Outdid  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee : 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay, 

In  such  a  jocund  company : 

I  gazed,  —  and  gazed,  —  but  little  thougnt 

What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought : 

For  oft,  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 
In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 
They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 
Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude  ; 
And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  Alls, 
And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 

1804 
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XIII. 
THE  REVERIE  OF  POOR  SUSAN. 

At  the  corner  of  "Wood  Street,  when  daylight 

appears, 
Hangs  a  Thrush  that  sings  loud,  it  has  sung  for 

three  years : 
Poor  Susan  has  passed  by  the  spot,  and  has  heard 
In  the  silence  of  morning  the  song  of  the  Bird. 

T  is  a  note  of  enchantment ;  what  ails  her  ?    She 

sees 
A  mountain  ascending,  a  vision  of  trees ; 
Bright  volumes  of  vapor  through  Lothbury  glide, 
And  a  river  flows  on  through  the  vale  of  Cheapside. 

Green  pastures  she  views  in  the  midst  of  the  dale, 
Down  which  she  so  often  has  tripped  with  her  pail ; 
And  a  single  small  cottage,  a  nest  like  a  dove's. 
The  one  only  dwelling  on  earth  that  she  loves. 

She  looks,  and  her  heart  is  in  heaven :  but  they  fade, 
The  mist  and  the  river,  the  hill  and  the  shade : 
The  stream  will  not  flow,  and  the  hill  will  not  rise, 
And  the  colors  have  all  passed  away  from  her 
eyes  I 

17»7. 
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XIV. 

POWER  OF  MUSia 

An  Orpheus  !  an  Orpheus  !  yes,  Faith  may  grow 

bold, 
And  take  to  herself  all  the  wonders  of  old ;  — 
Near  the  stately  Pantheon  you  11  meet  with  the 

same 
In  the  street  that  from  Oxford  hath  borrowed  its 

name. 

His  station  is  there ;  and  he  works  on  the  crowd, 
He  sways  them  with  harmony  merry  and  loud ; 
He  fills  with  his  power  all  their  hearts  to  the 

brim,  — 
Was  aught  ever  heard  like  his  fiddle  and  him  ? 

Wliat  an  eager  assembly !  what  an  empire  is  this  I 
The  weary  have  life,  and  the  hungry  have  bliss ; 
The  mourner  is  cheered,  and  the  anxious  have 

rest; 
And  the  guilt-burdened  soul  is  no  longer  opprest. 

As  the  Moon  brightens  round  her  the  clouds  of  the 

night. 
So  He,  where  he  stands,  is  a  centre  of  light ; 
It  gleams  on  the  face,  there,  of  dusky-browed  Jack, 
And  the  pale-visaged  Baker's,  with  basket  on  back. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


134  POEMS    OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 

That  errand-bound 'Prentice  was  passing  in  baste, — 
Wbat  matter !  be 's  caugbt,  —  and  hi&  time  runs  to 

waste; 
Tbe  Newsman  is  stopped,  tbougb  be  stops  on  the 

fret; 
And  tbe  balf-breatbless  Lamp-ligbter,  —  be  'a  in 

the  net  I 

The  Porter  sits  down  on  tbe  weight  which  be  bore  ; 
Tbe   Lass   with   her  barrow  wheels  hither  her 

store ;  — 
if  a  thief  could  be  here,  he  might  pilfer  at  ease ; 
She  sees  the  Musician,  't  is  all  that  she  sees ! 

He  stands,  backed  by  the  wall ;  —  be  abates  not 

his  din ;  — 
His  hat  gives  him  vigor,  with  boons  dropping  in, 
From  tbe  old  and  tbe  young,  from  tbe  poorest ; 

and  there  I 
The  one-pennied  Boy  has  his  penny  to  spare. 

0  blest  are  tbe  bearers,  and  proud  be  the  band 
Of  tbe  pleasure  it  spreads  through  so  thankful  a 

band! 

1  am  glad  for  him,  blind  as  be  is !  —  all  tbe  while. 
If  they  speak  *t  is  to  praise,  and  they  praise  with 

a  smile. 

That  tall  Man,  a  giant  in  bulk  and  in  height, 
Not  an  inch  of  his  body  is  free  from  delight ; 
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Can  tie  keep  himself  still,  if  he  would  ?  O  not  he ! 
The  music  stirs  in  him  like  wind  through  a  tree. 

Mark  that  Cripple  who  leans  on  his  crutch ;  like 

a  tower 
That  long  has  leaned  forward,  leans  hour  after 

hour ! — 
That  Mother,  whose  spirit  in  fetters  is  bound, 
While  she  dandles  the  Babe  in  her  arms  to  the 

sound. 

Now,  coaches  and  chariots  I  roar  on  like  a  stream ; 
Here  are  twenty  souls  happy  as  souls  in  a  dream : 
They  are  deaf  to  your  murmurs,  —  they  care  not 

for  you, 
Nor  what  ye  are  flying,  nor  what  ye  pursue  I 

1806. 


XV. 


STAR-GAZERS. 

What  crowd  is  this?  what  have  we  here?  we  must 

not  pass  it  by ; 
A  Telescope  upon  its  frame,  and  pointed  to  the  sky : 
Long  is  it  as  a  barber's  pole,  or  mast  of  little  boat, 
Some  little  pleasure  skiff,  that  doth  on  Thames's 

waters  float. 
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The  Showman  chooses  well  his  place,  't  is  Leices- 
ter's busy  Square, 

And  is  as  happy  in  h2s  night,  for  the  heavens  are 
blue  and  fair ; 

Calm,  though  impatient,  is  the  crowd ;  each  stands 
ready  with  the  fee, 

And  envies  him  that 's  looking ;  —  what  an  insight 
must  it  be  I 

Yet,  Showman,  where  can  lie  the  cause  ?    Shall 

thy  Implement  have  blame, 
A  boaster,  that,  when  he  is  tried,  fails,  and  is  put 

to  shame? 
Or  is  it  good  as  others  are,  and  be  their  eyes  in 

fault? 
Their  eyes,  or  minds  ?  or,  finally,  is  yon  resplendent 

vault? 

Is  nothing  of  that  radiant  pomp  so  good  as  we  have 

here? 
Or  gives  a  thing  but  small  delight  that  never  can 

be  dear  ? 
The  silver  moon  with  all  her  vales,  and  hills  of 

mightiest  fame, 
Doth  she  betray  us  when  they  're  seen  ?  or  are 

they  but  a  name  ? 

Or  is  it  rather  that  Conceit  rapacious    is  and 

strong, 
\nd  bounty  never  yields  so  much  but  it  seems  to 

do  her  wrong  ? 
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Or  in  it,  that  when  human  Souls  a  journey  long 

have  had, 
And  are  returned  into  themselves,  thej  cannot 

but  be  sad  ? 

Or  must  we  be  constrained  to  think  that  these 
Spectators  rude, 

Poor  in  estate,  of  manners  base,  men  of  the  mul- 
titude, 

Have  souls  which  never  jet  have  risen,  and  there- 
fore prostrate  lie  ? 

No,  no,  this  cannot  be;  —  men  thirst  for  power 
and  majesty  I 

Does,  then,  a  deep  and  earnest  thought  the  bliss- 
ful mind  employ 

Of  him  who  gazes,  or  has  gazed  ?  a  grave  and 
steady  joy. 

That  doth  reject  all  show  of  pride,  admits  no  out- 
ward sign, 

Because  not  of  this  noisy  world,  but  silent  and 
divine! 

Whatever  be  the  cause,  't  is  sure  that  they  who 

pry  and  pore 
Seem  to  meet  with  little  gain,  seem  less  happy 

than  before : 
One  after  one  they  take  their  turn,  nor  have  I  one 

dspied 
That  doth  not  slackly  go  away,  as  if  dissatisfied. 

1806. 
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XVI. 

WRITTEN  IN  MARCH, 

WHILE    BXSnHO  OK  THX  BRIDOB  AT  THE  FOOT  OV 
BB0THBR*8  WATER. 

The  Cock  is  crowing, 

The  streBm  is  flowing^ 

The  small  birds  twitter, 

The  lake  doth  glitter, 
The  green  field  sleeps  in  the  sun ; 

The  oldest  and  youngest 

Are  at  work  with  the  strongest ; 

The  cattle  are  grazing. 

Their  heads  never  raising ; 
There  are  forty  feeding  like  one  I 

Like  an  army  defeated 

The  snow  hath  retreated, 

And  now  doth  fare  ill 

On  the  top  of  the  bare  hill ; 
The  Ploughboy  is  whooping  — anon — anon 

There 's  joy  in  the  mountains ; 

There  *s  life  in  the  fountains ; 

Small  clouds  are  sailing, 

Blue  sky  prevailing ; 
The  rain  is  over  and  gone  I 

1801. 
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xvn. 

Ltre  I  though  such  power  do  m  thy  magic  live 
As  might  from  India's  farthest  plain 
Becail  the  not  unwilling  Maid, 

Assist  me  to  detain 

The  lovely  Fugitive  : 
Check  with  thy  notes  the  impulse  which,  betrayed 
By  her  sweet  farewell  looks,  I  longed  to  aid. 
Here  let  me  gaze  enrapt  upon  that  eye, 
The  impregnable  and  awe-inspiring  fort 
Of  contemplation,  the  calm  port 
By  reason  fenced  from  winds  that  sigh 
Among  the  restless  sails  of  vanity. 
But  if  no  wish  be  hers  that  we  should  part, 
A  humbler  bliss  would  satisfy  my  heart. 

Where  all  things  are  so  fair, 
Enough  by  her  dear  side  to  breathe  the  air 

Of  this  Elysian  weather ; 
And,  on  or  in,  or  near,  the  brook,  espy 
Shade  upon  the  sunshine  lying 

Faint  and  somewhat  pensively ; 
And  downward  Image  gayly  vying 

With  its  upright  living  tree 
Mid  silver  clouds,  and  openings  of  blue  sky 
Xs  sofl  almost  and  deep  as  her  cerulean  eye. 

N^or  less  the  joy  with  many  a  glance 

Cast  up  the  Stream  or  down  at  her  beseeching^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


MO  POEMS    OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 

To  mark  its  eddying  foam-balls  prettily  distrest 
By  ever-changing  shape  and  want  of  rest ; 

Or  watch,  with  mutual  teaching, 

The  current  as  it  plays 

In  fashing  leaps  and  stealthy  creep? 

Adown  a  rocky  maze ; 
Or  note  (translucent  Summer's  happiest  chance !) 
In  the  slope-channel  floored  with  pebbles  bright. 
Stories  of  all  hues,  gem  emulous  of  gem, 
So  vivid  that  they  take  from  keenest  sight 
The  liquid  veil  that  seeks  not  to  hide  them. 


XVIII. 
BEGGABS. 


She  had  a  tall  man's  height  or  more ; 

Her  face  from  Summer's  noontide  heat 

No  bonnet  shaded,  but  she  wore 

A  mantle,  to  her  very  feet 

Descending  with  a  graceful  flow, 

And  on  her  head  a  cap  as  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 

Her  skin  was  of  Egyptian  brown : 

Haughty,  as  if  her  eye  had  seen 

Its  own  light  to  a  distance  thrown, 

She  towered,  fit  person  for  a  Queen 

To  lead  those  ancient  Amazonian  files ; 

Or  ruling  Bandit's  wife  among  the  Grecian  isles. 
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Advancing,  forth  she  stretched  her  hand 

And  begged  an  alms  with  doleful  plea 

That  ceased  not ;  on  our  English  land 

Such  woes,  I  knew,  could  never  be  ; 

And  yet  a  boon  I  gave  her,  for  the  creature 

Was  beautiful  to  see, — a  weed  of  glorious  feature. 

I  left  her,  and  pursued  ray  way ; 
And  soon  before  me  did  espy 
A  pair  of  little  Boys  at  play, 
Chasing  a  crimson  butterfly  ; 
The  taller  followed  with  his  hat  in  hand, 
"Wreathed  round  with  yellow  flowers  the  gayest  of 
the  land. 

The  other  wore  a  rimless  crown, 

With  leaves  of  laurel  stuck  about ; 

And,  while  both  followed  up  and  down, 

Each  whooping  with  a  merry  shout, 

In  their  fraternal  features  I  could  trace 

Unquestionable  lines  of  that  wild  Suppliant's  face. 

Yet  they,  so  blithe  of  heart,  seemed  unfit 

For  finest  tasks  of  earth  or  air : 

Wings  let  them  have,  and  they  might  flit 

Precursors  to  Aurora's  car, 

Scattering  fresh  flowers;   though  happier  far,  I 

ween. 
To  hunt  their  fluttering  game  o'er  rock  and  level 

green. 
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They  dart  across  my  path,  —  b.ut  lo, 
Each  ready  with  a  plaintive  whine  I 
Said  I,  "  Not  half  an  hour  ago 
Your  Mother  has  had  ahns  of  mine." 
"That  cannot  be,"  one  answered,  "she  is  dead  ** : — 
I  looked  reproof,  —  they  saw,  —  but  neither  hong 
his  head. 

"  She  has  been  dead.  Sir,  many  a  day.'*  — 

"  Hush,  boys  !  you  *re  telling  me  a  lie ; 

It  was  your  Mother,  as  I  say  I " 

And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

"  Come !  come  I "  cried  one,  and,  without  more  ado, 

Off  to  some  other  play  the  joyous  Vagrants  flew  ! 

1801. 


XIX. 

SEQUEL  TO  THE  FOREGOINa. 

COMPOSED  MAinr  YEARS  AFTER. 

Where  are  they  now,  those  wanton  Boys? 
For  whose  free  range  the  dredal  earth 
Was  filled  with  animated  toys. 
And  implements  of  frolic  mirth  ; 
With  tools  for  ready  wit  to  guide ; 
And  ornaments  of  seemlier  pride, 
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More  fresh,  more  bright,  than  princes  wear ; 

For  what  one  moment  flung  aside^ 

Another  could  repair : 

"What  good  or  evil  have  they  seen 

Since  I  their  pastime  witnessed  here, 

Their  daring  wiles,  their  sportive  cheer  ? 

I  ask,  —  but  all  is  dark  between  I 

They  met  me  in  a  genial  hour. 
When  universal  nature  breathed 
As  with  the  breath  of  one  sweet  flower,  — 
A  time  to  overrule  the  power 
Of  discontent,  and  check  the  birth 
Of  thoughts  with  better  thoughts  at  strife. 
The  most  familiar  bane  of  life 
Since  parting  Innocence  bequeathed 
Mortality  to  Earth ! 
Soft  clouds,  the  whitest  of  the  year, 
Sailed  through  the  sky ;  the  brooks  ran  clear ; 
The  lambs  from  rock  to  rock  were  bounding ; 
With  songs  the  budded  groves  resounding ; 
And  to  my  heart  are  still  endeared 
The  thoughts  with  which  it  then  was  cheered  j 
The  faith  which  saw  that  gladsome  pair 
Walk  through  the  fire  with  unsinged  hain 
Or,  if  such  faun  must  needs  deceive, 
Then,  Spirits  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 
Associates  in  that  eager  chase,  — 
Ye  who  within  the  blameless  mind 
Your  favorite  seat  of  empire  find, — 
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Kind  Spirits  !  may  we  not  believe 
That  they,  So  happy  and  so  fair 
Through  your  sweet  influence,  and  the  care 
Of  pitying  Heaven,  at  least  were  free 
From  touch  of  deadly  injury  ? 
Destined,  whatever  their  earthly  doom, 
For  mercy  and  immortal  bloom  ? 

1817. 


XX. 

GTPSIES. 


Yet  are  they  here,  the  same  unbroken  knot 
Of  human  beings,  in  the  selfsame  spot! 
Men,  women,  children,  yea,  the  frame 
Of  the  whole  spectacle  the  same ! 
Only  their  fire  seems  bolder,  yielding  light. 
Now  deep  and  red,  the  coloring  of  night, 
That  on  their  Gypsy  faces  falls. 
Their  bed  of  straw  and  blanket- walls. 
Twelve  hours,  twelve  bounteous  hours  are  gone, 

while  I  ^   . 

Have  been  a  traveller  under  open  sky, 
Much  witnessing  of  change  and  cheer, 
Yet  as  I  left  I  find  them  here  I 
The  weary  Sun  betook  himself  to  rest ;  — 
Then  issued  Vesper  from  the  fulgent  west, 
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Outshining  like  a  visible  Grod 
The  glorious  path  in  which  he  trod. 
And  now,  ascending,  after  one  dark  hour 
A.nd  one  night's  diminution  of  her  power, 
Behold  the  mighty  Moon  1  this  way 
She  looks  as  if  at  them,  — but  they 
Regard  not  her.  —  0  better  wrong  and  strife 
(Uy  nature  transient)  than  this  torpid  life, — 
Life  which  the  very  stars  reprove, 
As  on  their  silent  tasks  they  move  I 
Yet.  witness  all  that  stirs  in  heaven  or  earth  I 
In  scorn  T  speak  not ;  —  they  are  what  their  birth 
And  breeding  suffer  them  to  be ; 
Wild  outcasts  of  society  I 


XZI. 
RUTH. 


When  Ruth  was  left  half  desolate, 
Her  Father  took  another  Mate ; 
And  Ruth,  not  seven  years  old, 
A  slighted  child,  at  her  own  will 
Went  wandering  over  dale  and  hill, 
In  thoughtless  freedom,  bold. 
VOL.  n.,  10 
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And  she  had  made  a  pipe  of  straw, 
And  music  from  that  pipe  could  draw 
Like  sounds  of  winds  and  floods  ; 
Had  built  a  bower  upon  the  green, 
As  if  she  from  her  biilh  had  been 
An  infant  of  the  woods. 

Beneath  her  father's  roof,  alone 

She  seemed  to  live ;  her  thoughts  her  own ; 

Herself  her  own  delight ; 

Pleased  with  herself,  nor  sad,  nor  gaj ; 

And,  passing  thus  the  livelong  day, 

She  grew  to  woman's  height* 

There  came  a  Youth  from  Greorgia's  shore, — 

A  military  casque  he  wore, 

With  splendid  feathers  drest ; 

He  brought  them  from  the  Cherokees ; 

The  feathers  nodded  in  the  breeze, 

And  made  a  gallant  crest. 

From  Indian  blood  you  deem  bun  sprung: 
But  no  !  he  spake  the  English  tongue, 
And  bore  a  soldier's  name ; 
And,  when  America  was  free 
From  battle  and  from  jeopardy, 
He  'cross  the  ocean  came. 

With  hues  of  genius  on  his  cheek, 

In  finest  tones  the  Youth  could  speak : 

—  While  he  was  yet  a  boy. 
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The  moon,  the  glory  of  the  sun, 

And  streams  that  murmur  as  thej  ran, 

Had  been  his  dearest  joy. 

He  was  a  lovely  Youth  I  I  guess 

The  panther  in  the  wilderness 

Was  not  so  fair  as  he ; 

And  when  he  chose  to  sport  and  plajy 

No  dolphin  ever  was  so  gay 

Upon  the  tropic  sea. 

Among  the  Indians  he  had  fought, 
And  with  him  many  tales  he  brought 
Of  pleasure  and  of  fear ; 
Such  tales  as  told  to  any  maid 
By  such  a  Youth,  in  the  green  shade, 
Were  perilous  to  hear. 

He  told  of  girls  —  a  happy  rout !  — 

Who  quit  their  fold  with  dance  and  shoot. 

Their  pleasant  Indian  town, 

To  gather  strawberries  all  day  long ; 

Returning  with  a  choral  song 

When  daylight  is  gone  down. 

He  spake  of  plants  that  hourly  change 
Their  blossoms,  through  a  boundless  range 
Of  intermingling  hues ; 
With  budding,  fading,  faded  flowers, 
They  stand  the  wonder  of  the  bowers 
Prom  mom  to  evening  dews. 
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He  told  of  the  magnolia,  spread 
High  as  a  cloud,  high  over  head  ! 
The  cypress  and  her  spire  ;  — 
Of  flowers  that  with  one  scarlet  gleam 
Cover  a  hundred  leagues,  and  seem 
To  set  the  hills  on  fire. 

The  Youth  of  green  savannas  spake. 
And  many  an  endless,  endless  lake. 
With  all  its  fairy  crowds 
Of  islands,  that  together  lie 
As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  evening  clouds. 

"  How  pleasant,"  then  he  said,  "  it  were, 

A  fisher  or  a  hunter  there, 

In  sunshine  or  in  shade 

To  wander  with  an  easy  mind ; 

And  build  a  household  fire,  and  find 

A  home  in  every  glade  I 

"  What  days  and  what  bright  years  I    Ah  me  I 

Our  hfe  were  life  indeed,  with  thee 

So  passed  in  quiet  bliss. 

And  all  the  while,"  said  he,  "  to  know 

That  we  are  in  a  world  of  woe, 

On  such  an  earth  as  this  I " 

And  then  he  sometimes  interwove 
Fond  thoughts  about  a  father's  love : 
"  For  there,"  said  he,  "  are  spun 
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Around  the  heart  such  tender  ties, 
That  our  own  children  to  our  ejes 
Are  dearer  than  the  sun. 

"  Sweet  Kuth  !  and  could  you  go  with  me 

My  helpmate  in  the  woods  to  be, 

Our  shed  at  night  to  rear ; 

Or  run,  my  own  adopted  bride, 

A  sylvan  huntress  at  my  side, 

And  drive  the  flying  deer  1 

"  Beloved  Ruth !  "  —  No  more  he  said. 
The  wakeful  Ruth  at  midnight  shed 
A  solitary  tear : 

She  thought  again,  —  and  did  agree, 
With  him  to  sail  across  the  sea. 
And  drive  the  flying  deer. 

<<  And  now,  as  fitting  is  and  right, 
We  in  the  church  our  faith  will  plight, 
A  husband  and  a  wife." 
Even  so  they  did ;  and  I  may  say 
That  to  sweet  Ruth  that  happy  day 
Was  more  than  human  life. 

Through  dream  and  visiou  did  she  sinki 
Delighted  all  the  while  to  think 
That  on  those  lonesome  floods, 
And  green  savannas,  she  should  share 
His  board  with  lawful  joy,  and  bear 
His  name  in  the  wild  woods. 
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But,  as  joa  have  before  been  told, 
This  Stripling,  sportive,  gay,  and  bold. 
And,  with  his  dancing  crest, 
So  beautiful,  through  savage  lands 
Had  roamed  about,  with  vagrant  bands 
Of  Indians  in  the  West 

The  wind,  the  tempest  roaring  high, 
The  tumult  of  a  tropic  sky, 
Might  well  be  dangerous  food 
For  him,  a  Youth  to  whom  was  given 
So  much  of  earth,  so  much  of  heaven. 
And  such  impetuous  blood. 

Whatever  in  those  climes  he  found 
Irregular  in  sight  or  sound 
Did  to  his  mind  impart 
A  kindred  impulse,  seemed  allied 
To  his  own  powers,  and  justified 
The  workings  of  his  heart 

Nor  less,  to  feed  voluptuous  thought. 
The  beauteous  forms  of  nature  wrought^ 
Fair  trees  and  gorgeous  flowers ; 
The  breezes  their  own  languor  lent ; 
The  stars  had  feelings,  which  th^y  sent 
Into  those  favored  bowers. 

Yet,  in  his  worst  pursuits,  I  ween 
That  sometimes  there  did  intervene 
Pure  hopes  of  high  intent : 
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For  passions  linked  to  forms  so  fair 
And  stately,  needs  must  have  their  share 
Of  noble  sentiment. 

But  ill  he  lived,  much  evil  saw, 
With  men  to  whom  no  better  law 
Nor  better  life  was  known ; 
Deliberately,  and  undeceived, 
Those  wild  men's  vices  he  received, 
And  gave  them  back  his  own. 

His  genius  and  his  moral  frame 
Were  thus  impaired,  and  he  became 
The  slave  of  low  desires : 
A  Man  who  without  self-control 
Would  seek  what  the  degraded  soul 
Unworthily  admires. 

And  yet  he  with  no  feigned  delight 
Had  wooed  the  Maiden,  day  and  night 
Had  loved  her,  night  and  morn  : 
What  could  he  less  than  love  a  Maid 
Whose  heart  with  so  much  nature  played  ? 
So  kind  and  so  forlorn ! 

Sometimes,  most  earnestly,  he  said, 
**  0  Ruth  !  I  have  been  worse  than  dead  j 
False  thoughts,  thoughts  bold  and  vain, 
Encompassed  me  on  every  side 
When  I,  in  confidence  and  pride, 
Had  crossed  the  Atlantic  main. 
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"  Before  me  shone  a  glorious  world,  — 
Fresh  as  a  banner  bright,  unfurled 
To  music  suddenly  : 
I  looked  upon  those  hills  and  plains, 
And  seemed  as  if  let  loose  from  chainfly 
To  live  at  liberty. 

"  No  more  of  this ;  for  now,  by  thee, 
Dear  Ruth  I  more  happily  set  free, 
With  nobler  zeal  I  bum ; 
My  soul  from  darkness  is  released, 
Like  the  whole  sky  when  to  the  east 
The  morning  doth  return." 

Full  soon  that  better  mind  was  gone ; 
No  hope,  no  wish  remained,  not  one,  — 
They  stirred  him  now  no  more ; 
New  objects  did  new  pleasure  give. 
And  once  again  he  wished  to  live 
As  lawless  as  before. 

Meanwhile,  as  thus  with  him  it  fared, 
They  for  the  voyage  were  prepared. 
And  went  to  the  sea-shore ; 
But  when  they  thither  came,  the  Youth 
Deserted  his  poor  Bride,  and  Ruth 
Could  never  find  him  more. 

God  help  thee,  Ruth !  —  Such  pains  she  had, 
That  she  in  half  a  year  was  mad. 
And  in  a  prison  housed ; 
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And  there,  with  many  a  doleful  song 
Made  of  wild  words,  her  cup  of  wrong 
She  fearfully  caroused. 

Tet  sometimes  milder  hours  she  knew, 
Nor  wanted  sun,  nor  rain,  nor  dew, 
Nor  pastimes  of  the  May ;  — 
They  all  were  with  her  in  her  cell ; 
And  a  dear  brook  with  cheerful  knell 
Did  o'er  the  pebbles  play. 

When  Ruth  three  seasons  thus  had  lain, 
There  came  a  respite  to  her  pain ; 
She  from  her  prison  fled ; 
But  of  the  Vagrant  none  took  thought ; 
And  where  it  liked  her  best  she  sought 
Her  shelter  and  her  bread. 

Among  the  fields  she  breathed  again  : 
The  master-current  of  her  brain 
Ran  permanent  and  free ; 
And,  coming  to  the  Banks  of  Tone, 
There  did  she  rest,  and  dwell  alone 
Under  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  engines  of  her  pain,  the  tools 

That  shaped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  poolB, 

And  airs  that  gently  stir 

The  vernal  leaves,  —  she  loved  them  still , 

Nor  ever  taxed  them  with  the  ill 

Which  had  been  done  to  her. 
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A  Bam  her  winter  bed  supplies ; 

But  till  the  warmth  of  summer  skies 

And  summer  days  is  gone, 

(And  all  do  in  this  tale  agree,) 

She  sleeps  beneath  the  greenwood  tree^ 

And  other  home  hath  none. 

An  innocent  life,  yet  far  astray ! 

And  Ruth  will,  long  before  her  day, 

Be  broken  down  and  old : 

Sore  aches  she  needs  must  have  !  but  less 

Of  mind  than  body's  wretchedness, 

From  damp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 

If  she  is  prest  by  want  of  food, 
She  from  her  dwelling  in  the  wood 
Repairs  to  a  road-side  ; 
And  there  she  begs  at  one  steep  place 
Where  up  and  down,  with  easy  pace* 
The  horseman-travellers  ride. 

That  oaten  pipe  of  hers  is  mute, 
Or  thrown  away ;  but  with  a  flute 
Her  loneliness  she  cheers : 
This  flute,  made  of  a  hemlock  stalk. 
At  evening  in  his  homeward  walk 
The  Quantock  woodman  hears. 

I,  too,  have  passed  her  on  the  hills 
Setting  her  little  water-mills 
By  spouts  and  fountains  wild,  — 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


RESOLUTION   AND  IND£F£NDENCE.        155 

Such  small  machinery  as  she  turned 
£re  she  had  wept,  ere  she  bad  mourned, 
A  young  and  happy  Child  i 

Farewell !  and  when  thy  days  are  told, 
Ill-fated  Ruth,  in  hallowed  mould 
Thy  corpse  shall  buried  be, 
For  thee  a  funeral  bell  shall  ring, 
And  all  the  congregation  sing 
Jl  Christian  psalm  for  thee. 

ITM. 


XXII. 

RESOLUTION  AND  INDEPENDENCE. 

I. 

There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night ; 
The  rain  came  heavily  and  fell  in  floods ; 
But  now  the  sun  is  rising  calm  and  bright ; 
The  birds  are  singing  in  the  distant  woods ; 
Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  Stock-dove  broods ; 
The  Jay  makes  answer  as  the  Magpie  chatters ; 
And  all  the  air  is  filled  with  pleasant  noise  of 
waters. 


AU  things  that  love  the  sun  are  out  of  doors } 
The  sky  rejoices  in  the  morning's  birth  ; 
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The  grass  is  bright  with  rain-drops ;  —  on  the  moors 
The  hare  b  running  races  in  her  mirth ; 
And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 
Raises  a  mist ;  that,  glittering  in  the  sun, 
Buns  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever  she  doth  run. 

m. 

I  was  a  Traveller  then  upon  the  moor ; 
I  saw  the  hare  that  raced  about  with  joy  ; 
I  heard  the  woods  and  distant  waters  roar ;  • 
Or  heard  them  not,  as  happy  as  a  boy : 
The  pleasant  season  did  my  heart  employ : 
My  old  remembrances  went  from  me  wholly ; 
And  all  the  ways  of  men,  so  vain  and  melancholy. 


But,  as  it  sometimes  chanceth,  from  the  might 
Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go, 
As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 
In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low  ; 
To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so ; 
And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came ; 
Dim  sadness,  and  blind  thoughts,  I  knew  not,  nor 
could  name. 


I  heard  the  skylark  warbling  in  the  sky ; 
And  I  bethought  me  of  the  playful  hare : 
Even  such  a  happy  Child  of  earth  am  I ; 
Even  as  these  blissful  creatures  do  T  fare ; 
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Far  from  the  world  I  walk,  and  all  from  care; 
But  there  may  come  another  day  to  me,  — 
Solitude,  pain  of  heart,  distress,  and  poverty 


My  whole  life  I  have  hved  in  pleasant  thought. 
As  if  life's  business  were  a  summer  mood ; 
As  if  all  needful  things  would  come  unsought 
To  genial  faith,  still  rich  in  genial  good ; 
But  how  can  he  expect  that  others  should 
Build  for  him,  sow  for  him,  and  at  his  call 
Love  him,  who  for  himself  will  take  no  heed  at 
aU? 

vn. 

I  thought  of  Chatterton,  the  marvellous  Boy, 
The  sleepless  Soul  that  perished  in  his  pride ; 
Of  him  who  walked  in  glory  and  in  joy, 
Following  his  plough,  along  the  mountain-side : 
By  our  own  spirits  we  are  deified : 
We  Poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladness ; 
But  thereof  come  in  the  end  despondency  and 
madness. 


Now,  whether  it  were  by  peculiar  grace, 

A  leading  from  above,  a  something  given, 

Yet  it  befell,  that,  in  this  lonely  place, 

When  I  with  these  untoward  thoughts  had  striven, 

Beside  a  pool  bare  to  the  eye  of  heaven 
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r  saw  a  Man  before  me  unawares : 
The  oldest  man  he  seemed  that  ever  wore  gnr^ 
hairs. 


As  a  huge  stone  is  sometimes  seen  to  lie 
Couched  on  the  bald  top  of  an  eminence, 
Wonder  to  all  who  do  the  same  espy, 
By  what  means  it  could  thither  come,  and  whence; 
So  that  it  seems  a  thing  endued  with  sense ;  — 
Like  a  sea-beast  crawled  forth,  that  on  a  shelf 
Of  rock  or  sand  reposeth,  there  to  sun  itself;  — 


Such  seemed  this  Man,  not  all  alive  nor  dead, 

Nor  all  asleep,  in  his  extreme  old  age : 

His  body  was  bent  double,  feet  and  head 

Coming  together  in  life's  pilgrimage  ; 

As  if  some  dire  constraint  of  pain,  or  rage 

Of  sickness  felt  by  him  in  times  long  past, 

A  more  than  human  weight  upon  his  frame  had  cast 


Himself  he  propped,  limbs,  body,  and  pale  face. 
Upon  a  long  gray  staff  of  shaven  wood : 
And,  still  as  I  drew  near  with  gentle  pace, 
Upon  the  margin  of  that  moorish  flood 
Motionless  as  a  cloud  the  old  Man  stood. 
That  heareth  not  the  loud  winds  when  they  call, 
And  moveth  all  together,  if  it  move  at  alL 
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xn. 


Al  length,  himself  unsettling,  he  the  pond 

Stirred  with  his  staff,  and  fixedly  did  look 

Upon  that  muddj  water,  which  he  conned, 

As  if  he  had  been  reading  in  a  book : 

And  now  a  stranger's  privilege  I  took  ; 

And,  drawing  to  his  side,  to  him  did  say, 

**  This  morning  gives  us  promise  of  a  glorious  daj.' 


A  gentle  answer  did  the  old  Man  make, 

In  courteous  speech  which  forth  he  slowly  drew ; 

And  him  with  further  words  I  thus  bespake : 

"  What  occupation  do  you  there  pursue? 

This  is  a  lonesome  place  for  one  like  you." 

Ere  he  replied,  a  flash  of  mild  surprise 

Broke  from  the  sable  orbs  of  his  yet  vivid  eyee. 


His  words  came  feebly,  from  a  feeble  chest, 
But  each  in  solemn  order  followed  each-. 
With  something  of  a  lofty  utterance  drest, — 
Choice  word  and  measured  phrase,  above  the  reach 
Of  ordinary  men ;  a  stately  speech  ; 
Such  as  grave  Livers  do  in  Scotland  use, 
Religious  men,  who  give  to  Grod  and  man  their  due& 


He  told,  that  to  these  waters  he  had  come 
To  gather  leeches,  being  old  and  poor : 
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Employment  hazardous  and  wearisome  1  ' 

And  he  had  many  hardships  to  endure : 
From  pond  to  pond  he  roamed,  from  moor  to  moor 
Housing,  with  Grod's  good  help,  by  choice  or  chance ; 
And  in  this  way  he  gamed  an  honest  maintenance. 


The  old  Man  still  stood  talking  by  my  side  ; 
But  now  his  voice  to  me  was  like  a  stream 
Scarce  heard ;  nor  word  from  word  could  I  divide ; 
And  the  whole  body  of  the  Man  did  seem 
Like  one  whom  I  had  met  with  in  a  dream ; 
Or  like  a  man  from  some  far  region  sent, 
To  give  me  human  strength,  by  apt  admonishment 


My  former  thoughts  returned :  the  fear  that  kills ; 

And  hope  that  is  unwilling  to  be  fed ; 

Cold,  pain,  and  labor,  and  all  fleshly  ills  ; 

And  mighty  Poets  in  tlieir  misery  dead. 

—  Perplexed,  and  longing  to  be  comforted, 

My  question  eagerly  did  I  renew, 

**  How  is  it  that  you  live,  and  what  is  it  you  do  ?" 


He  with  a  smile  did  then  his  words  repeat ; 
And  said,  that,  gathering  leeches,  far  and  wide 
He  travelled ;  stirring  thus  about  his  feet 
The  waters  of  the  pools  where  they  abide. 
^  Ojice  I  could  meet  with  them  on  every  side ; 
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But  they  have  dwindled  long  by  slow  decay ; 
Yet  still  I  persevere,  and  find  them  where  I  may." 


While  he  was  talking  thus,  the  lonely  place, 
The  old  Man's  shape,  and  speech,  —  all  troubled 

roe  : 
In  my  mind's  eye  I  seemed  to  see  him  pace 
About  the  weary  moot's  continually, 
Wandering  about  alone  and  silently. 
While  I  these  thoughts  within  myself  pursued. 
He,  having  made  a  pause,  the  same  discourse 

renewed. 


And  soon  with  this  he  other  matter  blended, 
Cheerfully  uttered,  with  demeanor  kind, 
But  stately  in  the  main  ;  and  when  he  ended, 
I  could  have  laughed  myself  to  scorn,  to  find 
In  that  decrepit  Man  so  firm  a  mind. 
"  God,"  said  I,  "  be  my  help  and  stay  secure ; 
I  'II  think  of  the  Leech-gatherer  on  the  lonely 
moor!  ** 

1807. 


TOL.  n.  II 
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xxni. 

THE  THORN. 


•*  There  is  a  Thorn,  —  it  looks  so  old. 

In  truth,  you  'd  find  it  hard  to  say 

How  it  could  ever  have  been  young, 

It  looks  so  old  and  gray. 

Not  higher  than  a  two  years*  child 

It  stands  erect,  this  aged  Thorn ; 

No  leaves  it  has,  no  prickly  points ; 

It  is  a  mass  of  knotted  joints, 

A  wretched  thing  forlorn. 

It  stands  erect,  and  like  a  stone 

With  lichens  is  it  overgrown. 


"  Like  rock  or  stone,  it  is  o'ergrown 

With  lichens  to  the  very  top. 

And  hung  with  heavy  tufts  of  mos9. 

A  melancholy  crop : 

TTp  from  the  earth  these  mosses  creep, 

And  this  poor  Thorn  they  clasp  it  round 

So  close,  you  'd  say  that  they  are  bent 

With  plain  and  manifest  intent 

To  drag  it  to  the  groui'!  ; 

And  all  have  joined  in  one  endeavor 

To  bury  this  poor  Thorn  for  ever. 
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**  High  on  a  mountain's  highest  ridge, 

Where  oft  the  stormy  winter  gale 

Cuts  like  a  scythe,  while  through  the  cloua 

It  sweeps  from  vale  to  vale, 

Not  five  yards  from  the  mountain  path. 

This  Thorn  you  on  your  left  espy ; 

And  to  the  left,  three  yards  beyond, 

You  see  a  little  muddy  pond 

Of  water,  —  never  dry, 

Though  but  of  compass  small,  and  bare 

To  thirsty  suns  and  parching  air. 


"  And,  close  beside  this  aged  Thorn, 
There  is  a  fresh  and  lovely  sight, 
A  beauteous  heap,  a  hill  of  moss, 
Just  half  a  foot  in  height. 
All  lovely  colors  there  you  see, 
All  colors  that  were  ever  seen ; 
And  mossy  network  too  is  there. 
As  if  by  hand  of  lady  fair 
The  work  had  woven  been ; 
And  cups,  the  darlings  of  the  eye. 
So  deep  is  their  vermilion  dye. 


"  Ah  me  I  what  lovely  tints  are  there 
Of  olive-green  and  scarlet  bright. 
In  spikes,  in  branches,  and  in  stars, 
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Green,  red,  and  pearly  white ! 

This  heap  of  earth  overgrown  with  moesy 

Which  close  beside  the  Thorn  you  see. 

So  fresh  in  all  its  beauteous  dyes, 

Is  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size, 

As  like  as  like  can  be  : 

But  never,  never  anywhere, 

An  infant's  grave  was  half  so  fair. 


**  Now  would  you  see  this  aged  Thorn, 

This  pond,  and  beauteous  hill  of  moss, 

You  must  take  care  and  choose  your  time 

The  mountain  when  to  cross. 

For  oft  there  sits  between  the  heap 

So  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size, 

And  that  same  pond  of  which  I  spoke, 

A  Woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 

And  to  herself  she  cries, 

*  O  misery  !  O  misery  1 

O  woe  is  me  I  O  misery !  * 


"  At  all  times  of  the  day  and  night 
This  wretched  Woman  thither  goes ; 
And  she  is  known  to  every  star. 
And  every  wind  that  blows  ; 
And  there,  beside  the  Thorn,  she  sits 
When  the  blue  daylight 's  in  the  skies. 
And  when  the  whirlwind  's  on  the  hill. 
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Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  still, 
And  to  herself  she  cries, 
*  O  misery  I  O  misery  I 
O  woe  is  me  !  O  misery  1  *  ** 


'^  Now  wherefore  thus,  by  day  and  nighti 

In  rain,  in  tempest,  and  in  snow, 

Thus  to  the  dreary  mountain-top 

Does  this  poor  Woman  go  ? 

And  why  sits  she  beside  the  Thorn 

When  the  blue  daylight 's  in  the  sky, 

Or  when  the  whirlwind  's  on  the  hill. 

Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  still, 

And  wherefore  does  she  cry  ?  — 

0  wherefore  ?  wherefore  ?  tell  me  why 

Does  she  repeat  that  doleful  cry  ?  " 


^'  I  cannot  tell ;  I  wish  I  could ; 
For  the  true  reason  no  one  knows : 
But  would  you  gladly  view  the  spot, 
The  spot  to  which  she  goes. 
The  hillock  like  an  infant's  grave, 
The  pond,  and  Thorn  so  old  and  gray, 
Pass  by  her  door,  —  't  is  seldom  shuty- 
And  if  you  see  her  in  her  hut, 
Then  to  the  spot  away  I 
I  never  heard  of  such  as  dare 
Approach  the  spot  when  she  is  there.** 
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"  But  wherefore  to  the  mounts-top 

Can  this  unhappj  Woman  go, 

Whatever  star  is  in  the  skies, 

Whatever  wind  may  blow  ?** 

**  Full  twenty  years  are  past  and  gone 

Since  she  (her  name  is  Martha  Ray) 

Grave  with  a  maiden's  true  good-will 

Her  company  to  Stephen  Hill ; 

And  she  was  blithe  and  gay, 

While  friends  and  kindred  all  approved 

Of  him  whom  tenderly  she  loved. 


•*  And  they  had  fixed  the  wedding  day, 

The  morning  that  must  wed  them  both ; 

But  Stephen  to  another  Maid 

Had  sworn  another  oath  ; 

And,  with  this  other  Maid,  to  church 

Unthinking  Stephen  went.  — 

Poor  Martha  !  on  that  woful  day 

A  pang  of  pitiless  dismay 

Into  her  soul  was  sent ;  . 

A  fire  was  kindled  in  her  breast. 

Which  might  not  burn  itself  to  rest. 


"  They  say,  full  six  months  after  this. 
While  yet  the  summer  leaves  were  green, 
She  to  the  mountain-top  would  go. 
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And  there  was  oflen  seen. 

What  could  she  seek  ?  —  or  wish  to  hide  ? 

Her  state  to  any  eye  was  plain ; 

She  was  with  child,  and  she  was  mad : 

Yet  often  was  she  sober  sad 

From  her  exceeding  pain. 

O  guilty  Father  I  —  would  that  death 

Had  saved  him  from  that  breach  of  &ith  1 


^  Sad  case  for  such  a  brain  to  hold 

Communion  with  a  stirring  child ! 

Sad  case,  as  you  may  think,  for  one 

Who  had  a  brain  so  wild ! 

Last  Christmas-eve  we  talked  of  this, 

And  gray-haired  Wilfred  of  the  glen 

Held  that  the  unborn  infant  wrought 

About  its  mother's  heart,  and  brought 

Her  senses  back  again : 

And  when  at  last  her  time  drew  near, 

Her  looks  were  calm,  her  senses  clear 


"More  know  I  not,  I  wish  I  did. 
And  it  should  all  be  told  to  you ; 
For  what  became  of  this  poor  child 
No  mortal  ever  knew  ; 
Nay,  if  a  child  to  her  was  born 
No  earthly  tongue  could  ever  tell ; 
And  if 't  was  born  alive  or  dead. 
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Far  less  could  this  with  proof  be  said ; 
But  some  remember  well, 
That  Martha  Ray  about  this  time 
Would  up  the  mountain  often  dimb. 


•*  And  all  that  winter,  when  at  night 

The  wind  blew  from  the  mountain-peak, 

*T  was  worth  your  while,  though  in  the  dark, 

The  churchyard  path  to  seek : 

For  many  a  time  and  oft  were  heard 

Cries  coming  from  the  mountain  head : 

Some  plainly  living  voices  were  ; 

And  others,  I  've  heard  many  swear, 

Were  voices  of  the  dead : 

I  cannot  think,  whate'er  they  say, 

They  had  to  do  with  Martha  Ray. 


^  But  that  she  goes  to  this  old  Thorn, 
The  Thorn  which  I  described  to  you. 
And  there  sits  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 
I  will  be  sworn  is  true. 
For  one  day  with  my  telescope, 
To  view  the  ocean  wide  and  bright, 
When  to  this  country  first  I  came. 
Ere  I  had  heard  of  Martha's  name, 
I  climbed  the  mountain's  height :  — 
A  storm  came  on,  and  I  could  see 
No  object  higher  than  my  knee. 
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XTIL 

^  'T  was  mist  and  rain,  and  storm  and  rain  : 

No  screen,  no  fence,  could  I  discover ; 

And  then  the  wind !  in  sooth,  it  was 

A  wind  full  ten  times  over. 

I  looked  around,  I  thought  I  saw 

A  jutting  crag,  —  and  off  I  ran, 

Head-foremost,  through  the  driving  rain, 

The  shelter  of  the  crag  to  gain  ; 

And,  as  I  am  a  man, 

Instead  of  jutting  crag,  I  found 

A  "Woman  seated  on  the  ground. 

xvin. 
"  I  did  not  speak,  —  I  saw  her  face ; 
Her  face  I  —  it  was  enough  for  me ; 
I  turned  about  and  heard  her  cry, 

*  O  misery  I  O  misery  ! ' 

And  there  she  sits,  until  the  moon 

Through  half  the  clear  blue  sky  will  go ; 

And  when  the  little  breezes  make 

The  waters  of  the  pond  to  shake, 

As  all  the  country  know, 

She  shudders,  and  you  hear  her  cry, 

*  O  misery  !  0  misery  ! ' " 

zix. 

^  But  what 's  the  Thorn  ?  and  what  the  pond  ? 

And  what  the  hill  of  moss  to  her  ? 

And  what  the  creeping  breeze  that  comes 

The  little  pond  to  stir?" 

**  I  cannot  tell ;  but  some  will  say 
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She  hanged  her  baby  on  the  tree ; 
Some  saj  she  drowned  it  in  the  pondi 
Which  is  a  little  step  beyond : 
But  all  and  each  agrees 
The  little  Babe  was  buried  there, 
Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fisur. 

XX. 

^  I  Ve  heard,  the  moss  is  spotted  red 
With  drops  of  that  poor  infant's  blood  $ 
But  kill  a  new-bom  infant  thus, 
I  do  not  think  she  could  I 
Some  say,  if  to  the  pond  you  go, 
And  fix  on  it  a  steady  view. 
The  shadow  of  a  babe  you  trace, 
A  baby  and  a  baby's  face, 
And  that  it  looks  at  you ; 
Whene'er  you  look  on  it,  't  is  plain 
The  baby  looks  at  you  again. 

XXI. 

<*  And  some  had  sworn  an  oath,  that  slie 
Should  be  to  public  justice  brought ; 
And  for  the  little  infant's  bones 
With  spades  they  would  have  sought. 
But  instantly  the  hill  of  moss 
Before  their  eyes  began  to  stir  ! 
And,  for  full  fifly  yards  around. 
The  grass,  it  shook  upon  tlie  ground  I 
Yet  all  do  still  aver 
The  little  Babe  lies  buried  there. 
Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fair. 
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**  1  cannot  tell  how  this  may  be, 

But  plain  it  is  the  Thorn  is  bound 

With  heavy  tufts  of  moss,  that  strive 

To  drag  it  to  the  ground ; 

And  this  I  know,  full  many  a  time, 

When  she  was  on  a  mountain  high, 

By  day,  and  in  the  silent  night, 

When  all  the  stars  shone  clear  and  bright, 

That  I  have  heard  her  cry, 

*  O  misery !  O  misery ! 

O  woe  is  me  !  0  misery  I' " 

1798. 


XXIV. 
HARTLEAP  WELL. 

Hart-Lenp  Well  is  a  small  spring  of  water,  about  five  milet 
from  Richmond  in  Yorkshire,  and  near  the  side  of  the  road 
that  leads  from  Richmond  to  Asi^rigg.  Its  name  is  derived 
from  a  remarkable  Chase,  the  memory  of  which  is  preserved 
by  the  monuments  spoken  of  in  the  Second  Part  of  the  fol- 
lowing Poem,  which  monuments  do  now  exist  as  I  have 
there  described  them. 

The  Knight  had  ridden  down  from  Wensley  Moor 
With  the  slow  motion  of  a  summer's  cloud  ; 
And  now,  as  he  approached  a  vassal's  door, 
*  Bring  forth  another  horse ! "  he  cried  aloud. 
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^  Another  horse ! " — That  shout  the  vassal  heard, 
And  saddled  his  best  steed,  a  comely  gray ; 
Sir  Walter  mounted  him ;  he  was  the  third 
Which  he  had  mounted  on  that  glorious  day. 

Joy  sparkled  in  the  prancing  courser's  eyes  5 
The  horse  and  horseman  are  a  happy  pair; 
But,  though  Sir  Walter  like  a  falcon  flies, 
There  is  a  doleful  silence  in  the  air. 

A  rout  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter's  Hall, 
That  as  they  galloped  made  the  echoes  roar ; 
But  horse  and  man  are  vanished,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  was  never  seen  before. 

Sir  Walter,  restless  as  a  veering  wind, 
Calls  to  the  few  tired  dogs  that  yet  remiun : 
Blanch,  Swifl,  and  Music,  noblest  of  their  kind. 
Follow,  and  up  the  weary  mountain  strain. 

The  Knight  hallooed,  he  cheered  and  chid  them  on 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraidings  stem ; 
But  breath  and  eyesight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one, 
The  dogs  are  stretched  among  the  mountain  fern. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumult  of  the  race  ? 
The  bugles  that  so  joyfully  were  blown  ? 
—  This  chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  chase ; 
Sir  Walter  and  the  Hart  are  left  alone. 
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The  poor  Hart  toils  along  the  mountain -fdde  ; 
I  will  not  stop  to  tell  how  far  he  fled, 
Nor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died ; 
But  now  the  Knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting,  then,  he  leaned  against  a  thorn ; 
He  had  no  follower,  dog,  nor  man,  nor  boy : 
He  neither  cracked  his  whip,  nor  blew  his  horoi 
But  gazed  upon  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 

Close  to  the  thorn  on  which  Sir  Walter  leaned. 
Stood  his  dumb  partner  in  this  glorious  feat ; 
Weak  as  a  lamb  the  hour  that  it  is  yeaned. 
And  white  with  foam  as  if  with  cleaving  sleeU 

Upon  his  side  the  Hart  was  lying  stretched: 
His  nostril  touched  a  spring  beneath  a  hill. 
And  with  the  last  deep  groan  his  breath  had  fetched 
The  waters  of  the  spring  were  trembling  still. 

And  now,  too  happy  for  repose  or  rest, 
(Never  had  living  man  such  joyful  lot !) 
Sir  Walter  walked  all  round,  north,  south,  and  west, 
And  gazed  and  gazed  upon  that  darling  spot. 

And  climbing  up  the  hill,  (it  was  at  least 
ITour  roods  of  sheer  ascent,)  Sir  Walter  found 
Three  several  hoof-marks  which  the  hunted  Beast 
dad  left  imprinted  on  the  gi*assy  ground. 
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Sir  Walter  wiped  his  face,  and  cried,  "  Till  now 
Such  sight  was  never  seen  by  human  eyes : 
Three  leaps  have  home  him  from  this  lofty  brow, 
Down  to  the  very  fountain  where  he  lies. 

^  I  '11  build  a  pleasure-house  upon  this  spot, 
And  a  small  arbor,  made  for  rural  joy ; 
T  will  be  the  traveller's  shed,  the  pilgrim's  ool| 
A  place  of  love  for  damsels  that  are  coy. 

**  A  cunning  artist  will  I  have  to  frame 
A  basin  for  that  fountain  in  the  dell ! 
And  they  who  do  make  mention  of  the  same. 
From   this  day  forth,  shall  call  it  Habt-lbap 
Well. 

^  And,  gallant  Stag !  to  make  thy  praises  known, 
Another  monument  shall  here  be  raised ; 
Three  several  pillars,  each  a  rough-hewn  stone, 
And  planted  where  thy  hoofs  the  turf  have  grazed. 

"  And,  in  the  summer-time  when  days  are  long, 
I  will  come  hither  with  my  Paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
We  will  make  merry  in  that  pleasant  bower. 

^  Till  the  foundations  of  the  mountains  fail, 
My  mansion  with  its  arbor  shall  endure ;  — 
The  joy  of  them  who  till  the  fields  of  Swale, 
And  them  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Ure  I " 
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Then  home  he  went,  and  left  the  Hart,  stone-dead. 
With  breathless  nostrils  stretched  above  the  spring. 
—  Soon  did  the  Blnight  perform  what  he  had  said, 
And  far  and  wide  the  fame  thereof  did  ring. 

Ere  thrice  the  Moon  into  her  port  had  steered, 
A  cup  of  stone  received  the  living  well ; 
Three  pillars  of  rude  stone  Sir  Walter  reared, 
And  built  a  house  of  pleasure  in  the  delL 

And  near  the  fountain,  flowers  of  stature  tall 
With  trailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined,  — 
Which  soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  hall, 
A  leafj  shelter  from  the  sun  and  wind. 

And  thither,  when  the  summer  dajs  were  long« 
Sir  Walter  led  his  wondering  Paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
Made  merriment  within  that  pleasant  bower. 

The  Knight,  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time, 
And  his  bones  lie  in  his  paternal  vale.  — 
But  there  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme, 
And  I  to  this  would  add  another  tale* 


PART    SECOND. 


Thc  moving  accident  is  not  my  trade  ; 
To  freeze  the  blood  I  have  no  ready  arts : 
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T  is  mj  delight,  alone  in  summer  shade, 
To  pipe  a  simple  song  for  thinking  hearts. 

As  I  from  Hawes  to  Richmond  did  repair. 
It  chanced  that  I  saw  standing  in  a  dell 
Tiiree  aspens  at  three  comers  of  a  square ; 
And  one,  not  four  yards  distant,  near  a  welL 

What  this  imported  I  could  ill  divine : 
And,  pulling  now  the  rein  my  horse  to  stop, 
I  saw  three  pillars  standing  in  a  line,  — 
The  last  stone  pillar  on  a  dark  hill-top. 

The  trees  were  gray,  with  neither  arms  nor  head 
Half  wasted  the  square  mound  of  tawny  green ; 
So  that  you  just  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 
^  Here  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been.'' 

I  looked  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  near, — 
More  doleful  place  did  never  eye  survey ; 
It  seemed  as  if  the  spring-time  came  not  here. 
And  Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

I  stood  in  various  thoughts  and  fancies  lost. 
When  one,  who  was  in  shepherd's  garb  attired. 
Came  up  the  hollow  :  —  him  did  I  accost. 
And  what  this  place  might  be  I  then  inquired. 

The  Shepherd  stopped,  and  that  same  story  told 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  1  have  rehearsed. 
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^  A  jolly  place,"  said  he,  "  in  times  of  old  ! 
But  something  aila  it  now  :  the  spot  is  curst. 

**  You  see  these  lifeless  stumps  of  aspen-wood,  — 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms,  -^ 
These  were  the  bower ;  and  here  a  mansion  stoodi 
The  finest  palace  of  a  hundred  realms  I 

"  The  arbor  does  its  own  condition  tell ; 
Tou  see  the  stones,  the  fountain,  and  the  stream ; 
But  as  to  the  great  Lodge  I  you  might  as  well 
Hunt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

"There's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep, 
Will  wet  his  lips  within  that  cup  of  stone ; 
And  oftentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep, 
This  water  doth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

"  Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done, 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood  :  but,  for  my  part, 
I  've  guessed,  when  I  've  been  sitting  in  the  sun, 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  Hart. 

"  What  thougnts  must  through  the  creature's  brain 

have  past ! 
Even  from  the  topmost  stone,  upon  the  steep, 
Are  but  three  bounds,  —  and  look.  Sir,  at  this  lastt 
0  Master  I  it  has  been  a  cruel  leap. 

^  For  thirteen  hours  he  ran  a  desperate  race ; 
And  in  my  simple  mind  we  cannot  tell 

VOL.  II.  12 
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What  cause  the  Hart  might  have  to  love  this  plaoe^ 
And  come  and  make  his  death-ji)ed  near  the  weiL 

"  Here  on  the  grass  perhaps  asleep  he  sank, 
Lulled  by  the  fountain  in  the  summer  tide ; 
Th'is  water  was  perhaps  the  first  he  drank 
When  he  had  wandered  from  his  mother's  side. 

"  In  April  here  beneath  the  flowering  thorn 
He  heard  the  birds  their  morning  carols  sing ; 
And  he,  perhaps,  for  aught  we  know,  was  bom 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  that  selfsame  spring. 

**  Now,  here  is  neither  grass  nor  pleasant  shade ; 

The  sun  on  drearier  hollow  never  shone  ; 

So  will  it  be,  as  I  have  oflen  said. 

Till  trees,  and  stones,  and  fountain,  all  are  gone." 

**  Gray-headed  Shepherd,  thou  hast  spoken  well ; 
Small  difference  lies  between  thy  creed  and  mine : 
This  Beast  not  unobserved  by  Nature  fell ; 
His  death  was  mourned  by  sympathy  divine. 

"  The  Being,  that  is  in  the  clouds  and  air. 
That  is  in  the  green  leaves  among  the  groves, 
Maintains  a  deep  and  reverential  care 
For  the  unoffending  creatures  whom  he  loves. 

**The  pleasure-house  is  dust: — behind,  before, 
This  is  no  common  waste,  no  common  gloom ; 
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But  Nature,  in  due  course  of  time,  once  more 
Shall  here  put  on  her  beauty  and  her  bloom. 

"  She  leaves  these  objects  to  a  slow  decay. 
That  what  we  are,  and  have  been,  may  be  known ; 
But  at  the  coming  of  the  milder  day, 
These  monuments  shall  all  be  overgrown. 

"  One  lesson,  Shepherd,  let  us  two  divide. 
Taught  both  by  what  she  shows,  and  what  conceals; 
Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 
With  sorrow  of  the  meanest  thing  that  feels." 

1800. 


XXV. 
SONG  AT  THE  FEAST  OF  BROUGHAM  CASTLE, 

DFOM  THX  ItESTORATION  OF  LORD  CLIFFORD,  THE  SHEPHERD, 
TO  THE  ESTATES  AND  HONORS  OF  HIS  ANCESTORS. 

High  in  the  breathless  Hall  the  Minstrel  sate, 
And  Emont's  murmur  mingled  with  the  Song. — 
The  words  of  ancient  time  I  thus  translate, 
A  festal  strain  that  hath  been  silent  long :  — 

"  From  town  to  town,  from  tower  to  tower. 
The  red  rose  is  a  gladsome  flower. 
Her  thirty  years  of  winter  past, 
The  red  rose  is  revived  at  last ; 
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Slin  lifts  her  bead  for  endless  spring. 
For  everlasting  blossoming : 
Both  roses  flourisb,  red  and  white : 
In  love  and  sisterly  delight 
The  two  that  were  at  strife  are  blendedf 
And  all  old  troubles  now  are  ended.  — 
Joy  !  joy  to  both !  but  most  to  her 
Who  is  the  flower  of  Lancaster  I 
Behold  her  how  she  smiles  to-day 
On  this  great  throng,  this  bright  array  1 
Fair  greeting  doth  she  send  to  all 
From  every  corner  of  the  hall ; 
But  chiefly  from  above  the  board 
Where  sits  in  state  our  rightful  Lord, 
A  Clifford  to  his  own  restored  I 

"  They  came  with  banner,  spear,  and  shield 
And  it  was  proved  in  Bosworth-field. 
Not  long  the  Avenger  was  withstood,  — 
Earth  helped  him  with  the  cry  of  blood : 
St.  George  was  for  us,  and  the  might 
Of  blessed  Angels  crowned  the  right. 
Loud  voice  the  Land  has  uttered  forth. 
We  loudest  in  the  faithful  North : 
Our  fields  rejoice,  our  mountains  ring^ 
Our  streams  proclaim  a  welcoming ; 
Our  strong  abodes  and  castles  see 
The  glory  of  their  loyalty. 

"  How  glad  is  Skipton  at  this  hoiuv— 
Though  lonely,  a  deserted  Tower ; 
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Knight,  squire,  and  yeoman,  page  and  grooms 
We  have  them  at  the  feast  of  Brough'm. 
How  glad  Pendragon,  —  though  the  sleep 
Of  years  be  on  her !  —  She  shall  reap 
A  taste  of  this  great  pleasure,  viewing 
As  in  a  dream  her  own  renewing. 
Rejoiced  is  Brough,  right  glad  I  deem 
Beside  her  little  humble  stream ; 
And  she  that  keepeth  watch  and  ward 
Her  statelier  Eden's  course  to  guard ; 
They  both  are  happy  at  this  hour, 
Though  each  is  but  a  lonely  Tower :  — 
But  here  is  perfect  joy  and  pride 
For  one  fair  House  by  Emont's  side, 
This  day,  distinguished  without  peer. 
To  ses  her  Master  and  to  cheer  — r 
Hun,  aud  his  Lady-mother  dear  I 

"  O,  it  was  a  time  forlorn 
When  the  &therless  was  bom  1  — 
Give  her  wings  that  she  may  fly, 
Or  she  sees  her  infant  die ! 
Swords  that  are  with  slaughter  wild 
Hunt  the  Mother  and  the  Child. 
Who  will  take  them  from  the  light? 
—  Yonder  is  a  man  in  sight,  — 
Yonder  is  a  house,  —  but  where  ? 
No,  they  must  not  enter  there. 
To  the  caves,  and  to  the  brooks, 
To  the  3louds  of  heaven  she  looks  ; 
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She  is  speechless,  but  her  eyes 
Pray  in  ghostly  agonies. 
Blissful  Mary,  Mother  mild. 
Maid  and  Mother  undefiled, 
Save  a  Mother  and  her  Child  I 

"  Now  who  is  he  that  bounds  with  joy 
On  Carrock's  side,  a  Shepherd-boy  ? 
No  thoughts  hath  he  but  thoughts  that  ] 
Light  as  the  wind  along  the  grass. 
Can  this  be  he  who  hither  came 
In  secret,  like  a  smothered  flame  ? 
O'er  whom  such  thankful  tears  were  shed 
For  shelter,  and  a  poor  man's  bread  I 
God  loves  the  Child ;  and  God  hath  willed 
That  those  dear  words  should  be  fulfilled, 
The  Lady's  words,  when  forced  away, 
The  last  she  to  her  Babe  did  say : 
*  My  own,  my  own,  thy  Fellow-guest 
I  may  not  be ;  but  rest  thee,  rest, 
For  lowly  shepherd's  life  is  best ! ' 

"  Alas  I  when  evil  men  are  strong. 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long. 
The  Boy  must  part  from  Mosedale's  groveiy 
And  leave  Blencathara's  rugged  coves, 
And  quit  the  flowers  that  summer  brings 
To  Glenderamakin's  lofty  springs ; 
Must  vanish,  and  his  careless  cheer 
Be  tunied  to  heaviness  and  fear. 
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—  Give  Sir  Lancelot  Threlkeld  pnuBe  I 
Hear  it,  good  man,  old  in  days  I 

Thou  tree  of  covert  and  of  rest 
For  this  jonng  Bird  that  is  distrest ; 
Among  thy  branches  safe  he  laj. 
And  he  was  free  to  sport  and  play, 
When  falcons  were  abroad  for  prey. 

*^  A  recreant  harp,  that  sings  of  fear 
And  heaviness  in  Clifford's  ear  I 
I  said,  when  evil  men  are  strong, 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long, 
A  weak  and  cowardly  untruth  ! 
Our  Clifford  was  a  happy  Youth, 
And  thankful  through  a  weary  time, 
That  brought  him  up  to  manhood's  prime* 

—  Again  he  wanders  forth  at  will, 
And  tends  a  flock  from  hill  to  hill : 
His  garb  is  humble ;  ne'er  was  seen 
Such  garb  with  such  a  noble  mien  ; 
Among  the  shepherd  grooms  no  mate 
Hath  he,  a  Child  of  strength  and  state ! 
Yet  lacks  not  friends  for  simple  glee, 
Nor  yet  for  higher  sympathy. 

To  his  side  the  fallow-deer 
Came,  and  rested  without  fear ; 
The  eagle,  lord  of  land  and  sea, 
Stooped  down  to  pay  him  fealty ; 
And  both  the  undying  fish  that  swim 
Through  Bowscale-tarn  did  wait  on  him  ; 
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The  pair  were  servants  of  his  eye 

In  their  immortality ; 

And  glancing,  gleaming,  dark  or  brighli 

Moved  to  and  fro,  for  his  delight 

He  knew  the  rocks  which  Angels  haunt 

Upon  the  mountains  visitant ; 

He  hath  kenned  them  taking  wing : 

And  into  caves  where  Faeries  sing 

He  hath  entered ;  and  been  told 

By  Voices  how  men  lived  of  old* 

Among  the  heavens  his  eye  can  see 

The  face  of  thing  that  is  to  be  ; 

And,  if  that  men  report  him  right, 

His  tongue  could  whisper  words  of  might 

— Now  anoUier  day  is  come. 

Fitter  hope,  and  nobler  doom ; 

He  hath  thrown  aside  his  crook, 

And  hath  burfed  deep  his  book  ; 

Armor  rusting  in  his  halls 

On  the  blood  of  CliflTord  calls ;  — 

•Quell  the  Scot,'  exclaims  the  Lance,— 

Bear  me  to  the  heart  of  France, 

Is  the  longing  of  the  Shield,  — 

Tell  thy  name,  thou  trembling  Field ; 

Field  of  death,  where'er  thou  be, 

Groan  thou  with  our  victory  I   • 

Happy  day,  and  mighty  hour. 

When  our  Shepherd,  in  his  power, 

Mailed  and  horsed,  with  lance  and  sword, 

To  his  ancestors  restored 
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Like  a  reappearing  Star, 
.Like  a  glory  from  afar, 
First  shall  head  the  flock  of  war ! " 

Alas !  the  impassioned  minstrel  did  not  know 
How,  bj  Heaven's  grace,  this  Clifford's  heart  was 

framed: 
How  he,  long  forced  in  hamble  walks  to  go. 
Was  soflened  into  feeling,  soothed,  and  tamed. 

Loye  had  he  found  in  huts  where  poor  men  lie ; 
His  daily  teachers  had  been  woods  and  rills, 
The  silence  that  is  in  the  starry  sky. 
The  sleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  hills. 

In  him  the  savage  virtue  of  the  Race, 
Revenge,  and  all  ferocious  thoughts,  were  dead : 
Nor  did  he  change ;  but  kept  in  lofty  place 
The  wisdom  which  adversity  had  bred. 

Glad  were  the  vales,  and  every  cottage-hearth  ; 
The  Shepherd-lord  was  honored  more  and  more ; 
And,  ages  after  he  was  laid  in  earth, 
*  The  good  Ix)rd  Clifford  "  was  the  name  hi  bore 

1807. 
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XXVI. 

LINES, 

ecniPOMCu  a  few  siiles  adove  tintbiu7  abbet,  om  mm 

TUmHO  THE  BAKES  OF  THE  WYE  DURWO  A  TOUB. 
JULY  18,  1798. 

Five  years  have  past;  five  summers^  with  the 

length 
Of  five  long  wmters !  and  again  I  hear 
These  waters,  rolling  from  their  mountain-epringB 
With  a  soft  inland  murmur.*  —  Once  again 
Do  I  behold  these  steep  and  lofly  clifis, 
That  on  a  wild,  secluded  scene  impress 
Thoughts  of  more  deep  seclusion,  and  connect 
The  landscape  with  the  quiet  of  the  sky. 
The  day  is  come  when  I  again  repose 
Here,  under  this  dark  sycamore,  and  view 
These  plots  of  cottage-ground,  these  orchard-tufis, 
Which  at  this  season,  with  their  unripe  fruits, 
Are  clad  in  one  green  hue,  and  lose  themselves 
'Mid  groves  and  copses.     Once  again  I  see 
These  hedge-rows,  hardly  hedge-rows,  little  lines 
Of  sportive  wood  run  wild :  these  pastoral  farms. 
Green  to  the  very  door ;  and  wreaths  of  smoke 
Sent  up,  in  silence,  from  among  the  trees ! 
With  some  uncertain  notice,  as  might  seem 


*  The  river  is  not  affected  by  the  tides  »  few  milef  abofl 
riotem 
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Of  vagrant  dwellers  in  the  houseless  wckkIs, 
Or  of  some  Hermit's  cave,  where  by  his  fire 
The  Hermit  sits  alone. 

These  beauteous  formsy 
Through  a  long  absence,  have  not  been  to  me 
As  is  a  landscape  to  a  blind  man's  eye : 
But  ofl,  in  lonely  rooms,  and  'mid  the  din 
Of  towns  and  cities,  I  have  owed  to  them. 
In  hours  of  weariness,  sensations  sweet, 
Felt  in  the  blood,  and  felt  along  the  heart; 
And  passing  even  into  my  purer  mind. 
With  tranquil  restoration: —  feelings  too 
Of  unremembered  pleasure :  such,  perhaps. 
As  have  no  slight  or  trivial  infiueuco 
On  that  best  portion  of  a  good  man's  life, 
His  little,  nameless,  unremembered  acts 
Of  kindness  and  of  love.     Nor  less,  I  trust, 
To  them  I  may  have  owed  another  gift, 
Of  aspect  more  sublime ;  that  blessed  mood. 
In  which  the  burden  of  the  mystery, 
In  which  the  heavy  and  the  weary  weight 
Of  all  this  unintelligible  world, 
Is  lightened :  —  that  serene  and  blessed  moodf 
In  which  the  affections  gently  lead  us  on, — 
Until,  the  breath  of  this  corporeal  frame 
knd  even  the  motion  of  our  human  blood 
Almost  suspended,  we  are  laid  asleep 
In  body,  and  become  a  living  soul : 
While  with  an  eye  made  quiet  by  the  power 
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Of  harmony,  and  the  deep  power  of  joy, 
We  see  into  the  life  of  things. 

If  this 
Be  but  a  vain  belief,  yet,  oh!  how  oft  — 
In  darkness  and  amid  the  many  shapes 
Of  joyless  daylight;  when  the  fretful  stir 
Unprofitable,  and  the  fever  of  the  world. 
Have  hung  upon  the  beatings  of  my  heart  — 
How  oft,  in  spirit,  have  I  turned  to  thee, 

0  sylvan  Wye !  thou  wanderer  through  the  woods, 
How  often  has  my  spirit  turned  to  thee ! 

And  now,   with  gleams  of  half-eztingaished 
thought, 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  faint, 
And  somewhat  of  a  sad  perplexity. 
The  picture  of  the  mind  revives  again  : 
While  here  I  stand,  not  only  with  the  sense 
Of  present  pleasure,  but  with  pleasing  thoughts 
That  in  this  moment  there  is  life  and  food 
For  future  years.    And  so  I  dare  to  hope. 
Though  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  I  was  when 
first 

1  came  among  these  hills ;  when  like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o'er  the  mountiuns,  by  the  sides 
Of  the  deep  rivers,  and  the  lonely  streams. 
Wherever  nature  led :  more  like  a  man 
Flying  from  something  that  he  dreads,  than  one 
Who  sought  the  thing  he  loved.     For  nature  then 
(I'he  (\oarser  pleasures  of  my  boyish  days 
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And  their  glad  animal  movements  all  gone  bj) 
To  me  was  all  in  all.  —  I  cannot  paint 
What  then  I  was.     The  sounding  cataract 
Haunted  me  like  a  passion  :  the  tall  rock, 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood, 
Their  colors  and  their  forms,  were  then  \o  me 
An  appetite ;  a  feeling  and  a  love, 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm 
By  thoughts  supplied,  nor  any  interest 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye.  —  That  time  is  past. 
And  all  its  aching  joys  are  now  no  more. 
And  all  its  dizzy  raptures.     Not  for  this 
Faint  I,  nor  mourn  nor  murmur ;  other  gifts 
Have  followed ;  for  such  loss,  I  would  believe, 
Abundant  recompense.    For  I  have  learned 
To  look  on  nature,  not  as  in  the  hour 
Of  thoughtless  youth ;  but  hearing  oftentimes 
The  still,  sad  music  of  humanity. 
Nor  harsh  nor  grating,  though  of  ample  power 
To  chasten  and  subdue.    And  I  have  felt 
A  presence  that  disturbs  me  with  the  joy  - 
Of  elevated  thoughts  ;  a  sense  sublime 
Of  something  far  more  deeply  interfused. 
Whose  dwelling  is  the  light  of  setting  suns, 
And  the  round  ocean,  and  the  living  air, 
And  the  blue  sky,  and  in  the  mind  of  man  : 
A  motion  and  a  spirit,  that  impels 
AU  thinking  things,  all  objects  of  all  thought, 
And  rolls  through  all  things.     Therefore  am  I  still 
4.  lover  of  the  meadowd  and  the  woods, 
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And  mountains ;  and  of  all  that  we  behold 
From  this  green  earth  ;  of  all  the  mighty  world 
Of  eye,  and  ear,  —  both  what  they  half  create,* 
And  what  perceive ;  well  pleased  to  recognize 
In  nature  and  the  language  of  the  sense, 
The  anchor  of  my  purest  thoughts,  the  nurse. 
The  guide,  the  guardian  of  my  heart,  and  soul 
Of  all  my  moral  being. 

Nor  perchance, 
If  I  were  not  thus  taught,  should  I  the  more 
Suffer  my  genial  spirits  to  decay  : 
For  thou  art  with  me  here  upon  the  banks 
Of  this  fair  river ;  thou  my  dearest  Friend,  . 
My  dear,  dear  Friend  ;  and  in  thy  voice  I  catch 
The  language  of  my  former  heart,  and  read 
My  former  pleasures  in  the  shooting  lights 
Of  thy  wild  eyes.     O  yet  a  little  while 
May  I  behold  in  thee  what  I  was  once, 
My  dear,  dear  Sister !  and  this  prayer  I  make, 
Knowing  that  Nature  never  did  betray 
Tlie  heart  that  loved  her ;  't  is  her  privilege, 
Through  all  the  years  of  this  our  life,  to  lead 
From  joy  to  joy :  for  she  can  so  inform 
The  mind  that  is  within  us,  so  impress 
With  quietness  and  beauty,  and  so  feed 
With  lofty  thoughts,  that  neither  evil  tongues, 
Rash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 
Nor  greetmgs  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all 

4  This  line  has  a  close  resembhince  to  an  admirable  line  cf 
fouug's,  the  exact  expression  of  which  I  do  not  recollect 
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fhe  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life, 

Shall  e'er  prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 

Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 

Is  full  of  blessings.     Therefore  let  the  moon 

Shine  on  thee  in  thy  solitary  walk  ; 

And  let  the  misty  mountain-winds  be  free 

Vo  blow  against  thee :  and,  in  afler  yeara, 

Wlien  these  wild  ecstasies  shall  be  matured 

Into  a  sober  pleasure ;  when  thy  mind 

Shall  be  a  mansion  for  all  lovely  forms, 

Thy  memory  be  as  a  dwelling-place 

For  all  sweet  sounds  and  harmonies ;  O,  then^ 

If  solitude,  or  fear,  or  pain,  or  grief. 

Should  be  thy  portion,  with  what  healing  thoughts 

Of  tender  joy  wilt  thou  remember  me, 

And  these  my  exhortations !     Nor,  perchance,  — 

If  I  should  be  where  I  no  more  can  hear 

Thy  voice,  nor  catch  from  thy  wild  eyes  these 

gleams 
Of  past  existence,  —  wilt  thou  then  forget 
That  on  the  banks  of  this  delightful  stream 
We  stood  together ;  and  that  I,  so  long 
A  worshipper  of  Nature,  hither  came 
Unwearied  in  that  service :  rather  say 
With  warmer  love,  —  oh  !  with  far  deeper  zeal 
Of  holier  love.     Nor  wilt  thou  then  forget, 
ITiat  after  many  wanderings,  many  years 
Of  absence,  these  steep  woods  and  lofty  clifis, 
\nd  this  green  pastoral  landscape,  were  to  me 
5iore  dear,  both  for  themselves  and  for  thy  sake  ^ 

1798. 
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It  is  no  Spirit  who  from  heaven  hath  flown, 

And  is  descending  on  his  embassj ; 

Nor  Traveller  gone  from  earth  the.  heavens  to 

espyl 
'T  is  Hesperus,  —  there  he  stands  with  guttering 

crown, 
First  admonition  that  the  sun  is  down ! 
For  yet  it  is  broad  daylight :  clouds  pass  by ; 
A  few  are  near  him  still ;  —  and  now  the  sky, 
He  hath  it  to  himself,  —  't  is  all  his  own. 
O  most  ambitious  Star !  an  inquest  wrought 
Within  me  when  I  recognized  thy  light ; 
A  moment  I  was  startled  at  the  sight : 
And  while  I  gazed,  there  came  to  me  a  thon^ 
That  I  might  step  beyond  my  natural  race, 
As  thou  seem'st  now  to  do  ;  might  one  day  trace 
Some  ground  not  mine ;  and,  strong  her  strength 

above, 
My  Soul,  an  Apparition  in  the  place, 
Tread  there  with  steps  that  no  one  shall  reprove ! 

1808. 
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FRENCH  REVOLUTION, 

48  n  AITEABED  TO  ENTHUSIASTS  AT  ITS  OOMMmCBMBVr.* 
BSPRISTED  FROM  **THE  FRIEND." 

0  PLEASANT  exercise  of  hope  and  joy  I 

For  mighty  were  the  auxiliars  which  then  stood 

Upon  our  side,  we  who  were  strong  in  love  1 

Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  to  be  alive, 

But  to  be  young  was  very  heaven !  —  O  times 

In  which  the  meagre,  stale,  forbidding  ways 

Of  custom,  law,  and  statute  took  at  once 

The  attraction  of  a  country  in  romance  I 

When  Reason  seemed  the  most  to  assert  her  rigiitSy 

When  most  intent  on  making  of  herself 

A  prime  Enchantress  —  to  assist  the  work, 

Wliich  then  was  going  forward  in  her  name ! 

Not  favored  spots  alone,  but  the  whole  earth, 

The  beauty  wore  of  promise,  that  which  sets 

(As  at  some  moment  might  not  be  unfelt 

Among  the  bowers  of  paradise  itself) 

The  budding  rose  above  the  rose  full-blown. 

What  temper  at  the  prospect  did  not  wake 

To  happiness  unthought  of?     The  inert 

Were  roused,  and  lively  natures  rapt  away ! 

4F  This  and  the  Extract,  Vol.  I.  p.  219,  and  the  first  pieoe 
of  this  Class,  are  from  the  unpublished  Poem  of  whioh  t 
MMxrant  is  given  in  the  Preface  to  the  Excursion. 

VOL.  IL  13 
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They  who  had  fed  their  childhood  upon  dreams, 
The  plaj'fellows  of  fancy,  —  who  had  made 
All  powers  of  swiftness,  subtiltj,  and  strength 
Their  ministers,  —  who  in  lordly  wise  had  stirred 
Among  the  grandest  objects  of  the  sense, 
And  dealt  with  whatsoever  they  found  there 
As  if  they  had  within  some  lurking  right 
To  wield  it ;  —  they,  too,  who,  of  gentle  mood, 
Had  watched  all  gentle  motions,  and  to  these 
Had  fitted  their  own  thoughts,  schemers  more  mild 
And  in  the  region  of  their  peaceful  selves ;  — 
Now  was  it  that  both  found,  the  meek  and  lofly 
Did  both  find,  helpers  to  their  heart's  desire, 
And  stuff  at  hand,  plastic  as  they  could  wish ; 
Were  called  upon  to  exercise  their  skill, 
Not  in  Utopia,  subterranean  fields, 
Or  some  secreted  island.  Heaven  knows  where  I 
But  in  the  very  world,  which  is  the  world 
Of  all  of  us,  —  the  place  where  in  the  end 
We  find  our  happiness,  or  not  at  all ! 

180& 


XXIX. 


Yes,  it  was  the  mountain  Echo, 
Solitary,  clear,  profound, 
Answering  to  the  shouting  Cuckoo, 
Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound  ! 
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Unsolicited  reply 

To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent ; 

like  her  ordinary  cry, 

Like  —  but  oh !  how  different  I 

Hears  not  also  mortal  Life  ? 
Hear  not  we,  unthinking  Creatures  i 
Slaves  of  folly,  love,  or  strife,  — 
Voices  of  two  different  natures  ? 

Have  not  we  too  ?  —  yes,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  whence ; 
Echoes  from  beyond  the  grave. 
Recognized  intelligence ! 

Such  rebounds  our  inward  ear 
Catches  sometimes  from  afar ;  — 
Listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear ; 
For  of  Grod, — of  God  they  are. 

1806. 


XXX. 


TO  A  SKYLARK. 


Ethereal  minstrel !  pilgrim  of  the  sky  5 

Dost  thou  despise  the  earth  where  cares  abound  F 

Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and  eye 
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Both  with  thy  nest  upon  the  dewy  ground  ? 
Thy  nest,  which  thou  canst  drop  into  at  will, 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that  music  ^tiU* 

Leave  to  the  nightingale  her  shady  wood ; 

A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine ; 

Whence  thou  dost  pour  upon  the  world  a  flood 

Of  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine ; 

Type  of  the  wise  who  soar,  hut  never  roam ; 

True  to  the  kindred  points  of  Heaven  and  Home  I 

1826. 


XXXI. 

LAODAMIA. 


t(  With  sacrifice  before  the  rising  mom 
Vows  have  I  made  by  fruitless  hope  inspired ; 
And  from  the  infernal  Gods,  *mid  shades  forlorn 
Of  night,  my  slaughtered  Lord  have  I  required : 
Celestial  pity  I  again  implore  ;  — 
Restore  him  to  my  sight,  —  great  Jove,  restore ! " 

So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endowed 
With  faith,  the  Suppliant  heavenward  lifts  her 

hands ; 
While,  like  the  sun  emerging  from  a  cloud. 
Her  countenance  brightens  and  her  rye  expaodit 
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Her  bosom  heaves  and  spreads,  her  stature  gruwe ; 
And  she  expects  the  issue  in  repose. 

3  terror  I  what  hath  she  perceived  ?  —  O  joy  I 
What  doth  she  look  on  ?  —  whom  doth  she  behold  ? 
Her  Hero  slain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy  ? 
His  vital  presence  ?  his  corporeal  mould  ? 
It  is,  —  if  sense  deceive  her  not,  —  't  is  He  I 
And  a  Gk>d  leads  him,  winged  Mercury  I 

Mild  Hermes  spake,  —  and  touched  her  with  his 

wand 
That  calms  all  fear :  ^  Such  grace  hath  crowned 

thy  prayer, 
Laodamia  1  that  at  Jove's  command 
Thy  Husband  walks  the  paths  of  upper  air : 
He  comes  to  tarry  with  thee  three  hours'  space ; 
Accept  the  gifl,  behold  him  face  to  face ! " 

Forth  sprang  the  impassioned  Queen  her  Lord  to 

clasp; 
Again  that  consummation  she  essayed ; 
But  unsubstantial  Form  eludes  her  grasp 
As  often  as  that  eager  grasp  was  made. 
The  Phantom  parts, —  but  parts  to  reunite, 
And  reassume  his  place  before  her  sight. 

"  Protesilaus,  lo  !  thy  guide  is  gone  I 
Confirm,  I  pray,  the  vision  with  thy  voice : 
This  is  our  palace,  —  yonder  is  thy  throne ; 
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Speak,  and  the  floor  thou  tread'st  on  will  rejoicet 
Not  to  appall  me  have  the  Grods  bestowed 
This  precious  boon,  and  blest  a  sad  abode.^ 

^  Great  Jove,  Laodamia  I  doth  not  leave 
His  gifls  imperfect :  —  Spectre  though  I  be, 
I  am  not  sent  to  scare  thee  or  deceive ; 
But  in  reward  of  thj  fidelity. 
And  something  also  did  my  worth  obtain ; 
For  fearless  virtue  bringeth  boundless  gain. 

'*  Thou  knowest,  the  Delphic  oracle  foretold 
That  the  first  Grreek  who  touched  the  Trojan  strand 
Should  die ;  but  me  the  threat  could  not  withhold: 
A  generous  cause  a  victim  did  demand  ; 
And  forth  I  leapt  upon  the  sandy  plain  ; 
A  self-devoted  chief,  by  Hector  slain.'' 

"  Supreme  of  Heroes  I  bravest,  noblest,  best ! 
Thy  matchless  courage  I  bewail  no  more, 
Which  then,  when  tens  of  thousands  were  depresi 
By  doubt,  propelled  thee  to  the  fatal  shore ; 
Thou  found*st  —  and  I  forgive  thee  —  here  thou 

art  — 
A  nobler  counsellor  than  my  poor  heart. 

"  But  thou,  though  capable  of  sternest  deed, 
Wert  kind  as  resolute,  and  good  as  brave  ; 
And  he  whose  power  restores  thee  hath  decreed 
Thou  shouldst  elude  the  malice  of  the  grave : 
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Kedundant  are  thj  locks,  thy  lips  as  fair 

As  when  their  breath  enriched  Thessaliau  air. 

"  No  Spectre  greets  me,  —  no  vain  Shadow  this  ; 
Come,  blooming  Hero,  place  thee  hj  my  side  I 
Gire,  on  this  well-known  conch,  one  nuptial  kiss 
To  me,  this  day  a  second  time  thy  bride  I  ** 
Jove  frowned  in  heaven :  the  conscious  Parcae  threw 
Upon  those  roseate  lips  a  Stygian  hue. 

"  This  visage  tells  thee  that  my  doom  is  past : 
Nor  should  the  change  be  mourned,  even  if  the  jojrs 
Of  sense  were  able  to  return  as  fast 
And  surely  as  they  vanish.    Earth  destroys 
Those  raptures  duly  —  Erebus  disdains : 
Calm  pleasures  there  abide  — majestic  pains* 

"  Be  taught,  O  faithful  Consort,  to  control 
Rebellious  passion :  for  the  Grods  approve 
The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the  soul ; 
A  fervent,  not  ungovernable,  love. 
Thy  transports  moderate ;  and  meekly  mourn 
When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn  —  " 

"  Ah,  wherefore  ?  —  Did  not  Hercules  by  force 
Wrest  from  the  guardian  Monster  of  the  tomb 
Alcestis,  a  reanimated  corse. 
Given  back  to  dwell  on  earth  in  vernal  bloom  ? 
Medea's  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of  years. 
And  ^son  stood  a  youth  'mid  youthful  peers. 
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^  The  Gods  to  us  are  merciful,  and  they 
Yet  further  may  relent :  for  mightier  far 
Than  strength  of  nerve  and  sinew,  or  the  sway 
Of  magic  potent  over  sun  and  star, 
Is  love,  though  ofl  to  agony  distrest. 
And  though  his  favorite  seat  be  feeble  woman'i 
breast. 

"But  if  thou  goest,  I  follow  —  "    «  Peace!  '*  he 

said;  — 
8he  looked  upon  him  and  was  calmed  and  cheered 
The  ghastly  color  from  his  lips  had  fled ; 
In  his  deportment,  shape,  and  mien  appeared 
Elysian  beauty,  melancholy  grace. 
Brought  from  a  pensive,  though  a  happy  place. 

He  spake  of  love,  such  love  as  Spirits  feel 
In  worlds  whose  course  is  equable  and  pure ; 
No  fears  to  beat  away,  —  no  strife  to  heal,  — 
The  past  unsighed  for,  and  the  future  sure ; 
Spake  of  heroic  arts  in  graver  mood 
Revived,  with  finer  harmony  pursued ; 

Of  all  that  is  most  beauteous,  imaged  there 
In  happier  beauty ;  more  pellucid  streams, 
A>n  ampler  ether,  a  diviner  air. 
And  fields  invested  with  purpureal  gleams ; 
Climes  which  the  sun,  who  sheds  the  brightest 

day 
i£arth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 
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Yet  there  the  Soul  shall  enter  which  hath  earned 
That  privilege  by  virtue.  —  "  lU,"  said  he, 
**  The  end  of  man's  existence  I  discerned, 
Who  from  ignoble  games  and  revelry 
(}ould  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  delight, 
While  tears  were  thy  best  pastime,  day  and 
night ; 

"  And  while  my  youthful  peers  before  my  eyes 
(Each  hero  foUowuig  his  peculiar  bent) 
Prepared  themselves  for  glorious  enterprise 
By  martial  sports,  —  or,  seated  in  the  tei)^ 
Chieftains  and  kings  in  council  were  detained ; 
What  time  the  fleet  at  Aulis  lay  enchained. 

"  The  wished-for  wind  was  given  :  —  I  then  re- 
volved 
The  oracle,  upon  the  silent  sea; 
And,  if  no  worthier  led  the  way,  resolved 
That,  of  a  thousand  vessels,  mine  should  be 
The  foremost  prow  in  pressing  to  the  strand,  — 
Mine  the  first  blood  that  tinged  the  Trojan  sand. 

"  Yet  bitter,  ofltimes  bitter,  was  the  pang 
When  of  thy  loss  I  thought,  beloved  Wife! 
On  thee  too  fondly  did  my  memory  hang, 
And  on  the  joys  we  shared  in  mortal  life,  — 
The  paths  which  we  had  trod,  —  these  fountaina 

flowers,  — 
My  new-planned  cities,  and  unfinished  towers. 
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"  But  should  suspense  permit  the  Foe  to  cry, 
*  Behold  thej  tremble !  —  haughty  their  array, 
Yet  of  their  number  no  one  dares  to  die  ? ' 
In  soul  I  swept  the  indignity  away : 
Old  frailties  then  recurred  :  —  but  lofty  thougbl, 
In  act  embodied,  my  deliverance  wrought* 

**  And  Thou,  though  strong  in  love,  art  all  too  weak 

In  reason,  in  self-goyemment  too  slow ; 

I  counsel  thee  by  fortitude  to  seek 

Our  blest  reunion  in  the  shades  below. 

The  inv^ible  world  with  thee  hath  sympathised  ; 

Be  thy  affections  raised  and  solemnized. 

"  Learn,  by  a  mortal  yearning,  to  ascend,  — ' 
Seeking  a  higher  object.     Love  was  given, 
Encouraged,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that  end  ; 
For  this  the  passion  to  excess  was  driven,  — 
That  self  might  be  annulled :  her  bondage  prove 
The  fetters  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  love." 

Aloud  she  shrieked !  for  Hermes  reappears  I 
Round  the  dear  Shade  she  would  have  clung,  ^x 

't  is  vain : 
The  hours  are  past,  —  too  brief  had  they  b^en 

years; 
And  him  no  mortal  effort  can  detain : 
Swift,  toward  the  realms  that  know  not  earthly  day^ 
He  through  the  portal  takes  his  silent  way, 
^nd  on  the  palace-floor  a  lifeless  corse  she  lay. 
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Thus,  all  in  vain  exhorted  and  reproved, 
She  perished ;  and,  as  for  a  wilful  crime, 
By  the  just  Grods,  whom  no  weak  pity  moved, 
Was  doomed  to  wear  out  her  appointed  time, 
Apart  from  happy  Ghosts,  that  gather  flowers 
Of  blissful  quiet  'mid  unfading  bowers. 

— Yet  tearft  to  human  suffering  are  due ; 
And  mortal  hopes  defeated  and  overthrown 
Are  mourned  by  man,  and  not  by  man  alone, 
As  fondly  he  believes.  —  Upon  the  side 
Of  Hellespont  (such  faith  was  entertained) 
A  knot  of  spiry  trees  for  ages  grew 
From  out  the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  she  died ; 
And  ever,  when  such  stature  they  had  gained 
That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  to  their  view. 
The  trees'  tall  summits  withered  at  the  sight ; 
A  constant  interchange  of  growth  and  blight !  * 

1814. 

♦  For  the  ocoonnt  of  these  long-lived  trees,  see  Pliny's  Nat- 
ural History,  Lib.  XVI.  Cap.  44 ;  and  for  the  features  m  the 
character  of  Protesilaus  see  the  Iphigenia  m  Aulis  of  Eurip- 
ides. Vii^  places  the  Shade  of  Laodamia  in  a  mouroAil  le- 
gion, among  unhappy  Lovers : 

■  His  LaodamiA 
It  Comes. 
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XXXIl. 
DION. 

(8EB  PLUTABOH.) 
I. 

Serene,  and  fitted  to  embrace, 
Where'er  he  turned,  a  swan-like  graee 
Of  haughtiness  without  pretence, 
And  to  unfold  a  still  magnificence. 
Was  princely  Dion,  in  the  power 
And  beauty  of  his  happier  hour. 
And  what  pure  homage  then  did  wait 
On  Dion's  virtues,  while  the  lunar  beam 
Of  Plato's  genius,  from  its  lofty  sphere, 
Fell  round  him  in  the  grove  of  Academe, 
Softening  their  inbred  dignity  austere,  — 

That  he,  not  too  elate 

With  self-sufficing  solitude, 
But  with  majestic  lowliness  endued, 
Might  in  the  universal  bosom  reign, 
And  from  afiectionate  observance  gain 
Help,  under  every  change  of  adverse  fate- 


Five  thousand  warriors, —  O  the  rapturous  day  I— 
Each  crowned  with  flowers,  and  armed  with  speai 

and  shield. 
Or  ruder  weapon  which  their  course  might  yield, 
To  Syracuse  advance  in  bright  array. 
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Who  leads  them  on  ?  —  The  anxious  people  neo 

Long-exiled  Dion  marching  at  their  head, 

He  also  crowned  with  flowers  of  Sicily, 

And  in  a  white,  far-beaming  corselet  clad  I 

Pure  transport  undisturbed  by  doubt  or  fear 

The  gazers  feel ;  and,  rushing  to  the  plain, 

Salute  those  strangers  as  a  holy  train 

Or  blest  procession  (to  the  Immortals  dear) 

That  brought  their  precious  liberty  again. 

Lo  I  when  the  gates  are  entered,  on  each  hand, 

Down  the  long  street,  rich  goblets  filled  with  wine 

In  seemly  order  stand, 
On  tables  set,  as  if  for  rites  divine ;  — 
And,  as  the  great  Deliverer  marches  by, 
He  looks  on  festal  ground  with  fruits  bestrown ; 
And  flowers  are  on  his  person  thrown 

In  boundless  prodigality ; 
Nor  doth  the  general  voice  abstain  from  prayer, 
Invoking  Dion's  tutelary  care. 
As  if  a  very  Deity  he  were  ? 


Mourn,  hills  and  groves  of  Attica !  and  mourn, 
nissus,  bending  o'er  thy  classic  urn  ! 
Mourn,  and  lament  for  him  whose  spirit  dreads 
Tour  once  sweet  memory,  studious  walks  and 

shades ! 
For  him  who  to  divinity  aspired. 
Not  on  the  breath  of  popular  applause, 
But  through  dependence  on  the  sacred  laws 
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Framed  in  the  schools  where  Wisdom  dwelt  retired, 

Intent  to  trace  the  ideal  path  of  right 

(More  fair  than  heaven's  hroad  causeway  paved 

with  stars) 
Which  Dion  learned  to  measure  with  sublime  de- 
light;— 
But  he  hath  overleaped  the  eternal  bars ; 
And,  following  guides  whose  craft  holds  no  consent 
With  aught  that  breathes  the  ethereal  element. 
Hath  stained  the  robes  of  civil  power  with  blood* 
Unjustly  shed,  though  for  the  public  good. 
Whence  doubts  that  came  too  late,  and  wbhes  vain, 
Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  pain  : 
And  oh  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 
As,  through  the  abysses  of  a  joyless  heart, 
The  heaviest  plummet  of  despair  can  go. 
But  whence  that  sudden  check  ?  that  fearful  start  1^ 
He  hears  an  uncouth  sound,  — 
Anon  his  lifted  eyes 
Saw,  at  a  long-drawn  galler3r's  dusky  bound, 
A  Shape  of  more  than  mortal  size 
And  hideous  aspect,  stalking  round  and  round  I 
A  woman's  garb  the  Phantom  wore, 
And  fiercely  swept  the  marble  floor,  — 
Like  Auster  whirling  to  and  fro, 
His  force  on  Caspian  foam  to  try ; 
Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  snow 
That  skims  the  plains  of  Thessaly, 
Or  when  aloft  on  Msenalus  he  stops 
His  flight,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree  tops  I 
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IV. 

So,  but  fi!X>m  toil  less  sign  of  profit  reaping. 
The  sullen  Spectre  to  her  purpose  bowed. 

Sweeping,  —  vehemently  sweeping,  — 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avowed  I 
"  Avaunt,  inexplicable  Guest  I  —  avaunt  I " 
Exclaimed  the  Chieftain ;  —  '^  let  me  rather  see 
The  coronal  that  coiling  vipers  make  ; 
The  torch  that  flames  with  many  a  lurid  flake, 
And  the  long  train  of  doleful  pageantry 
Which  they  behold  whom  vengeful  Furies  haunt ; 
Who,  while  they  struggle  from  the  scourge  to 

flee, 
Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  unworn, 
And,  in  their  anguish,  bear  what  other  minds  have 

borne!" 


But  Shapes  that  come  not  at  an  earthly  call 
Will  not  depart  when  mortal  voices  bid ; 
Lords  of  the  visionary  eye,  whose  lid, 
Once  raised,  remains  aghast,  and  will  not  fall ! 
Te  Grods,  thought  he,  that  servile  implement 

Obeys  a  mystical  intent  I 
Your  Minister  would  brush  away 
The  spots  that  to  my  soul  adhere ; 
But  should  she  labor  night  and  day. 
They  will  not,  cannot  disappear ; 
fVhence  angry  perturbations,  —  and  that  look 
Which  no  philosophy  can  brook  I 
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Dl-fated  Chief  I  there  are  whose  hopes  are  boilt 
Upon  the  ruins  of  thy  glorious  name ; 
Who,  through  the  portal  of  one  moment's  gaShf 
Pursue  thee  with  their  deadly  aim  I 
O  matchless  perfidy  1  portentous  lust 
Of  monstrous  crime  I  —  that  horror-striking  blade. 
Drawn  in  defiance  of  the  Gods,  hath  laid 
The  noble  Syracusan  low  in  dust  I 
Shuddered  the  walls,  —  the  marble  city  wepty  — 
And  sylvan  places  heaved  a  pensive  sigh ; 
But  hi  calm  peace  the  appomted  Victim  slept, 
As  he  had  fallen  in  magnanimity ; 
Of  spirit  too  capacious  to  require 
That  Destiny  her  course  should  change ;  too  just 
To  his  own  native  greatness  to  desire 
That  wretched  boon,  days  lengthened  by  mistrust 
So  were  the  hopeless  troubles,  that  involved 
The  soul  of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved. 
Released  from  life  and  cares  of  princely  state, 
He  left  this  moral  grafted  on  his  Fate : 
"  Him  only  pleasure  leads,  and  peace  attends. 
Him,  only  him,  the  shield  of  Jove  defends, 
Whose  means  are  fair  and  spotless  as  his  ends." 

liM. 
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XXXIU. 
THE  PASS  OF  KIRKSTONE 


WrrmN  the  mind  strong  fancies  work, 

A  deep  delight  the  bosom  thrills, 

Oft  as  I  pass  along  the  fork 

Of  these  fraternal  hills : 

Where,  save  the  rugged  road,  we  find 

No  appanage  of  human  kind, 

Nor  hint  of  man  ;  if  stone  or  rock 

Seem  not  his  handiwork  to  mock 

Bj  something  cogniz&bly  shaped ; 

Mockery,  —  or  model  roughly  hewn, 

And  led  as  if  by  earthquake  strewn. 

Or  from  the  flood  escaped : 

Altars  for  Druid  service  fit 

(But  where  no  fire  was  ever  lit, 

Unless  the  glowworm  to  the  skies 

Thence  offer  nightly  sacrifice)  ; 

Wrinkled  Egyptian  monument ; 

Green,  moss-grown  tower ;  or  hoary  tent ; 

Tents  of  a  camp  that  never  shall  be  raised,  — 

On  which  four  thousand  years  have  gazed  I 


Ye  ploughshares  sparkling  on  the  slopes  I 
Ye  snow-white  lambs  that  trip 
▼OL.  n.  14 
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Imprisoned  'mid  the  formal  props 

Of  restless  ownership  ? 

Ye  trees,  that  may  to-morrow  fall 

To  feed  t^e  insatiate  Prodigal ! 

Lawns,  houses,  chattels,  groves,  and  fields, 

All  that  the  fertile  valley  shields ; 

Wages  of  folly,  baits  of  crime, 

Of  life's  uneasy  game  the  stake, 

Playthings  that  keep  the  eyes  awake 

Of  drowsy,  dotard  Time ;  — 

O  care !  O  guilt !  —  O  vales  and  plains, 

Here,  'mid  his  own  unvexed  domainst 

A  Genius  dwells,  that  can  subdue 

At  once  all  memory  of  You,  — 

Most  potent  when  mists  veil  the  sky, 

Mists  that  distort  and  magnify ; 

While  the  coarse  rushes,  to  the  sweeping  breese, 

Sigh  forth  their  ancient  melodies  1 


List  to  those  shriller  notes  I  —  that  march 

Perchance  was  on  the  blast, 

When,  through  this  Height's  inverted  ardi, 

Rome's  earliest  legion  passed  1 

—  They  saw,  adventurously  impelled. 

And  older  eyes  than  theirs  beheld, 

This  block,  —  and  yon,  whose  church-like  frame 

Gives  to  this  savage  Pass  its  name. 

Aspiring  Road!  that  lov'st  to  hide 

Thy  daring  in  a  vapory  bourn, 
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Not  aeldom  may  the  hour  return 

When  thou  shalt  be  mj  guide : 

And  I  (as  all  men  maj  find  cause, 

When  life  is  at  a  weary  pause, 

And  they  have  panted  up  the  hill 

Of  duty  with  reluctant  will) 

Be  thankful,  even  though  tired  and  faint. 

For  the  rich  bounties  of  constraint ; 

Whence  oft  invigorating  transports  flow 

That  choice  lacked  courage  to  bestow  ! 


My  Soul  was  grateful  for  delight 

That  wore  a  threatening  brow ; 

A  veil  is  liiled, — can  she  slight 

The  scene  that  opens  now  ? 

Though  habitation  none  appear, 

The  greenness  tells,  man  must  be  there ; 

The  shelter —  that  the  perspective 

Is  of  the  clime  in  which  we  live  ; 

Where  Toil  pursues  his  daily  round  ; 

Where  Pity  sheds  sweet  tears ;  and  Lovei 

In  woodbine  bower  or  birchen  grove. 

Inflicts  his  tender  wound. 

—  Who  comes  not  hither  ne'er  shall  know 

How  beautiful  the  world  below  ; 

Nor  can  he  guess  how  lightly  leaps 

The  brook  adown  the  rocky  steeps. 

Farewell,  thou  desolate  Domain ! 

Hope,  pointing  to  the  cultured  plain. 
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Carols  like  a  shepherd-boy ; 

And  who  is  she  ?  —  Can  that  be  Joy  I 

Who,  with  a  siinbeiira  for  her  guide, 

Smoothly  skims  the  meadows  wide  ; 

While  Faith,  from  yonder  opening  cloud. 

To  hill  and  vale  proclaims  aloud, 

"  Whatever  the  weak  may  dread,  the  wicked  dare, 

Thy  lot,  0  Man,  is  good,  thy  portion  feir ! " 

im. 


XXXIT. 

TO  ENTERPRISE. 

Kebp  for  the  Young  the  impassioned  smfle 

Shed  from  thy  countenance,  as  I  see  thee  stand 

High  on  that  chalky  cliff  of  Briton's  Isje, 

A  slender  volume  grasping  in  thy  hand 

(Perchance  the  pages  that  relate 

The  various  turns  of  Crusoe's  fate), — 

Ah,  spare  the  exulting  smile, 

And  drop  thy  pointing  finger,  bright 

As  the  fii-st  flash  of  beacon  light ; 

But  neither  veil  thy  head  in  shadows  dim, 

Nor  turn  thy  face  away 

From  one  who,  in  the  evening  of  his  day, 

To  thee  would  offei*  no  presumptuous  hymn  I 
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Bold  Spfrit !  who  art  free  to  rove 
Among  the  starry  courts  of  Jove, 
And  oft  in  splendor  dost  appear 
Embodied  to  poetic  eyes, 
While  traversing  this  nether  sphere. 
Where  Mortals  call  thee  Enterprise. 
Daughter  of  Hope !  her  favorite  Child, 
Whom  she  to  young  Ambition  bore, 
When  hunter's  arrow  first  defiled 
The  grove,  and  stained  the  turf  with  gore ; 
Thee  winged  Fancy  took,  and  nursed 
On  broad  Euphrates'  palmy  shore, 
And  where  the  mightier  Waters  burst 
From  caves  of  Indian  mountains  hoar  ! 
She  wrapped  thee  in  a  panther's  skin  ; 
And  thou,  thy  favorite  food  to  win. 
The  flame-eyed  eagle  oft  wouldst  scare 
From  her  rock-fortress  in  mid-air, 
With  infant  shout ;  and  often  sweep. 
Paired  with  the  ostrich,  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Or,  tired  with  sport,  wouldst  sink  asleep 
Upon  the  couchant  lion's  mane ! 
With  rolling  years  thy  strength  increased  j 
And,  far  beyond  thy  native  East, 
To  thee,  by  varying  titles  known 
As  variously  thy  power  was  shown. 
Did  ipcense-bearing  altars  rise. 
Which  caught  the  blaze  of  sacrifice. 
From  suppliants  panting  for  the  pkies  I 
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■What  though  this  ancient  Earth  be  trod 

No  more  by  step  of  Demigod 

Mounting  from  glorious  deed  to  deed 

As  thou  from  clime  to  clime  didst  lead; 

Yet  still,  the  bosom  beating  high, 

And  the  hushed  farewell  of  an  eye 

Where  no  procrastinating  gaze 

A  last  infirmity  betrays, 

Prove  that  thy  heaven-descended  sway 

Shall  ne'er  submit  to  cold  decay. 

By  thy  divinity  impelled, 

The  StripHng  seeks  the  tented  field ; 

The  aspiring  Virgin  kneels,  and,  pale 

With  awe,  receives  the  hallowed  veiU 

A  soft  and  tender  Heroine 

Vowed  to  severer  discipline ; 

Inflamed  by  thee,  the  blooming  Boy 

Makes  of  the  whistling  shrouds  a  toy, 

And  of  the  ocean's  dismal  breast 

A  play-ground,  —  or  a  couch  of  rest ; 

'Mid  the  blank  world  of  snow  and  ice. 

Thou  to  his  dangers  dost  enchain 

The  Chamois-chaser,  awed  in  vain 

By  chasm  or  dizzy  precipice ; 

And  hast  thou  not  with  triumph  seen 

How  soaring  Mortals  glide  between 

Or  through  the  clouds,  and  brave  the  light 

With  bolder  than  Icarian  flight  ? 

How  they,  in  bells  of  crystal,  dive. 
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Where  winds  and  waters  cease  to  strive, 
For  no  unholy  visitings, 
Among  the  monsters  of  the  Deep, 
And  all  the  sad  and  precious  things 
Which  there  in  ghastly  silence  sleep  ? 
Or,  adverse  tides  and  currents  headed, 
And  breathless  calms  no  longer  dreaded, 
In  never-slackening  voyage  go 
Straight  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 
And,  slighting  sails  and  scorning  oars. 
Keep  faith  with  Time  on  distant  shores? 

—  Within  our  fearless  reach  are  placed 
The  secrets  of  the  burning  Waste ; 
Egyptian  tombs  unlock  their  dead, 
Nile  trembles  at  his  fountain-head ; 
Thou  speak'st, —  and  lo !  the  Polar  Seas 
Unbosom  their  last  mysteries. 

—  But  oh !  what  transports,  what  sublime  reward, 
Won  fix)m  the  world  of  mind,  dost  thou  prepare 
For  philosophic  Sage ;  or  high-souhd  Bard, 
Who,  for  thy  service  trained  in  lonely  woods, 
Hath  fed  on  pageants  floating  through  the  air. 
Or  calentured  in  depth  of  limpid  floods  ; 

Nor  grieves,  tho*  doomed  thro*  silent  night  to  bear 
The  domination  of  his  glorious  themes, 
Of  struggle  in  the  network  of  thy  dreams  1 


If  there  be  movements  in  the  Patriot's  soul, 
?rom  source  still  deeper,  and  of  higher  worth. 
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T  is  thine  the  quickening  impulse  to  control, 
And  in  due  season  send  the  mandate  forth ; 
Thy  call  a  prostrate  Nation  can  restoi-e. 
When  but  a  single  Mind  resolves  to  cruach  no 
more. 


Dread  Minister  of  wrath  I 

Who  to  their  destined  punishment  dost  urge 

The  Pharaohs  of  the  earth,  the  men  of  hardened 

heart! 
Not  unassisted  by  the  flattering  stars, 
Thou  strew'st  temptation  o*er  the  path 
When  they  in  pomp  depart, 
With  trampling  horses  and  refulgent  cars, — 
Soon  to  be  swallowed  by  the  briny  surge ; 
Or  cast,  for  lingering  death,  on  unknown  strands; 
Or  caught  amid  a  whirl  of  desert  sands,  — 
An  army  now,  and  now  a  living  hill 
That  a  brief  while  heaves  with  convulsive  throes,  — 
Then  all  is  still ; 

Or,  to  forget  their  madness  and  their  woes, 
Wi*apt  in  a  winding-sheet  of  spotless  snows  I 


Back  flows  the  willing  current  of  my  Song : 
If  to  provoke  such  doom  the  Impious  dare. 
Why  should  it  daunt  a  blameless  prayer  ? 
—  Bold  Goddess  1  range  our  Youth  among; 
Nor  let  thy  genuine  impube  fail  to  beat 
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In  hearts  no  longer  young  ; 

Still  may  a  veteran  Few  have  pride 

In  thoughts  whose  sternness  makes  them  sweet  | 

In  fixed  resolves  by  Reason  justified ; 

That  to  their  object  cleave  like  sleet 

Whitening  a  pine-tree's  northern  side, 

When  fields  are  naked  for  and  wide, 

And  withered  leaves,  from  earth's  cold  breast 

Up-caught  in  whirlwinds,  nowhere  can  find  rest 


But,  if  such  homage  thou  disdain 

As  doth  with  mellowing  years  agree, 

One  rarely  absent  from  thy  train 

More  humble  favors  may  obtain 

For  thy  contented  Votary. 

She,  who  incites  the  frolic  lambs 

In  presence  of  their  heedless  dams. 

And  to  the  solitary  fawn 

Vouchsafes  her  lessons,  bounteous  Nymph 

That  wakes  the  breeze,  the  sparkling  lymph 

Doth  hurry  to  the  lawn  ; 

She,  who  inspures  that  strain  of  joyance  holy 

Which  the  sweet  Bird,  misnamed  the  melancholy, 

Pours  forth  in  shady  groves,  shall  plead  for  me ; 

And  vernal  mornings  opening  bright 

With  views  of  undefined  delight. 

And  cheerful  songs,  and  suns  that  shine 

On  busy  days,  witli  thankful  nights,  be  mine* 
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But  thou,  O  Groddess !  in  thy  favorite  Isle 

(Freedom's  impregnable  redoubt, 

The  wide  earth's  storehouse  fenced  about 

With  breakers  roaring  to  the  gales 

That  stretch  a  thousand  thousand  sails) 

Quicken  the  slothful,  and  exalt  the  vile  I  — 

Thy  impulse  is  the  life  of  Fame ; 

Glad  Hope  would  almost  cease  to  be 

If  torn  from  thy  society  ; 

And  Love,  when  worthiest  of  his  name. 

Is  proud  to  walk  the  earth  with  thee  I 


xxxv. 

TO  


ox  HBB  PIRST  ASCEKT  TO  THE  SUMMIT  OF  HKLTBLLfl 

Inmate  of  a  mountain  dwelling, 
Thou  hast  clomb  alofl,  and  gazed 
From  the  watch-towers  of  Helvellyn ; 
Awed,  delighted,  and  amazed  I 

Potent  was  the  spell  that  bound  thee, 
Not  unwilling  to  obey ; 
For  blue  Ether's  arms,  flung  round  thee^ 
Stilled  the  pantings  of  dismay. 
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Lo  the  dwindled  woods  and  meadows  1 
What  a  vast  abyss  is  there ! 
Lo  the  clouds^  the  solemn  shadows. 
And  the  glistenings,  —  heavenly  fair! 

And  a  record  of  commotion 
Which  a  thousand  ridges  yield ; 
Ridge,  and  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
Gleaming  like  a  silver  shield  I 

Maiden !  now  take  flight;  — inherit 
Alps  or  Andes,  —  they  are  thine  I 
With  the  morning's  roseate  Spirit, 
Sweep  their  length  of  snowy  line ; 

Or  survey  their  bright  dominions 
In  the  gorgeous  colors  drest 
Flung  from  off  the  purple  pinions 
Evening  spreads  throughout  the  west  I 

Thine  are  all  the  coral  fountains . 
Warbling  in  each  sparry  vault 
Of  the  untrodden  lunar  mountains ; 
Listen  to  their  songs  I  —  or  halt, 

To  Niphates'  top  invited, 
Whither  spiteful  Satan  steered ; 
Or  descend  where  the  ark  alighted. 
When  the  green  earth  reappeared ;  — 
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For  the  power  of  hills  is  on  thee, 
As  was  witnessed  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  Helvellyn  won  thee 
To  confess  their  majesty  ! 

181& 


XXXVI. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

D  a4D  BKEM  REPROACHED  FOR  TAKING  LOMQ  WALKI 
IK  THE  COUNTRY. 

Dear  Child  of  Nature,  let  them  rail  I 
— There  is  a  nest  in  a  green  dale, 

A  harbor  and  a  hold  ; 
Where  thou,  a  Wife  and  Friend,  shalt  066 
Thy  own  heartrstirring  days,  and  be 

A  light  to  young  and  old. 

There,. healthy  as  a  shepherd-boy, 
And  treading  among  flowers  of  joy 

Which  at  no  season  fade, 
Thou,  while  thy  babes  around  thee  ding, 
Shalt  show  us  how  divine  a  thing 

A  Woman  may  be  made. 

Thy  thoughts  and  feelings  shall  not  die, 
Nor  leave  thee,  when  gray  hairs  are  nigh, 
A  melancholy  slave ; 
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But  an  old  age  serene  and  bright, 
And  lovely  as  a  Lapland  night, 
Shall  lead  thee  to  thy  grave. 

isot. 


XXXYU. 
WATEB-FOWL. 


*  Lei  me  be  aDowed  the  aid  of  veree  to  describe  the  evolutiooi 
which  these  visitants  sometimes  perform,  on  a  fine  day  to- 
wards tne  close  of  winter."  —  Extract  from  the  AtiUior'i 
Bookon1heLake$, 

Mark  how  the  feathered  tenants  of  the  flood, 
With  grace  of  motion  that  might  scarcely  seem 
Inferior  to  angelic,  prolong 
Their  curious  pastime!  shaping  in  mid-air 
(And  sometimes  with  ambitious  wing  that  soam 
High  as  the  level  of  the  mountain-tops) 
A  circuit  ampler  than  the  lake  beneath,  — 
Their  own  domain ;  but  ever,  while  intent 
On  tracing  and  retracing  that  large  round, 
Their  jubilant  activity  evolves 
Hundreds  of  curves  and  circlets,  to  and  fro, 
Upward  and  downward,  progress  intricate 
Yet  unperplexed,  as  if  one  spirit  swayed 
Their  indefatigable  flight.     'T  is  done,  — 
Ten  times,  or  more,  I  fancied  it  had  ceased ; 
3ut  lo  the  vanished  company  again 
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Ascending!  they  approach, —  I  hear  their  wiuga, 
Faint,  faint  at  first ;  and  then  an  eager  sound, 
Past  in  a  moment,  —  and  as  faint  again  I 
They  tempt  the  sun  to  sport  amid  their  plumes ; 
They  tempt  the  water,  or  the  gleaming  ice. 
To  show  them  a  fair  image ;  't  is  themselves, 
Their  own  Mr  forms,  upon  the  glimmering  plaiOf 
Painted  more  soft  and  fair  as  they  descend 
Almost  to  touch ;  —  then  up  again  aloft, 
Up  with  a  sally  and  a  flash  of  speed, 
As  if  they  scorned  both  resting-place  and  rest  1 

1812. 


xxxvin. 

VIEW  FROM  THE  TOP  OF  BLACK  COMB. 

This  Height  a  ministering  Ajigel  might  select : 
For  from  the  summit  of  Black  Comb  (dread  name 
Derived  from  clouds  and  storms!)  the  amplest  range 
Of  unobstructed  prospect  may  be  seen 
That  British  ground  commands : — low  dusky  tracts, 
Where  Trent  is  nursed,  far  southward !  Cambrian 

hills 
To  the  southwest,  a  multitudinous  show  ; 
And,  in  a  line  of  eyesight  linked  with  these. 
The  hoary  peaks  of  Scotland  that  give  birth 
To    Tiviot's    stream,    to    Annan,    Tweed,    and 

Clyde :  - 
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Orowding  the  quarter  whence  the  sun  comes  forth; 

Gigantic  mountains  rough  with  crags ;  beneath, 

Right  at  the  imperial  station's  western  base, 

Main  ocean,  breaking  audibly,  and  stretched 

Far  into  silent  regions  blue  and  pale ;  — 

And  visibly  engirding  Mona's  Isle, 

That,  as  we  left  the  plain,  before  our  sight 

Stood  like  a  lofty  mount,  uplifting  slowly 

(Above  the  convex  of  the  watery  globe) 

Into  clear  view  the  cultured  fields  that  streak 

Her  habitable  shores,  but  now  appears 

A  dwindled  object,  and  submits  to  lie 

At  the  spectator's  feet  —  Yon  azure  ridge, 

Is  it  a  perbhable  cloud  ?    Or  there 

Do  we  behold  the  line  of  Erin's  coast  ? 

Land  sometimes  by  the  roving  shepherd-swaio 

(Like  the  bright  confines  of  another  world) 

Not  doubtfully  perceived.  —  Look  homeward  now  i 

In  depth,  in  height,  in  circuit,  how  serene 

The  spectacle,  how  pure !  —  Of  Nature's  works, 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  earth-embracing  seA, 

A  revelation  infinite  it  seems  ; 

Display  august  of  man's  inheritance. 

Of  Britain's  calm  felicity  and  power  I 

1818. 

Black  Comb  stands  at  the  southern  extremity  of  Cumber- 
land: its  base  covers  a  mucli  greater  extent  of  ground  than 
viy  other  mountain  in  those  parts;  and,  from  its  situation,  thfl 
Dimmit  conmnands  a  more  extensive  view  than  any  other  point 
In  Britain. 
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XXXIX. 

THE  HAUNTED   TREE. 

TO    , 

Those  silver  clouds  collected  round  the  sun 

ffis  midday  warmth  abate  not,  seeming  leas 

To  overshade  than  multiply  his  beams 

By  soft  reflection,  —  grateful  to  the  sky, 

To  rocks,  fields,  woods.    Nor  doth  our  human  sense 

Ask,  for  its  pleasure,  screen  or  canopy 

More  ample  than  the  time-dismantled  oak 

Spreads  o'er  this  tuft  of  heath,  which  now,  attired 

In  the  whole  fulness  of  its  bloom,  affords 

Couch  beautiful  as  e'er  for  earthly  use 

Was  fashioned  ;  whether  by  the  hand  of  Art^ 

That  Eastern  Sultan,  amid  flowers  enwrought 

On  silken  tissue,  might  disuse  his  limbs 

In  languor ;  or  by  Nature,  for  repose 

Of  panting  Wood-nymph,  wearied  with  the  chase. 

0  Lady  !  fairer  in  thy  Poet's  sight 

Than  fairest  spiritual  creature  of  the  groves. 

Approach  ;  —  and,  thus  invited,  crown  with  rest 

The  noontide  hour :  though  truly  some  there  are 

Whose  footsteps  superstitiously  avoid 

This  venerable  Tree ;  for,  when  the  wind 

Blows  keenly,  it  sends  forth  a  creaking  sound 

(Above  the  general  roar  of  woods  and  crags) 

Distinctly  heard  from  far,  —  a  doleful  note  1 

As  if  (so  Grecian  shepherds  would  have  deemed) 
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The  Hamadryad,  pent  within,  bewailed 

Some  bitter  wrong.     Nor  is  it  unbelieyed. 

By  ruder  fancy,  that  a  troubled  ghost 

Haunts  the  old  trunk ;  lamenting  deeds  of  which 

The  flowery  ground  is  conscious.     But  no  wind 

Sweeps  now  along  this  elevated  ridge  ; 

Not  even  a  zephyr  stirs ;  —  the  obnoxious  Tree 

Is  mute ;  and,  in  his  silence,  would  look  down, 

0  lovely  Wanderer  of  the  trackless  hills, 

On  thy  reclining  form,  with  more  delight 

Than  his  coevals  in  the  sheltered  vale 

Seem  to  participate,  the  while  they  view 

Their  own  far-stretching  arms  and  leafy  heads 

Vividly  pictured  in  some  glassy  pool. 

That,  for  a  brief  space,  checks  the  hurrying  stream  I 

1819. 


XL. 
THE    TRIAD. 


Show  me  the  noblest  Youth  of  present  time. 
Whose  trembling  fancy  would  to  love  give  birth  | 
Some  Grod  or  Hero,  from  the  Olympian  clime 
Returned,  to  seek  a  Consort  upon  earth ; 
Or,  in  no  doubtful  prospect,  let  me  see 
The  brightest  star  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
And  I  will  mate  and  match  him  blissfully. 

VOL.  11.  16 
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I  will  not  fetch  a  Naiad  from  a  flood 

Pure  as  herself,  (song  lacks  not  mightier  power,) 

Nor  leaf-crowned  Dryad  from  a  pathless  wood, 

Nor  Sea-nymph  glistening  from  her  choral  bower 

Mere  Mortals  bodied  forth  in  vision  still 

Shall  with  Mount  Ida's  triple  lustre  fill 

The  chaster  coverts  of  a  British  hill. 

"  Appear  I  —  obey  my  lyre's  command  I 
Come,  like  the  Graces,  hand  in  hand  I 
For  ye,  though  not  by  birth  allied, 
Are  Sisters  in  the  bond  of  love ; 
Nor  shall  the  tongue  of  envious  pride 
Presume  those  interweavings  to  reprove 
In  you,  which  that  fair  progeny  of  Jove 
Learned  from  the  tuneful  spheres  that  glide 
In  endless  union,  earth  and  sea  above." 
*-I  sing  in  vain ;  —  the  pines  have  hushed  theii 

waving : 
A  peerless  Youth  expectant  at  my  side, 
Breathless  as  they,  with  unabated  craving 
Looks  to  the  earth,  and  to  the  vacant  air ; 
And,  with  a  wandering  eye  that  seems  to  chide, 
Asks  of  the  clouds  what  occupants  they  hide : 
But  why  solicit  more  than  sight  could  bear. 
By  casting  on  a  moment  all  we  dare  ? 
Invoke  we  those  bright  Beings  one  by  one  j 
And  what  was  boldly  promised,  truly   shaD  he 
done. 
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^  Fear  not  a  constraining  measure ! 

—  Yielding  to  this  gentle  spell, 
Lucida !  from  domes  of  pleasure, 
Or  from  cottage-sprinkled  dell, 
Come  to  i-egions  solitary, 
Where  the  eagle  huilds  her  aery, 
Above  the  hermit's  long-forsaken  cell !  ** 

—  She  comes  !  —  behold 

That  Figure,  like  a  ship  with  snow-white  sail  I 

Nearer  she  draws ;  a  breeze  uplifts  her  veil ; 

Upon  her  coming  wait 

As  pure  a  sunshine  and  as  soft  a  gale 

As  e'er,  on  herbage  covering  earthly  mould, 

Tempted  the  bird  of  Juno  to  unfold 

His  richest  splendor,  —  when  his  veenng  gait 

And  every  motion  of  his  starry  train 

Seem  governed  by  a  strain 

Of  music,  audible  to  him  alone. 

«  O  Lady,  worthy  of  earth's  proudest  throne  I 
Nor  less,  by  excellence  of  nature^  fit 
Beside  an  unambitious  hearth  to  sit 
Domestic  queen,  where  grandeur  is  unknown  ; 
What  living  man  could  fear 
The  worst  of  Fortune's  malice,  wert  thou  near, 
Humbling  that  lily-stem,  thy  sceptre  meek,. 
That  its  fair  flowers  may  from  his  cheek 
Brush  the  too  happy  tear  ? 

—  Queen,  and  handmaid  lowly ! 

Whose  skill  can  speed  the  day  with  lively  carea, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


828        roEMs  OP  the  imagination. 

And  banish  melancholy 

Bjr  all  that  mind  invents  or  hand  prepares ; 

0  Thou,  against  whose  lip,  without  its  smile 

And  in  its  silence  even,  no  heart  is  proof; 

Whose  goodness,  sinking  deep,  would  reconcile 

The  softest  Nursling  of  a  gorgeous  palace 

To  the  bare  life  beneath  the  hawthorn-roof 

Of  Sherwood's  Archer,  or  in  caves  of  Wallace,  — 

Who  that  hath  seen  thy  beauty  could  content 

His  soul  with  but  a  glimpse  of  heavenly  day  ? 

Who  that  hath  loved  thee,  but  would  lay 

His  strong  hand  on  the  wind,  if  it  were  bent 

To  take  thee  in  thy  majesty  away  ? 

—  Pass  onward  ;  (even  the  glancing  deer 

Till  we  depart  intrude  not  here ;) 

That  mossy  slope,  o*er  which  the  woodbine  throwi 

A  canopy,  is  smoothed  for  thy  repose  I " 

Glad  moment  is  it  when  the  throng 

Of  warblers  in  full  concert  strong 

Strive,  and  not  vainly  strive,  to  rout 

The  lagging  shower,  and  force  coy  Phcebus  oui| 

Met  by  the  rainbow's  form  divine, 

Issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine  ;  — 

So  may  the  tln-illings  of  the  lyre 

Prevail  to  further  our  desire, 

While  to  these  shades  a  sister  Nymph  I  caD. 

"  Come,  if  the  notes  thine  ear  may  pieroey 
Come,  youngest  of  the  lovely  Three, 
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Submissive  to  the  might  of  verse 

And  the  dear  voice  of  harmony, 

By  none  more  deeply  felt  than  thee  I  ** 

—  I  sang ;  and  lo !  from  pastimes  virginal 

She  hastens  to  the  tents 

Of  nature,  and  the  lonely  elements. 

Air  sparkles  round  her  with  a  dazzling  sheen ; 

But  mark  her  glowing  cheek,  her  vesture  green ! 

And,  as  if  wishful  to  disarm 

Or  to  repay  the  potent  Charm, 

She  bears  the  stringed  lute  of  old  romance, 

That  cheered  the  trellised  arbor's  privacy, 

And  soothed  war-wearied  knights  in  raflered  halL 

How  vivid,  yet  how  delicate,  her  glee  ! 

So  tripped  the  Muse,  inventress  of  the  dance ; 

So,  truant  in  waste  woods,  the  blithe  Euphrosyne  f 

But  the  ringlets  of  that  head. 

Why  are  they  ungarlanded  ? 

Why  bedeck  her  temples  less 

Than  the  simplest  shepherdess? 

Is  it  not  a  brow  inviting 

Choicest  flowers  that  ever  breathed, 

Which  the  myrtle  would  delight  in 

With  Idalian  rose  en  wreathed  ? 

But  her  humility  is  well  content 

With  one  wild  floweret,  (call  it  not  forlorn,) 

Flower  of  tub  winds,  beneath  her  bosooi 


worn, 


Tet  moi*e  for  love  than  ornament. 
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Open,  ye  thickets !  let  her  fly, 

Swift  as  a  Thracian  Nymph,  o'er  field  and  height  I 

For  she,  to  all  but  those  who  love  her  shy, 

Would  gladly  vanish  from  a  Stranger's  sight ; 

Though  where  she  is  beloved  and  loves, 

Light  as  the  wheeling  butterfly  she  moves ; 

Her  happy  spirit  as  a  bird  is  free. 

That  rifles  blossoms  on  a  tree, 

Turning  them  inside  out  with  arch  audacity. 

Alas  !  how  little  can  a  moment  show 

Of  an  eye  where  feeling  plays 

In  ten  thousand  dewy  rays  ; 

A  face  o'er  which  a  thousand  shadows  go  I 

—  She  stops,  —  is  fastened  to  that  rivulet's  side ; 

And  there  (while,  with  sedater  mien, 

O'er  timid  waters  that  have  scarcely  left 

Their  birthplace  in  the  rocky  cleft 

She  bends)  at  leisure  may  be  seen 

Features  to  old  ideal  grace  allied. 

Amid  their  smiles  and  dimples  dignified,  -^ 

Fit  countenance  for  the  soul  of  primal  truth ; 

The  bland  composure  of  eternal  youth  I 

What  more  changeful  than  the  sea  ? 

But  over  his  great  tides 

Fidelity  presides ; 

And  this  light-hearted  Maiden  constant  is  as  he. 

Higli  is  her  aim  as  heaven  above. 

And  wide  as  ether  her  good-will ; 

knd,  like  the  lowly  reed,  her  love 
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Can  drink  its  nurture  from  t^e  scantiest  rill: 

Insight  as  keen  as  frosty  star 

Is  to  her  charity  no  bar, 

Nor  interrupts  her  frolic  graces 

When  she  is,  far  from  these  wild  placefl, 

Encircled  by  familiar  faces. 

O  the  charm  that  manners  draw, 

Nature,  from  thy  genuine  law ! 

If  from  what  her  hand  would  do, 

Her  voice  would  utter,  aught  ensue 

Untoward  or  unfit ; 

She,  in  benign  affections  pure, 

In  self-forgetfulness  secure. 

Sheds  round  the  transient  harm  or  vague  mischanoe 

A  light  unknown  to  tutored  elegance : 

Hers  is  not  a  cheek  shame-stricken. 

But  her  blushes  are  joy-flushes ; 

And  the  fault  (if  fault  it  be) 

Only  ministers  to  quicken 

Laughter-loving  gayety, 

And  kindle  sportive  wit,  — 

Leaving  this  Daughter  of  the  mountains  free 

As  if  she  knew  that  Oberon  king  of  Faery 

Had  crossed  her  purpose  with  some  quaint  vagary, 

And  heard  his  viewless  bands 

Over  their  mirthful  triumph  clapping  hands. 

**  Last  of  the  Three,  though  eldest  bom, 
l^eveal  thyself,  like  pensive  Mom 
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Touched  bj  the  skylpk's  earliest  note, 

Ere  humbler  gladness  be  afloat 

But  whether  in  the  semblance  drest 

Of  Dawn,  or  Eve,  fair  vision  of  the  west. 

Come  with  each  anxious  hope  subdued 

By  woman's  gentle  fortitude, 

Each  grief,  through  meekness,  settling  into  rest 

•—  Or  I  would  hail  thee  when  some  high-wrought 

page 
Of  a  closed  volume  lingering  in  thj  hand 
Has  raised  thj  spirit  to  a  peaceful  stand 
Among  the  glories  of  a  happier  age.*' 

Her  brow  hath  opened  on  me,  —  see  it  there, 

Brightening  the  umbrage  of  her  hair ! 

So  gleams  the  crescent  moon,  that  loves 

To  be  descried  through  shady  groves. 

Tenderest  bloom  is  on  her  cheek ; 

Wish  not  for  a  richer  streak ; 

Nor  dread  the  depth  of  meditative  eye ; 

But  let  thy  love,  upon  that  azure  field 

Of  though tfulness  and  beauty,  yield 

Its  homage  offered  up  in  purity. 

"What  wouldst  thou  more  ?     In  sunny  glade, 

Or  under  leaves  of  thickest  shade, 

Was  such  a  stillness  e'er  diffused 

Since  earth  grew  calm  while  angels  mused? 

Softly  she  treads,  as  if  her  foot  were  loth 

To  crush  the  mountain  dew-drops,  —  soon  to  melJ 

On  the  flower's  breast ;  as  if  she  felt 
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ITiat  flowers  themselves,  whate'er  their  hue, 
With  all  their  fragrance,  all  their  glistening, 
Call  to  the  heart  for  inward  listening,  — 
And  though  for  bridal  wreaths  and  tokens  true 
Welcomed  wisely ;  though  a  growth 
Which  the  careless  shepherd  sleeps  on. 
As  fitly  spring  from  turf  the  mourner  weeps  on,— 
And  without  wrong  are  cropped  the  marble  tomb 

to  strew. 
The  Charm  is  over ;  the  mute  Phantoms  gone. 
Nor  will  return ; — but  droop  not,  favored  Youth; 
The  apparition  that  before  thee  shone 
Obeyed  a  summons  covetous  of  truth. 
From  these  wild  rocks  thy  footsteps  I  will  guide 
To  bowers  in  which  thy  fortune  may  be  tried. 
And  one  of  the  bright  Three  become  thy  happy 

Bride. 

1S28. 


XLI. 
THE  WISHING-GATE. 

In  the  vale  of  Grasmere,  by  the  side  of  the  old  highway  lead- 
hig  to  Ambleside,  is  a  gate,  which,  time  out  of  mmd,  hai 
been  called  the  Wishmg-gate,  froAi  a  belief  that  wishei 
fonned  or  indulged  there  have  a  favorable  issue. 

Hope  rules  a  land  for  ever  green : 
All  powers  that  serve  the  bright-eyed  Queen 
Are  confident  and  gay ; 
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Clouds  at  ber  bidding  disappear ; 
Points  sbe  to  augbt? — tbe  bliss  draws  near 
And  Fancy  smooths  the  way. 

Not  such  the  land  of  Wishes,  —  there 
Dwell  fruitless  day-dreams,  lawless  prayer, 

And  thoughts  with  things  at  strife ; 
Yet  how  forlorn,  should  ye  depart, 
Ye  superstitions  of  the  heart, 

How  poor,  were  human  life  I 

When  magic  lore  abjured  its  might, 
Ye  did  not  forfeit  one  dear  right. 

One  tender  claim  abate ; 
Witness  this  symbol  of  your  sway, 
Surviving  near  the  public  way, 

The  rustic  Wishing-gate  I 

Inquire  not  if  the  Faery  race 
Shed  kindly  influence  on  tbe  place, 

Ere  northward  they  retired ; 
If  here  a  warrior  left  a  spell. 
Panting  for  glory  as  he  fell ; 

Or  here  a  saint  expured. 

Enough  that  all  around  is  ^r, 
Cktmposed  with  Nature's  finest  care. 

And  in  her  fondest  love,  — 
Peace  to  embosom  and  content,  — 
To  overawe  the  turbulent, 

The  selfish  to  reprove. 
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Tea  I  even  the  Stranger  from  afar, 
Beclining  on  this  moss-grown  bar, 

Unknowing,  and  unknown, 
The  infection  of  the  ground  partakes, 
Longing  for  his  Beloved,  —  who  makes 

All  happiness  her  own. 

Then  why  should  conscious  Spirits  fear 
The  mystic  stirrings  that  are  here. 

The  ancient  faith  disclaim  ? 
The  local  Genius  ne'er  befriends 
Desires  whose  course  in  folly  ends, 
Whose  just  reward  is  shame. 

Smile  if  thou  wilt,  but  not  in  scorn. 
If  some,  by  ceaseless  pains  outworn. 

Here  crave  an  easier  lot ; 
If  some  have  thirsted  to  renew 
A  broken  vow,  or  bind  a  true, 

With  firmer,  holier  knot. 

And  not  in  vain,  when  thoughts  are  cast 
Upon  the  irrevocable  past. 

Some  Penitent  sincere 
May  for  a  worthier  future  sigh, 
While  trickles  from  his  downcast  eye 

No  unavailing  tear. 

The  Worldling,  pining  to  be  freed 
From  turmoil,  who  would  turn  or  speed 
The  current  of  his  fate. 
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Might  stop  before  this  favored  scene^ 
At  Nature's  call,  nor  blush  to  lean 
Upon  the  Wishing-gate. 

The  Sage,  who  feels  how  blind,  how  weak 
Is  man,  though  loth  such  help  to  seek, 

Yet,  passing,  here  might  pause, 
And  thirst  for  insight  to  allaj 
Misgiving,  while  the  crimson  day 

In  quietness  withdraws ; 

Or  when  the  church-clock's  knell  profound 
To  Time's  first  step  across  the  bound 

Of  midnight  makes  reply ; 
Time  pressing  on  with  starry  crest, 
To  filial  sleep  upon  the  breast 

Of  dread  eternity. 


XLII. 

THE  WISHING-GATB  DESTROYED. 

'T  IS  gone, — with  old  belief  and  dream 
That  round  it  clung,  and  tempting  scheme 

Released  from  fear  and  doubt ; 
And  the  bright  landscape  too  must  lie, 
By  this  blank  wall  from  every  eye 

Relentlessly  shut  oat 
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Bear  mtness,  ye  who  seldom  passed 
That  opening,  but  a  look  ye  cast 

Upon  the  lake  below, 
What  spirit-stirring  power  it  gained 
From  faith  which  here  was  entertained. 

Though  reason  might  say  no. 

Blest  is  that  ground,  where,  o'er  the  springs 
Of  history,  Glory  claps  her  wings, 

Fame  sheds  the  exulting  tear ; 
Yet  earth  is  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
Unheard  of  is,  like  this,  a  book 

For  modest  meanings  dear. 

It  was  in  sooth  a  happy  thought 
That  grafted,  on  so  fair  a  spot, 

So  confident  a  token 
Of  coming  good ;  —  the  charm  is  fled ; 
Indulgent  centuries  spun  a  thread, 

Which  one  harsh  day  has  broken. 

Alas  for  him  who  gave  the  word ! 
Could  he  no  sympathy  afford, 

Derived  from  earth  or  heaven, 
To  hearts  so  ofl  by  hope  betrayed, 
Their  very  wishes  wanted  aid 

Which  here  was  freely  given  ? 

Where,  for  the  love-lorn  maiden's  wound, 
Will  now  so  readily  be  found 
A  balm  of  expectation  ? 
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Anxioas  for  fer-off  children,  where 
Shall  mothers  breathe  a  like  sweet  ah' 
Of  home-felt  consolation  I 

And  not  unfelt  will  prove  the  loss 
'Mid  trivial  care  and  petty  cross 

And  each  day's  shallow  grief; 
Though  the  most  easily  beguiled 
Were  oil  among  the  first  that  smiled 

At  their  own  fond  belief. 

If  still  the  restless  change  we  mourn, 
A  reconciling  thought  may  turn 

To  harm  that  might  lurk  here, 
Ere  judgment  prompted  from  within 
Fit  aims,  with  courage  to  begin, 

And  strength  to  persevere. 

Not  Fortune's  slave  is  Man :  our  state 
Enjoins,  while  firm  resolves  await 

On  wishes  just  and  wise. 
That  strenuous  action  follow  both, 
And  life  be  one  perpetual  growth 

Of  heavenward  enterprise. 

So  taught,  so  trained,  we  boldly  face 
All  accidents  of  time  and  place ; 

Whatever  props  may  fail, 
Trust  in  that  sovereign  law  can  spread 
New  glory  o'er  the  mountain's  head, 

Fresh  beauty  through  the  vale. 
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That  truth  informing  mind  and  heart, 
The  simplest  cottager  may  part, 

Ungrieved,  with  charm  and  spell; 
And  yet,  lost  Wishing-gate,  to  thee 
The  voice  of  grateful  memory 

Shall  hid  a  kind  farewell  I  * 


XLIII. 
THE  PRIMROSE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

A  Rock  there  is  whose  homely  front 

The  passing  traveller  slights ; 
Yet  there  the  glowworms  hang  their  lampf. 

Like  stars,  at  various  heights  ; 
And  one  coy  Primrose  to  that  Rock 

The  vernal  breeze  invites. 

What  hideous  warfare  hath  been  waged, 

What  kingdoms  overthrown, 
Since  first  I  spied  that  Primrose-tuft 

And  marked  it  for  my  own  ; 
A  lasting  link  in  Nature's  chain 

From  highest  heaven  let  down  1 

The  flowers,  still  faithful  to  the  stems, 
Their  fellowship  renew ; 

4  See  Note  at  the  end  of  this  VoIuuia. 
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The  Stems  are  faithful  to  the  root. 
That  worketh  out  of  view ; 

And  to  the  rock  the  root  adheres 
In  every  fibre  true. 

Close  clings  to  earth  the  living  rock. 
Though  threatening  still  to  fall ; 

The  earth  is  constant  to  her  sphere ; 
And  God  upholds  them  all : 

So  blooms  this  lonely  Plant,  nor  dreads 
Her  annual  funeral. 


Here  closed  the  meditative  strain ; 

But  air  breathed  soft  that  day, 
The  hoary  mountain-heights  were  cheered; 

The  sunny  vale  looked  gay ; 
And  to  the  Primrose  of  the  Rock 

I  gave  this  after-lay. 

I  sang,  —  Let  myriads  of  bright  flowers. 

Like  thee,  in  field  and  grove 
Revive  unenvied  ;  —  mightier  far 

Than  tremblings  that  reprove 
Our  vernal  tendencies  to  hope, 

Is  God's  redeeming  love ;  — 

That  love  which  changed,  for  wan  disease^ 

For  sorrow  that  had  bent 
0*er  hopeless  dust,  for  withered  age, 

Their  moral  element, 
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And  turned  the  thistles  of  a  curse 
To  types  beneficent. 

Sin-blighted  though  we  are,  we  too^ 

The  reasoning  Sons  of  Men, 
From  one  oblivious  winter  called, 

Shall  rise,  and  breathe  again  ; 
And  in  eternal  summer  lose 

Our  threescore  years  and  ten. 

To  humbleness  of  heart  descends 

This  prescience  from  on  high. 
The  faith  that  elevates  the  just, 

Before  and  when  they  die ; 
And  makes  each  soul  a  separate  heaYen, 

A  court  for  Deity. 

itst 


XLIV. 


PRESENTIMENTS. 


Pbesentiments  I  they  judge  not  right 
Who  deem  that  ye  from  open  light 

Retire  in  fear  of  shame  ; 
All  heaven-bom  Instincts  shun  the  touch 
Of  vulgar  sense,  —  and,  being  such, 

Such  privilege  ye  claim. 

VOL.   XL  10 
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The  tear  whose  source  I  could  not  gaeaS) 
The  deep  sigh  that  seemed  fatherless, 

Were  mine  in  early  days  ; 
And  now,  unforced  by  time  to  part 
With  fancy,  I  obey  my  heart, 

And  venture  on  your  praise. 

What  though  some  busy  foes  to  good. 
Too  potent  over  nerve  and  blood, 

TAirk  near  you,  and  combine 
To  taint  the  health  which  ye  infuse ; 
This  hides  not  from  the  moral  Muse 

Your  origin  divine. 

How  oft  from  you,  derided  Pow*»r9 ! 
Oomes  Faith  that  in  auspicious  hours 

Builds  castles,  not  of  air : 
Bodings  unsanctioned  by  the  will 
Flow  from  your  visionary  skill, 

And  teach  us  to  beware. 

The  bosom-weight,  your  stubborn  gift, 
That  no  philosophy  can  lift, 

Shall  vanish,  if  ye  please. 
Like  morning  mist :  and,  where  it  lay, 
The  spirits  at  your  bidding  play 

In  gayety  and  ease. 

Star-guided  contemplations  move 
Through  space,  though  calm,  not  raised  above 
Prognostics  that  ye  rule  ; 
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The  naked  Indian  of  the  wild, 
And  haply,  too,  the  cradled  Child, 
Are  pupils  of  your  school. 

But  who  can  fathom  your  intents, 
Number  their  signs  or  instruments  ? 

A  rainbow,  a  sunbeam, 
A  subtle  smell  that  Spring  unbinds, 
Dead  pause  abrupt  of  midnight  winds, 

An  echo,  or  a  dream. 

The  laughter  of  the  Christmas  hearth 
With  sighs  of  self-exhausted  mirth 

Ye  feelingly  reprove ; 
And  daily,  in  the  conscious  breast, 
Your  visitations  are  a  test 

And  exercise  of  love. 

When  some  great  change  gives  boundless  scope 
To  an  exulting  Nation's  hope, 

Oft,  startled  and  made  wise 
By  your  low-breathed  interpretings, 
The  simply-meek  foretaste  the  springs 

Of  bitter  contraries. 

Ye  daunt  the  proud  array  of  war, 
Pervade  the  lonely  ocean  far 

As  sail  hath  been  unfurled  ; 
For  dancers  in  the  festive  hall 
What  ghastly  partners  hath  your  call 

Fetched  from  the  shadowy  world. 
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*T  is  said,  that  warnings  ye  dispense. 
Emboldened  by  a  keener  sense  ; 

That  men  have  lived  for  whom, 
With  dread  precision,  ye  made  clear 
The  hour  that  in  a  distant  year 

Should  knell  them  to  the  tomb. 

Unwelcome  insiglit !     Yet  there  are 
Blest  times  when  mystery  is  laid  bare. 

Truth  si  lows  a  glorious  face, 
While  on  that  isthmus  which  commandB 
The  councils  of  both  worlds,  she  stands, 

Sage  Spirits  !  by  your  grace. 

God,  who  instructs  the  brutes  to  scent 
All  changes  of  the  element, 

Whose  wisdom  fixed  the  scale 
Of  natures,  for  our  wants  provides 
By  higher,  sometimes  humbler,  guides, 

When  lights  of  reason  faiL 

inoL 
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XLV. 
VERNAL  ODE. 


Semm  Natura  tota  est  nosquam  inagiB  qnam  m  mimnus. 

Plin.  Nat.  Uiaft. 


Beneath  the  concave  of  an  April  sky, 
When  all  the  fields  with  freshest  green  were  dighti 
Appeared,  in  presence  of  the  spiritual  eye 
That  aids  or  supersedes  our  grosser  sight. 
The  form  and  rich  habiliments  of  one 
Whose  countenance  bore  resemblance  to  the  sun* 
When  it  reveals,  in  evening  majesty, 
Features  half  lost  amid  their  own  pure  light. 
Poised  like  a  weary  cloud,  in  middle  air 
He  hung,  —  then  floated  with  angelic  ease 
(Softening  that  bright  effulgence  by  degrees) 
Till  he  had  reached  a  summit  sharp  and  bare. 
Where  oft  the  venturous  heifer  drinks  the  no(MV 

tide  breeze. 
Upon  the  apex  of  that  lofty  cone 
Alighted,  there  the  Stranger  stood  alone ; 
Fair  as  a  gorgeous  fabric  of  the  East 
Suddenly  raised  by  some  enchanter's  power, 
Where  nothing  was ;  and  firm  as  some  old  tower 
Of  Britain's  realm,  whose  leafy  crest 
Waves  high,  embellished  by  a  gleaming  shower  1 
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Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  purple  wings 
Bested  a  golden  harp ;  —  he  touched  the  strings ; 
And,  afler  prelude  of  unearthly  sound 
Poured  through  the  echoing  hills  around. 
He  sang :  — 

"  No  wintry  desolations, 
Scorching  blight  or  noxious  dew, 
Affect  my  native  habitations ; 
Buried  in  glory,  far  beyond  the  scope 
Of  man*s  inquiring  gaze,  but  to  his  hope 
Imaged,  though  faintly,  in  the  hue 
Profound  of  night's  ethereal  blue ; 
And  in  the  aspect  of  each  radiant  orb ;  — 
Some  fixed,  some  wandering  with  no  timid  curb ; 
But  wandering  star  and  fixed,  to  mortal  eye, 
Blended  in  absolute  serenity, 
And  free  from  semblance  of  decline ;  — 
Fresh  as  if  Evening  brought  their  natal  hour, 
Her  darkness  splendor  gave,  her  silence  power. 
To  testify  of  Love  and  Grace  divine. 


«  What  if  those  bright  fires 

Shine  subject  to  decay, 

Sons  haply  of  extinguished  sires. 

Themselves  to  lose  their  light,  or  pass  away 

Like  clouds  before  the  wind, 

Be  thanks  poured  out  to  Him  whose  hand  bestows, 

Nightly,  on  human  kind 
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That  vision  of  endurance  and  repose. 

—  And  though  to  every  draught  of  vital  breath 

Renewed  throughout  the  bounds  of  earth  or  ocean, 

The  melancholy  gates  of  Death 

Respond  with  sympathetic  motion  ; 

Though  all  that  feeds  on  nether  air, 

Howe'er  magnificent  or  fair, 

Grows  but  to  perish,  and  intrust 

Its  ruins  to  their  kindred  dust ; 

Yet,  by  the  Almighty's  ever-during  care, 

Her  procreant  vigils  Nature  keeps 

Amid  the  unfathomable  deeps  ; 

And  saves  the  peopled  fields  of  earth 

From  dread  of  emptiness  or  dearth. 

Thus,  in  their  stations,  lifting  tow'rd  the  sky 

The  foliaged  head  in  cloudlike  majesty, 

The  shadow-casting  race  of  trees  survive : 

Thus,  in  the  train  of  Spring,  arrive 

Sweet  flowers ;  —  what  living  eye  hath  viewed 

Their  myriads  ?  —  endlessly  renewed. 

Wherever  strikes  the  sun's  glad  ray ; 

Where'er  the  subtle  waters  stray ; 

Wherever  sportive  breezes  bend 

Their  course  or  genial  showers  descend ! 

Mortals,  rejoice !  the  very  Angels  quit 

Their  mansions  unsusceptible  of  change. 

Amid  your  pleasant  bowers  to  sit, 

And  through  your  sweet  vicissitudes  to  range  1* 
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0,  nursed  at  happj  distance  from  the  cares 

Of  a  too-anxious  world,  mild  pastoral  Muse ! 

That,  to  the  sparkling  crown  Urania  wears. 

And  to  her  sister  Clio's  laurel  wreath, 

Prefer'st  a  garland  culled  from  purple  heath, 

Or  blooming  thicket  moist  with  morning  dews ; 

Was  such  bright  Spectacle  vouchsafed  to  me  ? 

And  was  it  granted  to  the  simple  ear 

Of  thy  contented  votary 

Such  melody  to  hear  I 

Him  rather  suits  it,  side  by  side  with  thee, 

Wrapped  in  a  fit  of  pleasing  indolence. 

While  thy  tired  lute  hangs  on  the  hawthorn-tree, 

To  lie  and  listen  —  till  o'er-drows^d  sense 

Sinks,  hardly  conscious  of  the  influence  — 

To  the  soft  murmur  of  the  vagrant  Bee. 

—  A  slender  sound  !  yet  hoary  Time 

Doth  to  the  Soul  exalt  it  with  the  chime 

Of  all  his  years ;  —  a  company 

Of  ages  coming,  ages  gone, 

(Nations  from  before  them  sweeping, 

Regions  in  destruction  steeping,) 

But  every  awful  note  in  unison 

With  that  faint  utterance,  which  tells 

Of  treasure  sucked  from  buds  and  bells, 

For  the  pure  keeping  of  those  waxen  cells ; 

Where  She  — a  statist  prudent  to  confer 

Upon  the  common  weal ;  a  warrior  bold. 

Radiant  all  over  with  unbumished  gold, 
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Aiid  armed  with  living  spear  for  mortal  fight ; 

A  cunning  forager 
That  spreads  no  waste ;  a  social  builder ;  one 
In  whom  all  busy  offices  unite 
With  all  fine  functions  that  afford  delight  — 
Safe  tlirough  the  wmter  storm  in  quiet  dweUa  I 


And  is  She  brought  within  the  power 

Of  vision  ?  —  o'er  this  tempting  flower 

Hovering  until  the  petals  stay 

Her  flight,  and  take  its  voice  away  I  — 

Observe  each  wing !  —  a  tiny  van  I 

The  structure  of  her  laden  thigh, 

How  fragile  !  yet  of  ancestry 

Mysteriously  remote  and  high ; 

High  as  the  imperial  front  of  man  ; 

The  roseate  bloom  on  woman's  cheek ; 

The  soaring  eagle's  curved  beak  ; 

The  white  plumes  of  the  floating  swan ; 

Old  as  the  tiger's  paw,  the  lion's  mane 

Ere  shaken  by  that  mood  of  stern  disdain 

At  which  the  desert  trembles.  —  Humming  Bee  I 

Thy  sting  was  needless  then,  perchance  unknown | 

The  seeds  of  malice  were  not  sown ; 

All  creatures  met  in  peace,  from  fierceness  free, 

And  no  pride  blended  with  their  dignity. 

—  Tears  had  not  broken  from  their  source ; 

Nor  Anguish  strayed  from  her  Tartarean  den ; 

The  golden  years  maintained  a  course 
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Not  undi  versified,  though  smooth  and  even ; 
We  were  not  mocked  with  glimpse  and  shadow 

then; 
Bright  Seraphs  mixed  familiarly  with  men ; 
And  earth  and  stars  composed  a  universal  heaven ! 

1817. 


XLVI. 
DEVOTIONAL  INCITEMENTS. 

**  Not  to  the  earth  confined. 
Ascend  to  heaven.*' 

Where  will  they  stop,  those  breathing  Powers, 

The  Spirits  of  the  new-bom  flowers  ? 

They  wander  with  the  breeze,  they  wind 

Where'er  the  streams  a  passage  find ; 

Up  from  their  native  ground  they  rise 

In  mute  aerial  harmonies  ; 

From  humble  violet,  modest  thyme, 

Exhaled,  the  essential  odors  climb. 

As  if  no  space  below  the  sky 

Their  subtle  flight  could  satisfy : 

Heaven  will  not  tax  our  thoughts  with  pride 

If  like  ambition  be  their  guide. 

Roused  by  this  kindliest  of  May  showersi 
The  spirit-quickener  of  the  flowers, 
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That  with  moist  virtue  softly  cleaves 
The  buds,  and  freshens  the  young  leaves. 
The  birds  pour  forth  their  souls  in  notes 
Of  rapture  from  a  thousand  throats,  — 
Here  checked  by  too  impetuous  haste, 
While  there  the  music  runs  to  waste 
With  bounty  more  and  more  enlarged. 
Till  the  whole  air  is  overcharged  ; 
Give  ear,  O  Man  !  to  their  appeal, 
And  thirst  for  no  inferior  zeal, 
Thou,  who  canst  think  as  well  as  feeL 

Mount  from  the  earth  ;  aspire !  aspir« 
So  pleads  the  town's  cathedral  quire. 
In  strains  that  from  their  solemn  height 
Sink,  to  attain  a  loftier  flight ; 
While  incense  from  the  altar  breathes 
Rich  fragrance  in  embodied  wreaths; 
Or,  flung  from  swinging  censer,  shrouds 
The  taper-hghts,  and  curls  in  clouds 
Around  angelic  Forms,  the  still 
Creation  of  the  painter's  skill. 
That  on  the  service  wait  concealed 
One  moment,  and  the  next  revealed* 
—  Cast  off  your  bonds,  awake,  arise, 
And  for  no  transient  ecstasies  ! 
What  else  can  mean  the  visual  plea 
Of  still  or  moving  imagery,  — 
The  iterated  summons  loud, 
Vot  wasted  on  the  attendant  crowd. 
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Nor  wholly  lost  upon  the  throng 
Hurrying  the  busy  streets  along  ? 

Alas  !  the  sanctities  combined 
By  art  to  unsensualize  the  mind, 
Decay  and  languish ;  or,  as  creeds 
And  humors  change,  are  spumed  like  weeds : 
The  priests  are  from  their  altars  thrust ; 
Temples  are  levelled  with  the  dust ; 
And  solemn  rites  and  awful  forms 
Founder  amid  fanatic  storms. 
Yet  evermore,  through  years  renewed 
In  undisturbed  vicissitude 
Of  seasons  balancing  their  flight 
On  the  swift  wings  of  day  and  night, 
Kind  Nature  keeps  a  heavenly  door 
Wide  open  for  the  scattered  Poor. 
Where  flower-breathed  incense  to  the  skiet 
Is  wafted  in  mute  harmonies  ; 
And  ground  fresh-cloven  by  the  plough 
Is  fragrant  with  a  humbler  vow  ; 
Where  birds  and  brooks  from  leafy  dells 
Chime  forth  unwearied  canticles. 
And  vapors  magnify  and  spread 
The  glory  of  the  sun*s  bright  head, — 
Still  constant  in  her  worship,  still 
Conforming  to  the  Eternal  Will, 
Whether  men  sow  or  reap  the  fields, 
Divine  monition  Nature  yields. 
That  not  by  bread  alone  we  live, 
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Or  what  a  hand  of  flesh  can  give ; 
That  every  day  should  leave  some  part 
Free  for  a  sabbath  of  the  heart : 
So  shall  the  seventh  be  truly  blest, 
From  mom  to  eve,  with  hallowed  rest. 

18tt. 


XLVII. 
THE  CUCKOO-CLOCK. 

Would  ST  thou  be  taught,  when  sleep  has  taken 

liight, 
By  a  sure  voice  that  can  most  sweetly  tell, 
How  far  off  yet  a  glimpse  of  morning  light, 
And  if  to  lure  the  truant  back  be  well, 
Forbear  to  covet  a  Repeater's  stroke, 
That,  answering  to  thy  touch,  will  sound  the  hour ; 
Better  provide  thee  with  a  Cuckoo-clock 
For  service  hung  behind  thy  chamber  door ; 
And  in  due  time  the  soft,  spontaneous  shock, 
The  double  note,  as  if  with  living  power. 
Will  to  composure  lead,  or  make  thee  blithe  av 

bird  in  bower. 

List,  Cuckoo!  —  Cuckoo!  —  oft  though  tempests 

howl, 
Ov  nipping  frost  remind  thee  trees  are  bare, 
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How  cattle  pine,  and  droop  the  shivering  fowl, 
Thy  spirits  will  seem  to  feed  on  balmy  air : 
I  speak  with  knowledge, — by  that  Voice  beguiled, 
Thou  wilt  salute  old  memories  as  they  throng 
Into  thy  heart ;  and  fancies,  running  wild 
Through  fresh  green  fields,  and  budding  groves 

among, 
Will  make  thee  happy,  happy  as  a  child ; 
Of  sunshine  wilt  thou  think,  and  flowers,  and  song, 
And  breathe  as  in  a  world  where  nothing  can  go 

wrong. 

And  know,  that,  even  for  him  who  shuns  the  day 
And  nightly  tosses  on  a  bed  of  pain  ; 
Whose  joys,  from  all  but  memory  swept  away. 
Must  come  unhoped  for,  if  they  come  again  ; 
Know,   that,   for   him  whose   waking  thoughts, 

severe 
As  his  distress  is  sharp,  would  scorn  my  theme, 
The  mimic  notes,  striking  upon  his  ear 
In  sleep,  and  intermingling  with  his  dream, 
Could  from  sad  regions  send  him  to  a  dear 
Delightful  land  of  verdure,  shower,  and  gleam, 
To  mock  the  wandering  Voice  beside  some  haunt- 
ed stream. 

0  bounty  without  measure !  while  the  grace 

Of  Heaven   doth  in  such  wise,  from  humblest 

springs. 
Pour  pleasure  forth,  and  solaces  that  trace 
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A.  masj  course  along  familiar  things, 
Well  may  our  hearts  have  faith  that  blessings  come, 
Streaming  from  founts  above  the  starry  sky, 
With  angels,  when  their  own  untroubled  home 
They  leave,  and  speed  on  nightly  embassy 
To  visit  earthly  chambers,  —  and  for  whom  ? 
Tea,  both  for  souls  who  Grod's  forbearance  try, 
And  those  that  seek  his  help,  and  for  his  mercy 
sigh. 


XLVin. 

TO  THE  CLOUDS. 

Abut  of  Clouds  I  ye  winged  Host  in  troops 
Ascending  from  behind  the  motionless  brow 
Of  that  tall  rock,  as  from  a  hidden  world, 
0  whither  with  such  eagerness  of  speed  ? 
What  seek  ye,  or  what  shun  ye  ?  of  the  gale 
Ck)mpanions,  fear  ye  to  be  left  behind. 
Or,  racing  o'er  your  blue,  ethereal  field. 
Contend  ye  with  each  other  ?  of  the  sea 
Children,  thus  post  ye  over  vale  and  height 
To  sink  upon  your  mother's  lap,  and  rest  ? 
Or  were  ye  rightlier  hailed,  when  first  mine  eyei 
Beheld  in  your  impetuous  march  the  likeness 
Of  a  wide  army  pressing  on  to  meet 
Or  overtake  some  unknown  enemy  ?  — 
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But  your  smooth  motions  suit  a  peaceful  »iii; 

And  Fancy,  not  less  aptly  pleased,  compares 

Your  squadrons  to  an  endless  flight  of  birds 

Aerial,  upon  due  migration  bound 

To  milder  climes ;  or  rather  do  ye  urge 

In  caravan  your  hasty  pilgrimage, 

To  pause  at  last  on  more  aspiring  heights 

Than  these,  and  utter  your  devotion  there 

With  thundrous  voice  ?     Or  are  ye  jubilant, 

And  would  ye,  tracking  your  proud  lord,  the  Sun, 

Be  present  at  his  setting ;  or  the  pomp 

Of  Persian  mornings  would  ye  fill,  and  stand 

Poising  your  splendors  high  above  the  heads 

Of  worshippers  kneeling  to  their  up-risen  God? 

Whence,  whence,  ye  Clouds  1   this  eagerness  of 

speed? 
Speak,  silent  creatures.  —  They  are  gone,  are  fled, 
Buried  together  in  yon  gloomy  mass 
That  loads  the  middle  heaven;  and  dear  and 

bright 
And  vacant  doth  the  region  which  they  thronged 
Appear ;  a  calm  descent  of  sky  conducting 
Down  to  the  unapproachable  abyss, 
Down  to  that  hidden  gulf  from  which  they  rose 
To  vanish,  —  fleet  as  days  and  months  and  years, 
Fleet  as  the  generations  of  mankind, 
Power,  glory,  empire,  as  the  world  itself. 
The  lingering  world,  when  time  had  ceased  to  be. 
But  the  winds  roar,  shaking  the  rooted  trees, 
And  see  1  a  bright  precursor  to  a  train 
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Perchance  as  numerous,  overpeere  the  Pock 

That  sullenly  refuses  to  partake 

Of  the  wild  impulse.     From  a  fount  of  life 

Invisible,  the  long  procession  moves 

Luminous  or  gloomy,  welcome  to  the  vale 

Which  they  are  entering,  welcome  to  mine  eye 

That  sees  them,  to  my  soul  that  owns  in  them. 

And  in  the  bosom  of  the  firmament 

O'er  which  they  move,  wherein  they  are  contained, 

A  type  of  her  capacious  self  and  all 

Her  restless  progeny. 

A  humble  walk 
Here  is  my  body  doomed  to  tread,  this  path, 
A  little  hoary  line  and  faintly  traced, 
Work,  shall  we  call  it,  of  the  shepherd's  foot 
Or  of  his  flock  ?  — joint  vestige  of  them  both. 
I  pace  it  unrepining,  for  my  thoughts 
Admit  no  bondage  and  my  words  have  wings. 
Where  is  the  Orphean  lyre,  or  Druid  harp. 
To  accompany  the  verse  ?     The  mountain  blast 
Shall  be  our  hand  of  music  ;  he  shall  sweep 
The  rocks,  and  quivering  trees,  and  billowy  lake. 
And  search  the  fibres  of  the  caves,  and  they 
Shall  answer,  for  our  song  is  of  the  Clouds 
And  the  wind  loves  tliem  ;  and  the  gentle  gales  — 
Which  by  their  aid  reclothe  the  naked  lawn 
With  annual  verdure,  and  revive  the  woods, 
And  moisten  the  parched  lips  of  thirsty  flowers  — 
Love  them ;  and  every  idle  breeze  of  air 
Bends  to  the  favorite  burden.     Moon  and  stars 
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Keep  their  most  solemn  vigils  when  the  Clouds 

Watch  also,  shifting  peaceably  their  place 

Like  bands  of  ministering  Spirits,  or  when  they  lie. 

As  if  some  Protean  art  the  change  had  wrought, 

In  listless  quiet  o'er  the  ethereal  deep 

Scattered,  a  Cyclades  of  various  shapes 

And  all  degrees  of  beauty.     O  ye  Lightnings ! 

Ye  are  their  perilous  offspring ;  and  the  Sun  — 

Source  inexhaustible  of  life  and  joy, 

And  type  of  man's  far-darting  reason,  therefore 

In  old  time  worshipped  as  the  god  of  verse, 

A  blazing  intellectual  deity  — 

Loves  his  own  glory  in  their  looks,  and  showers 

Upon  that  unsubstantial  brotherhood 

Visions  with  all  but  beatific  light 

Enriched,  —  too  transient  were  they  not  renewed 

From  age  to  age,  and  did  not,  while  we  gaze 

In  silent  rapture,  credulous  desire 

Nourish  the  hope  that  memory  lacks  not  power 

To  keep  the  treasure  unimpaired.    Vain  thought ! 

Yet  why  repine,  created  as  we  are 

For  joy  and  rest,  albeit  to  find  them  only 

Lodged  in  the  bosom  of  eternal  things? 
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XLIX. 

8UG0KSTED  BY   A    PICTUHE  OF    THE    BIRD 
OF   PARADISE. 

The  gentlest  Poet,  with  free  thoughts  endowe^l, 

And  a  true  master  of  the  glowmg  strain, 

flight  scan  the  narrow  provmce  with  disdain 

That  to  the  Painter's  skill  is  here  allowed. 

This,  this  the  Bird  of  Paradise  !  disclaim 

Tlie  daring  thought,  forget  the  name ; 

This  the  Sun's  Bird,  whom  Glendoveers  might  own 

As  no  unworthy  Partner  in  their  flight 

'I'hi-ough  seas  of  ether,  where  the  rufiiing  sway 

or  nether  air's  rude  billows  is  unknown  ; 

Wliom  Sylphs,  if  e'er  for  casual  pastime  they 

Through  India's  spicy  regions  wing  their  way, 

Might  bow  to  as  their  Lord.     What  character, 

0  sovereign  Nature !  I  appeal  to  thee, 

Of  all  thy  feathered  progeny 

Is  so  unearthly,  and  wiiat  shape  so  fair  ? 

So  richly  decked  in  variegated  down. 

Green,  sable,  shining  yellow,  shadowy  brown. 

Tints  softly  with  each  other  blended. 

Hues  doubtfully  begun  and  ended ; 

Or  intershooting,  and  to  sight 

Lost  and  recovered,  as  the  rays  of  light 

Glance  on  the  conscious  plumes  touched  here  and 

there  ? 
Full  surely,  when  with  such  proud  gifts  of  life 
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Began  the  pencil's  strife. 

Overweening  Art  was  caught  as  in  a  snare. 

A  sense  of  seemingly  presumptuous  wrong 
Gave  the  first  impulse  to  the  Poet's  song ; 
But,  of  his  scorn  repenting  soon,  he  drew 
A  juster  judgment  from  a  calmer  view ; 
And,  with  a  spirit  freed  from  discontent, 
Thankfully  took  an  eflTort  that  was  meant 
Not  with  Grod's  bounty,  Nature's  love,  to  vie, 
Or  made  with  hope  to  please  that  inward  eye 
Which  ever  strives  in  vain  itself  to  satisfy, 
But  to  recall  the  truth  by  some  faint  trace 
Of  power  ethereal  and  celestial  grace. 
That  in  the  living  Creature  find  on  earth  a  place. 


A  JEWISH   FAMILY. 

its  A  SMAIX  VALLEY  OPPOSITE  8T.  GOAK,  t'PUM  THB  RHOn.) 

Genius  of  Raphael!  if  thy  wings 

Might  bear  thee  to  this  glen, 
With  faithfiil  memory  left  of  things 

To  pencil  dear  and  pen, 
Thou  wouldst  forego  the  neighboring  RhiiMi 

And  all  his  majesty, 
A  studious  forehead  to  incline 

O'er  this  poor  family. 
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The  Mother,  —  her  thou  must  ha\'e  seen. 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  rifted  rocks  between^ 

Or  found  on  earth  a  name ; 
An  image,  too,  of  that  sweet  Boy, 

Thy  inspirations  give,  — 
Of  playfulness,  and  love,  and  joy, 

Predestined  here  to  live. 

Downcast,  or  shooting  glances  far, 

How  beautiful  hb  eyes, 
That  blend  the  nature  of  the  star 

With  that  of  summer  skies  ! 
1  speak  as  if  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncounted  months  are  gone, 
Yiit  am  I  with  the  Jewish  Child, 

That  exquisite  Saint  John. 

I  ??e  the  dark-brown  curls,  the  brow, 

I'he  smooth,  transparent  skin, 
Refined,  as  with  intent  to  show 

The  holiness  within ; 
Tlu?  grace  of  parting  Infancy 

By  blushes  yet  untamed  ; 
Ajro  faithful  to  the  mother's  knee, 

Nor  of  her  arms  ashamed. 

Two  lovely  Sisters,  still  and  sweet 

As  flowers,  stand  side  by  side ; 
Their  soul-subduing  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  of  his  pride : 
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Such  beauty  bath  the  £ternal  poured 

Upon  them  not  forlorn, 
Though  of  a  lineage  once  abhorred, 

Nor  yet  redeemed  from  scorn. 

Mysterious  safeguard,  that,  in  f^pite 

Of  poverty  and  wrong, 
Doth  here  preserve  a  living  liglit, 

From  Hebrew  fountains  sprung ; 
That  gives  this  ragged  group  to  cast 

Around  the  dell  a  gleam 
Of  Palestine,  of  glory  past, 

And  proud  Jerusalem ! 


im 


LI. 


ON  THE  POWER  OF  SOUND. 

AKOUMKNT. 

rhe  Ear  addressed,  as  occupied  by  a  spiritual  functioaarj,  in 
oommunion  with  sounds,  individual,  or  combined  in  studied 
harmony.  —  Sources  and  effects  of  those  sounds  (to  the  close 
of  6th  Stanza).  —  The  power  of  music,  wlience  proceeding, 
exemplified  in  the  idiot.  —  Origin  of  music,  and  its  eflect 
in  early  ages,  —  how  produced  (to  tlie  middle  of  10th  Stan- 
za).—  The  mind  recalled  to  sounds  acting  casually  and 
severally.  —  Wish  uttered  (Uth  Stanza)  that  these  could  be 
united  into  a  scheme  or  system  for  moral  intei-esta  and  intel- 
lectual contemplation —  (Stanza  12th.)  The  Pythagorcai 
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theory  of  Dumben  and  music,  with  their  supposed  power 
orer  the  motions  of  the  universe;  —  imaginations  consonant 
with  such  a  theory.  —  Wish  expressed  (in  11th  Stanza)  re- 
slized,  in  some  degree,  by  tlie  representation  of  all  sounds 
under  the  form  of  thanksgiving  to  the  Creator.  —  (Last  Stan- 
za.) The  destruction  of  earth  and  the  planetary  system,  — 
the  survival  of  audible  harmony,  and  its  support  in  the  Di- 
me Nature,  as  revealed  in  Holy  Writ 


Thy  functions  are  ethereal, 

As  if  within  thee  dwelt  a  glancing  mind. 

Organ  of  vision !     And  a  Spirit  aerial 

Informs  the  cell  of  Hearing,  dark  and  blind ; 

Intricate  labyrinth,  more  dread  for  thought 

To  enter  than  oracular  cave  ; 

Strict  passage,  through  which  sic:hs  are  brought 

And  whispers  tor  the  heart,  their  slave  ; 

And  shrieks,  that  revel  in  abuse 

Of  shivering  flesh ;  and  warbled  air, 

Whose  piercing  sweetness  can  unloose 

The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 

Into  the  ambush  of  despair ; 

Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-tlrawn  aisle, 

And  requiems  answered  by  the  pulse  that  beats 

Devoutly,  in  Ufe's  last  retreats  ! 


The  headlong  streams  and  fountains 
Serve  Thee,  invisible  Spirit,  with  untired  powers ; 
Cheering  the  wakeful  tent  on  Syrian  mountains, 
fh'iylull  perchance  ten  thousand  thousand  flowers. 
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Hial  roar,  the  prowling  lion's  Mere  T  eam^ 

How  fearful  to  the  desert  wide ! 

That  bleat,  bow  tender !  of  the  dam 

Calling  a  straggler  to  her  side. 

Shout,  cuckoo !  —  let  the  vernal  soul 

Go  with  thee  to  the  frozen  zone ; 

Toll  from  thy  loftiest  perch,  lone  bell-bird,  toll 

At  the  still  hour  to  Mercy  dear, 

Mercy  from  her  twilight  throne 

Listening  to  nun's  faint  throb  of  holy  fear. 

To  sailor's  prayer  breathed  from  a  darkening  sea, 

Or  widow's  cottage-lullaby. 


Ye  Voices,  and  ye  Shadows 

And  Images  of  voice, — to  hound  and  horn 

From  rocky  steep  and  rock-bestudded  meadows 

Flung  back,  and,  in  thcsky's  blue  caves,  reborn, — 

On  with  your  pastime  !  till  the  churcb- tower  belli 

A  greeting  give  of  measured  glee ; 

And  milder  echoes  from  their  cells 

Repeat  the  bridal  symphony. 

Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  us  rove 

Where  mists  are  breaking  up  or  gone, 

And  from  aloft  look  down  into  a  cove 

Besprinkled  with  a  careless  choir, 

Happy  milkmaids,  one  by  one 

Scattering  a  ditty  each  to  her  desire, 

A  liquid  concert  matchless  by  nice  Art, 

A  stream  as  if  from  one  full  heart. 
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Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  blind  man's  gloom,  exalts  the  veteran's  mirth ; 

Unscorned  the  peasant's   whistling   breath,  that 

lightens  • 

His  duteous  toil  of  fun-owing  the  green  earth. 
For  the  tired  slave,  Song  lifts  the  languid  oar, 
And  bids  it  aptly  fall,  with  chime 
That  beautifies  the  fairest  shore, 
And  mitigates  the  harshest  clime. 
Yon  pilgrims  see,  —  in  lagging  file 
They  move ;  but  soon  the  appointed  way 
A  choral  Ave  Marie  shall  beguile. 
And  to  their  hope  the  distant  shrine 
Glisten  with  a  livelier  ray  : 
Nor  friendless  he,  the  prisoner  of  the  mine. 
Who  from  the  well-spring  of  his  own  clear  breaiit 
Can  draw,  and  sing  his  griefs  to  rest. 


When  civic  renovation 
Dawns  on  a  kingdom,  and  for  needful  haste 
Best  eloquence  avails  not,  Inspiration 
Mounts  with  a  tune,  that  travels  like  a  blast 
Piping  through  cave  and  battlemeuted  tower; 
Then  starts  the  sluggard,  pleased  to  meet 
That  voice  of  Freedom,  in  its  power 
Of  promises,  shrill,  wild,  and  sweet ! 
Who,  from  a  martial  pageant,  spreads 
Incitements  of  the  battle-day. 
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Thrilling  the  unweapoDed  crowd  with  plameleit 

headd?  — 
Evon  She  whose  hydinn  airs  inspire 
Peaceful  striving,  gentle  play 
or  timid  ho)>e  and  innocent  desire 
Shot  from  the  dancing  Graces,  as  thej  moTC 
Fanned  by  the  plausive  wings  of  Love. 


How  oil  along  thy  mazes, 

Regent  of  sound,  have  dangerous  Passions  trod ! 

O   Thou,  through  wliom  the  temple  rings  with 

praises, 
Anil  blackening  clouds  in  thunder  speak  of  God, 
Bell-ay  not  by  the  cozenage  of  sense 
Thy  votaries,  wooingly  resigned 
To  a  voluptuou<«  influence 
That  taints  the  purer,  better  mind ; 
But  lead  sick  Fancy  to  a  harp 
That  hath  in  noble  tasks  been  tried  ; 
And,'  if  the  virtuous  feel  a  pang  too  sharp, 
Soothe  it  into  patience, —  stay 
Tlie  uplifted  arm  of  Suicide  ; 
And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  firm  array 
Knit  every  thought  the  impending  issue  needa, 
lOro  martyr  burns,  or  patriot  bleeds  I 


As  Conscience,  to  the  centre 

or  being,  smites  with  iiTesistible  pain. 
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So  •fhall  a  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 

The  raouldy  vaults  of  the  dull  idiot's  brain, 

Transmute  him  to  a  wretch  from  quiet  hurled,— 

Convulsed  as  by  a  jarring  din  ; 

And  then  aghast,  as  at  the  world 

Of  reason  partially  let  in 

Bj  concords  winding  with  a  sway 

Terrible  for  sense  and  soul ! 

Or,  awed,  he  weeps,  struggling  to  quell  dismay. 

Point  not  these  mysteries  to  an  Art 

Lodged  above  the  starry  pole,  — 

Pure  modulations  flowing  from  the  heart 

Of  Divine  Love,  where  Wisdom,  Beauty,  Truth, 

With  Oixler  dwell,  in  endless  youth? 


Oblivion  may  not  cover 

All  treasures  hoarded  by  the  miser,  Time. 

Orphean  Insight !  truth's  undaunted  lover. 

To  the  first  leagues  of  tutored  passion  climb. 

Where  Music  deigned  within  this  grosser  sphere 

Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold, 

And  voice  and  shell  drew  forth  a  tear 

Softer  than  Nature's  self  could  mould. 

Yet  strenuous  was  the  infant  Age  • 

Art,  daring  ba^ause  souls  could  feel. 

Stirred  nowhere  but  an  urgent  equipage 

Of  wrapt  imagination  sped  her  march 

Through  the  realms  of  woe  and  weal : 

Hell  to  the  lyre  bowed  low  ;  the  upper  arch 
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Rejoiced  that  clamorous  spell  and  magic  vena 
Her  wan  disasters  could  disperse. 


The  Gift  to  King  Amphion 

That  walled  a  city  with  its  melody 

Was  for  belief  no  dream  :  —  thy  skill,  ArioD  I 

CoM  humanize  the  creatures  of  the  sea, 

Where  men  were  monstera.   A  last  grace  he  craTC^^, 

Leave  for  one  chant ;  the  dulcet  sound 

Steals  from  the  deck  o'er  willing  waves, 

And  listening  dolphins  gather  round. 

Self-cast,  as  with  a  desperate  course, 

'Mid  that  strange  audience,  he  bestrides 

A  proud  One  docile  as  a  managed  horse ; 

And  singing,  while  the  accordant  hand 

Sweeps  his  harp,  the  Master  rides ; 

So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a  friendly  strand, 

And  he,  with  his  preserver,  shine  star-bright 

In  memory,  through  silent  night. 


The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  shepherds 

Couched  in  the  shadow  of  Maanalian  pines, 

Was  passing  sweet ;  the  eyeballs  of  the  leopards, 

That  in  high  triumph  drew  the  Lord  of  vines, 

How  did  they  sparkle  to  the  cymbal's  elang ! 

While  Fauns  and  Satyrs  beat  the  ground 

In  cadence,  and  Sllenus  swang 

This  way  and  that,  with  wild-flowers  crowned. 
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To  life,  to  Ufe  give  back  thine  ear : 

Ye  who  are  longing  to  be  rid 

Of  fable,  though  to  truth  subservient,  hear 

The  little  sprinkling  of  cold  earth  that  fell 

Echoed  from  the  coffin-lid  ; 

The  convict's  summons  in  the  steeple's  knell ; 

"  The  vain  distress-gun, "  from  a  leeward  shore, 

Repeated,  —  heard,  and  heard  no  more  ^ 


For  terror,  joy,  or  pity, 

Vast  is  the  compass  and  the  swell  of  notes  : 

From  the  babe's  first  cry  to  voice  of  regal  city. 

Rolling  a  solemn,  sea-like  bass,  that  floats 

Far  as  the  woodlands,  —  with  the  trill  to  blend 

Of  that  shy  songstress,  whose  love-tale 

Might  tempt  an  angel  to  descend. 

While  hovering  o'er  the  moonlight  vale. 

Ye  wandering  Utterances,  has  Earth  no  scheme, 

No  scale  of  moral  music,  to  unite 

Powers  that  survive  but  in  the  faintest  dream 

Of  memory  ?  —  O  that  ye  might  stoop  to  bear 

Chains,  such  precious  chains  of  sight 

As  labored  minstrelsies  through  ages  wear  1 

0  for  a  balance  fit  the  truth  to  tel) 

Of  the  Unsubstantial,  pondered  well ! 


By  one  pervading  spirit 

Of  tones  and  numbers  all  things  are  controlled. 
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As  sages  taught,  where  faith  was  found  to  merit 

Initiation  in  that  mystery  old. 

The  heavens,  whose  aspect  makes  our  minds  as  still 

As  they  themselves  appear  to  be, 

Innumerable  voices  fill 

With  everlasting  harmony ; 

The  towering  headlands,  crowned  with  mist. 

Their  feet  among  the  billows,  know 

That  Ocean  is  a  mighty  harmonist ; 

Thy  pinions,  universal  Air, 

Ever  waving  to  and  fro,  • 

Are  delegates  of  harmony,  and  bear 

Strains  that  support  the  Seasons  in  their  round : 

Stern  Winter  loves  a  dirge-like  sound. 


Break  forth  into  thanksgiving, 

Ye  banded  instruments  of  wind  and  chords  1 

Unite,  to  magnify  the  Ever-living, 

Your  inarticulate  notes  with  the  voice  of  worda  I 

Nor  hushed  be  service  from  the  lowing  mead, 

Nor  mute  the  forest  hum  of  noon  ; 

Thou  too  be  heard,  lone  eagle  I  freed 

From  snowy  peak  and  cloud,  attune 

Thy  hungry  barkings  to  the  hymn 

Of  joy,  that  from  her  utmost  walls 

The  six-days*  Work  by  flaming  Seraphim 

Transmits  to  Heaven  1     As  Deep  to  Deep 

Shouting  through  one  valley  calls, 

All  ivorlds,  all  natures*,  mood  and  measure  keep 
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For  praise  and  ceaseless  gmtulation,  poured 
Into  the  ear  of  God,  their  Lord ! 


A  Voice  to  Light  gave  Being  ; 

To  Time,  and  Alan  his  earth-born  chronicler ; 

A  Voice  shall  fmisii  doubt  and  dim  forsspeing^ 

And  sweep  away  life's  visionary  stir  ; 

The  trumpet,  (we,  intoxicate  with  pride 

Arm  at  its  blast  for  deadly  wars,) 

To  archangelic  lips  applied. 

The  grave  shall  open,  quench  the  stars. 

0  Silence  !  are  Man's  noisy  years 

No  more  than  moments  of  thy  life  ? 

Is  Harmony,  blest  queen  of  smiles  and  tears, 

With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  just, 

Tempered  into  rapturous  strife, 

Thy  destined  bond-slave  ?     No  1  though  earth  be 

dust 
And  vanish,  though  the  heavens  dissolve,  her  stay 
b  in  the  Word,  tliat  shall  not  pass  away. 

183ft 
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pp:ter  hkll. 


A    TALK. 

Wlini  *s  in  a  name  f 

4  «  «  «  • 

Bmtai  will  sUirt  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Cesar! 


TO  ROIiKRT  SOUTHKV,  i:SQ^  P.  L.,  kto,  wtc 

My  DtAii  Friend  :  —  The  Tale  of  Peter  Bell,  which  I  now 
bitruilnce  to  your  notice,  and  to  tliat  of  the  Public,  has,  in  its 
manuscript  state,  nearly  survived  its  minority;  —  for  it  firal 
b-aw  the  light  in  the  summer  of  1798.  Daring  this  long  intei^ 
val,  pains  have  been  token  at  different  times  to  make  tlie  pro- 
duction less  unworthy  of  a  favorable  reception ;  or,  rather,  to 
fit  it  for  awing  permanenilif  a  station,  however  humble,  in  the 
literature  of  our  country.  This  has,  indeed,  been  the  aim  of 
all  my  endeavors  in  Poetry,  which,  you  know,  have  been  suf- 
ficiently laborious  to  prove  that  I  deem  the  Art  not  lightly  to 
be  approached ;  and  that  the  attainment  of  excellence  in  it  may 
laudably  be  made  the  principal  object  of  intellectual  pursuit 
by  any  man,  who,  with  reasonable  consideration  of  circuro- 
ttances,  has  faith  in  his  own  impulses. 

The  Poem  of  Peter  Bell,. as  the  Prologue  will  show,  was  com- 
posed under  a  belief  that  the  Imagination  not  only  does  not  re- 
quire for  its  exercise  the  intervention  of  supernatural  agency, 
but  that,  though  such  agency  be  excluded,  the  faculty  may 
be  called  forth  as  imperiously,  and  for  kindred  results  of  pleas- 
ure, by  incidents,  within  the  compass  of  poetic  probabiUtj',  in 
the  humblest  departments  of  daily  life.  Since  that  Prologue 
was  written,  you  have  exhibited  most  splendid  elTects  of  judi- 
cious daring,  in  the  opposite  and  usual  course.  Let  this  ac- 
knowledgment make  my.  peace  with  the  lovers  of  the  super 
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natural;  and  T  am  persuaded  it  will  be  admitted,  that  to  you, 
as  a  master  in  that  province  of  the  Art,  the  following  Tale, 
whether  from  contrast  or  congniity,  is  not  an  unnppropriate 
oflFering.  Accept  it,  then,  as  a  public  testimony  of  affectionate 
admiration  from  one  \rith  whose  name  yours  has  been  often 
coupled  (to  use  your  own  words)  for  evil  and  for  good;  and 
believe  me  to  be,  with  earnest  wishes  that  life  and  health  may 
be  granted  you  to  complete  the  many  important  works  in 
which  you  are  engaged,  and  with  high  respect, 
Most  faithfully  yours, 

WILLIAM    WORDSWORia 
Btdal  Mount,  April  7, 1819. 

PROLOGUE. 

Tiikre's  something  in  a  flying  horse. 
There  's  something  in  a  huge  balloon ; 
IJut  through  the  clouds  I  '11  never  float 
Until  1  have  a  little  Boat, 
Shaped  like  the  crescent-moon. 

And  now  I  have  a  little  Boat, 

In  shape  a  very  crescent-moon  ; 

Fust  through  the  clouds  my  Boat  can  sail ; 

But  if  perchance  your  faith  should  fail, 

Look  up  —  and  you  shall  see  me  soon  I 

The  woods,  my  Friends,  are  round  you  roaring 
llocking  and  roaring  like  a  sea ; 
The  noise  of  danger  *8  in  your  ears, 
And  ye  have  all  a  thousand  fears 
Both  for  my  little  Boat  and  me  I 

VOL.  II.  18 
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Meanwhile,  untroubled  I  admii*e 
The  pointed  horns  of  my  canoe ; 
And,  did  not  pity  touch  my  breast. 
To  see  how  je  are  all  distrest, 
Till  my  ribs  ached  I  'd  laugh  at  you ! 

Away  we  go,  ray  Boat  and  I,  — 
I'rail  man  ne'er  sat  in  such  another ; 
Whether  among  the  winds  we  strive, 
( )r  deep  into  the  clouds  we  dive, 
ICach  is  contented  with  the  other. 

Away  we  go,  —  and  what  care  wts 
For  treasons,  tumults,  and  for  wars  ? 
VVe  are  as  calm  in  our  delight 
As  is  the  crescent-moon  so  bright 
Among  the  scattered  stars. 

Up  goes  my  Boat  among  the  stars 
Through  many  a  breathless  field  of  lights 
Through  many  a  long  blue  field  of  ether, 
Leaving  ten  thousand  stars  beneath  her : 
Up  goes  my  little  Boat  so  bright  I 

The  Crab,  the  Scorpion,  and  the  Bull,— 
We  pry  among  them  all ;  have  shot 
High  o'er  the  red-hau*ed  race  of  Mars, 
Covered  from  top  to  toe  with  scars  ;  — 
Such  company  I  like  it  not ! 
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The  towns  in  Saturn  are  decayed, 

And  melancholy  Spectres  throng  them ;  — 

The  Pleiads,  that  appear  to  kiss 

Each  other  in  the  vast  abyss, 

With  joy  I  sail  among  them. 

Swift  Mercury  resounds  wiili  mirth. 
Great  Jove  is  full  of  stately  bowers ; 
But  these,  and  all  that  they  contain, 
What  are  they  to  that  tiny  grain, 
That  little  Earth  of  ours  ? 

Then  back  to  Earth,  the  dear  green  Earth:  — 
Whole  ages  if  I  here  should  roam. 
The  world  of  my  remarks  and  me 
Would  not  a  whit  the  better  be  : 
I  Ve  left  my  heart  at  home. 

See !  there  she  is,  the  matchless  Earth  I 
There  spreads  the  famed  Pacific  Ocean ! 
Old  Andes  thrusts  yon  craggy  spear 
Through  the  gray  clouds ;  the  Alps  are  here, 
like  waters  in  commotion  I 

Yon  tawny  slip  is  Libya's  sands  ; 
That  silver  thread,  the  river  Dnieper ; 
And  look,  where,  clothed  in  brightest  gieen. 
Is  a  sweet  Isle,  of  isles  the  Queen : 
Ye  Fairies,  from  all  evil  keep  her  I 
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And  see  the  town  where  I  was  bom  I 
Around  those  happy  fields  we  span 
In  boyish  gambols  ;  —  I  was  lost 
Where  I  have  been,  but  on  this  coast 
I  feel  I  am  a  man. 

Never  did  fifty  things  at  once 
Appear  so  lovely,  —  never,  never ; 
How  tunefully  the  forests  ring ! 
To  hear  the  Earth's  soft  murmuring 
Thus  could  I  hang  for  ever  I 

•*  Shame  on  you  ! "  cried  my  little  Boat ; 

"  Was  ever  such  a  homesick  Loon, 

Within  a  living  Boat  to  sit, 

And  make  no  better  use  of  it,  — 

A  Boat  twin-sister  of  the  crescent-moon  I 

"  Ne'er  in  the  breast  of  full-grown  Poet 
Fluttered  so  faint  a  heart  before  ;  — 
Was  it  the  music  of  the  spheres 
That  overpowered  your  mortal  ears  ? 
—  Such  din  shall  trouble  them  no  more. 

**  These  nether  precincts  do  not  lack 
Charms  of  their  own;  —  then  come  with  me} 
I  want  a  comrade,  and  for  you 
There 's  nothing  that  I  would  not  do ; 
Naught  is  there  that  you  shall  not  see* 
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"  Haste  !  and  above  Siberian  snows 
We  '11  sport  amid  the  boreal  morning ; 
Will  mingle  with  her  lustres  gliding 
Among  the  stars,  the  stars  now  hidings 
And  now  the  stars  adorning. 

**  I  know  the  secrets  of  a  land 
Where  human  foot  did  never  stray  ; 
Fair  is  that  land  as  evening  skies, 
And  cool,  though  in  the  depth  it  lies 
Of  burning  Africa. 

**  Or  we  11  into  the  realm  of  Faery, 
Among  the  lovely  shades  of  things ; 
The  shadowy  forms  of  mountains  bare, 
And  streams,  and  bowers,  and  ladies  fair« 
The  shades  of  palaces  and  kings  I 

"  Or,  if  you  thirst  with  hardy  zeal 
Lr?s  quiet  regions  to  explore, 
Prompt  voyage  shall  to  you  reveal 
How  earth  and  heaven  are  taught  to  feel 
The  might  of  magic  lore !  ** 

"  My  little  vagrant  Form  of  light. 

My  gay  and  beautiful  Canoe, 

"Well  have  you  played  your  friendly  part; 

As  kindly  take  what  from  my  heart 

Experience  forces,  —  then  adieu  ! 
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-  Temptation  lurks  among  your  words ; 
But,  while  these  pleasures  you  *re  pursuing 
Without  impediment  or  let, 
No  wonder  if  you  quite  forget 
What  on  the  Earth  is  doing. 

^  There  ^as  a  time  when  all  mankind 
Did  listen  with  a  faith  sincere 
To  tuneful  tongues  in  mystery  versed ; 
Then  Poets  fearlessly  rehearsed 
The  wonders  of  a  wild  career. 

•*  Gro,  —  (but  the  world  *s  a  sleepy  world, 
And  't  is,  I  fear,  an  age  too  late,) — 
Take  with  you  some  ambitious  Youth  I 
For,  restless  Wanderer  1 1,  in  truth, 
Am  all  unfit  to  be  your  mate. 

"  Long  have  I  loved  what  I  behold, 
The  night  that  calms,  the  day  that  cheers ; 
The  common  growth  of  Mother  Earih 
SulBces  me,  —  her  tears,  her  mirth, 
Her  humblest  mirth  and  tears. 

"The  dragon's  wing,  the  magic  ring, 
I  shall  not  covet  for  my  dower, 
If  I  along  that  lowly  way 
With  sympathetic  heart  may  stray, 
And  with  a  soul  of  power. 
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•*  These  given,  what  more  need  I  desire 
To  stir,  to  soothe,  or  elevate  ? 
What  nobler  marvels  than  the  mind 
May  in  life's  daily  prospect  find. 
May  find  or  there  create  ? 

"  A  potent  wand  doth  Sorrow  wield ; 
Wliat  spell  so  strong  as  guilty  Fear  I 
Repentance  is  a  tender  Sprite ; 
If  aught  on  earth  have  heavenly  migbi 
'T  is  lodged  within  her  silent  tear. 

**  But  grant  my  wishes,  —  let  us  now 
Descend  from  this  ethereal  height ; 
Then  take  thy  way,  adventurous  Skifl^ 
More  daring  fur  than  HippogrifT, 
And  be  thy  own  delight ! 

**  To  the  stone-table  in  my  garden, 
Loved  haunt  of  many  a  summer  hour. 
The  Squire  is  come :  his  daughter  BeM 
Beside  him  in  the  cool  recess 
Sits  blooming  like  a  flower. 

**  With  these  are  many  more  convened ; 
They  know  not  I  have  been  so  far ;  — 
I  see  them  there,  in  number  nine, 
Beneath  the  spreading  Weymouth  pine  I 
I  see  them,  —  there  they  are  I 
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^There  bits  ihc  Vicar  aitd  his  Dame ; 
And  there  my  good  friend,  Stephen  Otter; 
And,  ere  the  light  of  evening  fail. 
To  them  I  must  rekte  the  Tale 
Of  Peter  Bell  the  Potter." 

Off  flew  the  Boat,  —  away  she  flees, 
Spuming  her  freight  with  indignation ! 
And  I,  as  well  as  I  was  able, 
On  two  poor  legs,  toward  my  stone  taUe 
Limped  on  with  sore  vexation. 

•*  O,  here  he  is  I  "  cried  little  Bess,  — 
She  saw  me  at  the  garden  door ; 
**  We  *ve  waited  anxiously  and  long," 
They  cried,  and  all  around  me  throng, 
Full  nine  of  them  or  more  I 

**  Reproach  me  not, — your  fears  be  still,— 
Be  thankful  we  again  have  met ;  — 
Resume,  ray  Friends !  within  the  shade 
Your  seats,  and  quickly  shall  be  paid 
The  well-remembered  debt." 

I  spake  with  faltering  vdce,  like  one 
Not  wholly  rescued  from  the  pale 
Of  a  wild  dream,  or  worse  illusion ; 
But,  straight,  to  cover  my  confusion, 
Began  the  promised  Tale. 
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PART   FIRST. 


All  by  the  moonlight  river-side 
Groaned  the  poor  Beast,  —  alas  I  in  vain ; 
The  stair  was  raised  to  lofiier  height, 
And  the  blows  fell  with  heavier  weight 
As  Peter  struck,  and  struck  again. 

**  Hold  I  **  cried  the  Squire,  "against  the  ruki 
Of  common  sense  you  're  surely  sinning  * 
This  leap  is  for  us  all  too  bold ; 
Who  Peter  was,  let  that  be  told. 
And  start  from  the  beginning." 

«  A  Potter,*  Sir,  he  was  by  trade,** 

Said  I,  becoming  quite  collected ; 
**  And  wheresoever  he  appeared, 
Full  twenty  times  was  Peter  feared 
For  once  that  Peter  was  respected. 

**  He  two-and-thirty  years  or  more 
Had  been  a  wild  and  woodland  rover; 
Had  heard  the  Atlantic  surges  roar 
On  farthest  ComwalFs  rocky  shore, 
And  trod  the  cliffs  of  Dover. 

"  And  he  had  seen  Caernarvon's  towers, 
And  well  he  knew  the  spire  of  Sarum  ; 

•  In  the  dialect  of  the  North,  a  hawker  of  earthen-ware  k 
bna  designated. 
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And  he  had  been  where  Lincoln  bell 
Flings  o'er  the  fen  that  ponderous  knell,  — 
A  far-renowned  alarum. 

^  At  Doncaster,  at  York,  and  Leeds, 
And  merrj  Carlisle,  had  he  been  ; 
And  all  along  the  Lowlands  fiiir, 
All  through  the  bonny  shire  of  Ajr; 
And  £eu*  as  Aberdeen. 

**  And  he  had  been  at  Livemess ; 

And  Peter,  by  the  mountain  rills, 

Had  danced  his  round  with  Highland  kuaes^ 

And  he  had  lain  beside  his  asses 

On  lofty  Cheviot  Hills : 

^  And  he )  t.id  trudged  through  Yorkshire  dak^ 
Among  the  rocks  and  winding  scars  ; 
Where  deep  and  low  the  hamlets  lie 
Beneath  their  little  patch  of  sky 
And  little  lot  of  stars : 

^  And  all  along  the  indented  coast, 
Bespattered  with  the  salt-sea  foam ; 
Where'er  a  knot  of  houses  lay, 
On  headland,  or  in  hollow  bay ;  — 
Sure  never  man  like  him  did  roam  I 

**  As  well  might  Peter  in  the  Fleet 
Have  been  fast  bound,  a  begging  debtor; 
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He  travelled  here,  he  travelled  tliere ;  — 
But  not  the  value  of  a  hair 
Was  heart  or  head  the  better. 

"  He  roved  among  the  vales  and  streams, 
In  the  green  wood  and  hollow  dell ; 
They  were  his  dwellings  night  and  daj,  -  - 
But  Nature  ne'er  could  find  the  way 
Into  the  heart  of  Peter  Bell. 

**  In  vain,  through  every  changeful  year, 
Did  Nature  lead  him  as  before ; 
A  primrose  by  a  river's  brim 
A  yellow  primrose  was  to  him, 
And  it  was  nothing  more. 

"  Small  change  it  made  in  Peter's  heart 
To  see  his  gentle  panniered  train 
With  more  than  vernal  pleasure  feeding 
Where'er  the  tender  grass  was  leading 
Its  earliest  green  along  the  lane. 

"  In  vain,  through  water,  earth,  and  air, 
The  soul  of  happy  sound  was  spread, 
When  Peter  on  some  April  morn. 
Beneath  the  broom  or  budding  thorn. 
Made  the  warm  eailh  his  lazy  bed. 

"  At  noon,  when  by  the  forest's  edge 
He  lay  beneath  the  branches  high, 
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The  soft  blue  sky  did  never  melt 
Into  his  heart ;  he  never  felt 
The  witchery  of  the  soft  blue  sky  I 

''On  a  fair  prospect  some  have  looked 
And  felt,  as  I  have  heard  them  say, 
Ab  if  the  moving  time  had  been 
A  thing  as  steadfast  as  the  scene 
On  which  they  gazed  themselves  away. 

«*  Within  the  breast  of  Peter  Bell 
These  silent  raptures  found  no  place ; 
He  was  a  Carl  as  wild  and  rude 
As  ever  hue-and-cry  pursued, 
As  ever  ran  a  felon's  race. 

**  Of  all  that  lead  a  lawless  life. 
Of  all  that  love  their  lawless  lives, 
In  city  or  in  village  small. 
He  was  the  wildest  of  them  all ;  — 
He  had  a  dozen  wedded  wives. 

"  Nay,  start  not ! — wedded  wives,  and  twelve  I 
But  how  one  wife  could  e'er  come  near  hiiHj 
In  simple  truth  I  cannot  tell ; 
For,  be  it  said  of  Peter  Bell, 
To  see  him  was  to  fear  him. 

Though  Nature  could  not  touch  his  heart 
By  lovely  forms,  and  silent  weather, 
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And  tender  sounds,  yet  you  might  see 
At  once,  that  Peter  Bell  and  she 
Had  often  been  together. 

**  A  savage  wildness  round  him  hung. 

As  of  a  dweller  out  of  doors  ; 

In  his  whole  figure  and  his  mien 

A  savage  character  was  seen 

Of  mountams  and  of  dreary  moors. 

"^  To  ail  the  unshaped  half-human  thoughts 

Whicn  soUtKiy  Nature  feeds 

'Mid  summer  storms  or  winter's  ice, 

Had  Peter  joined  whatever  vice 

The  cruel  city  breeds. 

^  His  face  was  keen  as  is  the  wind 
That  cuts  along  the  hawthorn-fence ; 
Of  courage  you  saw  little  there, 
But,  in  its  stead,  a  medley  air 
Of  cunning  and  of  impudence. 

*^  He  had  a  dark  and  sidelong  walk, 
And  long  and  slouching  was  his  gait ; 
Beneath  his  looks  so  bare  and  bold, 
You  migbt  perceive,  his  spirit  cold 
Was  playing  with  some  inward  bait. 

«  His  forehead  wrinkled  was  and  furred: 
A  work,  one  half  of  which  was  done 
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By  thinking  of  his  '  tohens '  and  *  haiM  *i 
And  half,  by  knitting  of  his  brows 
Beneath  the  glaring  sun. 

^  There  was  a  hardness  in  his  cheek. 
There  was  a  hardness  in  liis  eye, 
As  if  the  man  had  fixed  his  face, 
In  many  a  solitary  place, 
Against  the  wind  and  open  sky  I  ** 


On£  night,  (and  now,  my  little  Bess ! 
We  *ve  reached  at  last  the  promised  Tale,) 
One  beautiful  November  night, 
When  the  full  moon  was  shining  bright 
Upon  the  rapid  river  Swale, 

Along  the  river's  winding  banks 
Peter  was  travelling  all  alone ;  — 
Whether  to  buy  or  sell,  or  led 
By  pleasure  running  in  his  head, 
To  me  was  never  known. 

He  trudged  along  through  copse  and  brake^ 
He  trudged  along  o'er  hill  and  dale ; 
Nor  for  the  moon  cared  he  a  tittle. 
And  for  the  stars  he  cared  as  little, 
And  for  the  murmunng  river  Swale. 
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But  chancing  to  espy  a  path 
That  promised  to  cut  short  the  way, 
As  many  a  wiser  man  hath  done, 
He  left  a  trusty  guide *for  one 
That  might  his  steps  betray. 

To  a  thick  wood  he  soon  is  brought 
Where  cheerily  his  course  he  weaves, 
And  whistling  loud  may  yet  be  heard, 
Though  often  buried,  like  a  bird 
Darkling,  among  the  boughs  and  leaves. 

But  quickly  Peter's  mood  is  changed, 
And  on  he  drives  with  cheeks  that  bum 
In  downright  fury  and  in  wrath ;  — 
There  *8  little  sign  the  treacherous  path 
Will  to  the  road  return  I 

The  path  grows  dim,  and  dimmer  still ; 
Now  up,  now  down,  the  Rover  wends. 
With  all  the  sail  that  he  can  carry, 
Till  brought  to  a  deserted  quarry,  — 
And  there  the  pathway  ends. 

He  paused,  —  for  shadows  of  strange  shape, 
Massy  and  black,  before  him  lay  ; 
But  through  the  dark,  and  thix)ugh  the  cold, 
And  through  the  yawning  fissures  old. 
Did  Peter  boldly  press  his  way 
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Right  through  the  quarry  ;  —  and  behold 
A  scene  of  soft  and  lovely  hue ! 
Where  blue  and  gray,  and  tender  green. 
Together  make  as  sweet  a  scene 
As  ever  human  eye  did  view. 

Beneath  the  clear  blue  sky  he  saw 
A  little  field  of  meadow -ground ; 
But  field  or  meadow  name  it  not; 
Call  it  of  earth  a  small  green  plot^ 
With  rocks  encompassed  round. 

The  Swale  flowed  under  the  gray  rocka 
But  he  flowed  quiet  and  unseen ;  — 
You  need  a  strong  and  stormy  gale 
To  bring  the  noises  of  the  Swale 
To  that  green  spot,  so  cahn  and  green  1 

And  is  there  no  one  dwelling  here. 
No  hermit  with  his  beads  and  glass? 
And  does  no  little  cottage  look 
Upon  this  sofl  and  fertile  nook  ? 
Does  no  one  live  near  this  green  grass? 

Across  the  deep  and  quiet  spot 
Is  Peter  driving  through  the  grass. 
And  now  has  reached  the  skirting  trees; 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  i 
A  solitary  Ass. 
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••  A  prized  "  cries  Peter ;  but  he  first 
Must  sp7  about  him  far  and  near: 
There  's  not  a  single  house  in  sight. 
No  woodman's  hut,  no  cottage  light,— 
Peter,  you  need  not  fear  1 

There 's  nothing  to  be  seen  but  woods, 
And  rocks  that  spread  a  hoary  gleam, 
And  this  one  Beast,  that  from  the  bed 
Of  the  green  meadow  hangs  his  head 
Over  the  silent  stream. 

His  head  is  with  a  halter  bound  ; 
The  halter  seizing,  Peter  leapt 
Upon  the  Creature's  back,  and  plied 
With  ready  heels  his  shaggy  side ; 
But  still  the  Ass  the  station  kept. 

Then  Peter  gave  a  sudden  jerk, 
A  jerk  that  from  a  dungeon-floor 
Would  have  pulled  up  an  iron  ring; 
But  still  the  heavy-headed  Thing 
Stood  just  as  he  had  stood  before ! 

Quoth  Peter,  leaping  from  his  seat, 
"  There  is  some  plot  {^inst  me  laid  ^  i 
Once  more  the  little  meadow-ground 
And  all  the  hoary  cliffs  around 
He  cautiously  surveyed. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


290  POEMS    OF  THE   DIAGINATION. 

All,  all  18  silent,  —  rocks  and  woods. 
All  still  and  silent,  far  and  near  I 
Only  the  Ass,  with  motion  dull. 
Upon  the  pivot  of  his  skull 
Turns  round  his  long  left  ear. 

Thought  Peter,  "What  can  mean  all  this  ? 
Some  ugly  witchcraft  must  be  here  I 
—  Once  more  the  Ass,  with  motion  doU, 
Upon  the  pivot  of  his  skull 
Turned  round  his  long  left  ear. 

Suspicion  ripened  into  dread ; 
Yet,  with  deliberate  action  slow, 
His  staff  high  raising,  in  the  pride 
Of  skill,  upon  the  sounding  hide 
He  dealt  a  sturdy  blow. 

The  poor  Ass  staggered  with  the  shock ; 
And  then,  as  if  to  take  his  ease, 
In  quiet,  uncomplaining  mood. 
Upon  the  spot  where  he  had  stood. 
Dropped  gently  down  upon  his  kneet* 

As  gently  on  his  side  he  fell, 
And  by  the  river's  brink  did  lie ; 
And,  while  he  lay  like  one  that  mouruod. 
The  patient  Beast  on  Peter  turned 
His  shining  hazel  eye. 
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T  was  but  one  mild,  reproachful  look, 
A  look  more  tender  than  severe ; 
And  straight  in  sorrow,  not  in  dread, 
He  turned  the  eyeball  in  his  head 
Towards  the  smooth  river  deep  and  clear. 

Upon  the  Beast  the  sapling  rings ; 

His  lank  sides  heaved,  his  limbs  they  stirred ; 

He  gave  a  groan,  and  then  another, 

Of  that  which  went  before  the  brother. 

And  then  he  gave  a  third. 

All  by  the  moonlight  river-side 
He  gave  three  miserable  groans ; 
And  not  till  now  hath  Peter  seen 
How  gaunt  the  Creature  is,  —  how  lean 
And  sharp  his  staring  bones  I 

With  legs  stretched  out  and  stiff  he  Uy :  — 
No  word  of  kind  commiseration 
Fell  at  the  sight  from  Peter's  tongue  ; 
With  hard  contempt  his  heart  was  wrung 
With  hatred  and  vexation. 

The  meagre  Beast  lay  still  as  death ; 
And  Peter's  lips  with  fury  quiver ; 
Quoth  he,  "  You  little  mulish  dog, 
1 11  fling  your  carcass  like  a  log 
Head-foremost  down  the  river  I " 
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An  impioas  oath  confirmed  the  threat^— 
.  Whereat  from  the  earth  on  which  he  kj 
To  all  the  echoes,  south  and  north, 
And  east  and  west,  the  Ass  sent  forth 
A  long  and  clamorous  braj  I 

Thb  outcry,  on  the  heart  of  Peter, 
Seems  like  a  note  of  joy  to  strike,  — 
Joy  at  the  heart  of  Peter  knocks ; 
But  in  the  echo  of  the  rocks 
Was  something  Peter  did  not  like. 

Whether  to  cheer  his  coward  breast, 
Or  that  he  could  not  break  the  chain, 
In  this  serene  and  solemn  hour. 
Twined  round  him  by  demoniac  power, 
To  the  blind  work  he  turned  again. 

Among  the  rocks  and  winding  crags ; 
Among  the  mountains  far  away ; 
Once  more  the  Ass  did  lengthen  out 
More  ruefully  a  deep-drawn  shout, 
The  hard  dry  seesaw  of  his  horrible  bray  1 

What  is  there  now  in  Peter's  heart? 
Or  whence  the  might  of  this  strange  sound  ? 
The  moon  uneasy  looked  and  dimmer, 
The  broad  blue  heavens  appeared  to  glimmer. 
And  the  rocks  staggered  all  around. 
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Prom  Peter's  hand  the  sapling  dropped  ! 
Threat  has  he  none  to  execute ; 
"  If  any  one  should  come  and  see 
That  I  am  here,  they  '11  think, "  quoth  he, 
"  I  'm  helping  this  poor  dying  brute." 

He  scans  the  Ass  from  limb  to  limb, 
And  ventures  now  to  uplift  his  eyes : 
More  steady  looks  the  moon,  and  clear, 
More  like  themselves  the  rocks  appear. 
And  touch  more  quiet  skies. 

His  scorn  returns,  —  his  hate  revives ; 
He  stoops  the  Ass's  neck  to  seize 
With  malice  —  that  again  takes  flight ; 
For  in  the  pool  a  startling  sight 
Meets  him,  among  the  inverted  trees. 

Is  it  the  moon's  distorted  face  ? 
The  ghost-like  image  of  a  cloud  ? 
Is  it  a  gallows  there  portrayed  ? 
Is  Peter  of  himself  afraid  ? 
Is  it  a  coffin,  —  or  a  shroud  ? 

A  grisly  idol  hewn  in  stone  ? 
Or  imp  from  witch's  lap  let  fall  ? 
Perhaps  a  ring  of  shining  fairies  ? 
Such  as  pursue  their  feared  vagaries 
In  sylvan  bower,  or  haunted  hall  ? 
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Is  it  a  fiend  that  to  a  stake 

or  fire  his  desperate  self  is  tethering  ? 

Or  stubborn  spirit  doomed  to  jell 

In  solitary  ward  or  cell, 

Ten  thousand  miles  from  all  his  brethren? 

Never  did  pulse  so  quicklj  throb. 
And  never  heart  so  loudly  panted ; 
He  looks,  he  cannot  choose  but  look ; 
Like  some  one  reading  in  a  book,  — 
A  book  that  is  enchanted. 

Ah,  well-a-day  for  Peter  Bell  I 
He  will  be  turned  to  iron  soon. 
Meet  Statue  for  the  court  of  Fear  I 
His  hat  is  up,  —  and  every  hair 
Bristles,  and  whitens  in  the  moon  I 

He  looks,  he  ponders,  looks  agiun ; 
He  sees  a  motion,  —  hears  a  groan ; 
His  eyes  will  burst,  —  his  heart  will  break  ;— 
He  gives  a  loud  and  frightful  shriek, 
And  back  he  falls,  as  if  his  life  were  fiown ! 


PART    SECOND. 


Wk  left  our  Hero  in  a  trance, 
Beneath  the  alders,  near  the  river ; 
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The  Ass  is  by  the  river-side, 

And,  where  the  feeble  breezes  gtide. 

Upon  the  stream  the  moonbeams  quiver* 

A  happy  respite  !  but  at  length 

He  feels  the  glimmering  of  the  moon  ; 

Wakes  with  glazed  eye,  and  feebly  sighing,— > 

To  sink,  perhaps,  where  he  is  lying, 

Into  a  second  swoon  ! 

He  lifts  his  head,  he  sees  his  staff; 

He  touches,  —  't  is  to  him  a  treasure ! 

Faint  recollection  seems  to  tell 

That  he  is  yet  where  mortals  dwell,  -^ 

A  thought  received  wiih  languid  pleasare ! 

His  head  upon  his  elbow  pi-opped, 
Becoming  less  and  less  perplexed, 
Sky-ward  he  looks,  —  to  rock  and  wood,  — 
And  then  —  upon  the  glassy  flood 
His  wandering  eye  is  fixed. 

Thought  he,  that  is  the  face  of  one 
In  his  last  sleep  securely  bound ! 
So  toward  the  stream  his  head  he  bent, 
And  downward  thrust  his  staff,  intent 
The  river's  depth  to  sound. 

JVow,  —  like  a  tempest-shattered  bark, 
That  overwhelmed  and  prostrate  lies. 
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And  in  a  moment  to  the  verge 
Is  lifted  of  a  foaming  surge,  — 
Full  suddenly  the  Ass  doth  rise : 

His  staring  bones  all  shake  with  joj, 
And  close  by  Peter's  side  he  stands: 
While  Peter  o'er  the  river  bends, 
The  little  Ass  his  neck  extends, 
And  fondly  licks  his  hands. 

Such  life  is  in  the  Ass*s  eyes, 
Such  life  is  in  his  limbs  and  ears ; 
That  Peter  Bell,  if  he  had  been 
The  veriest  coward  ever  seen, 
Must  now  have  thrown  aside  his  fears* 

The  Ass  looks  on,  —  and  to  his  worit 
Is  Peter  quietly  resigned ; 
He  touches  here,  —  he  touches  there, — 
And  now  among  the  dead  roan*s  hair 
His  sapling  Peter  has  entwined. 

He  pulls  —  and  looks  —  and  pulls  again , 
And  he  whom  the  poor  Ass  had  lost, 
The  man  who  had  been  four  days  dead, 
Head-foremost  from  the  river's  bed 
Uprises  like  a  ghost  I 

And  Peter  draws  him  to  dry  land ; 
And  through  the  brain  of  Peter  pass 
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Some  poignant  twitches,  fast  and  faster ; 
**  No  doubt,"  quoth  he,  "  he  is  the  Master 
Of  this  poor  miserable  Ass  I  ** 

The  meagre  shadow  that  looks  on,  — 
What  would  he  now  ?  what  is  he  doing  ? 
His  sudden  fit  of  joy  is  flown, — 
He  on  his  knees  hath  laid  him  down. 
As  if  he  were  his  gi*ief  renewing : 

But  no,  — that  Peter  on  his  back 
Must  mount,  he  shows  well  as  he  can : 
Thought  Peter  then,  come  weal  or  woe, 
111  do  what  he  would  have  me  do, 
In  pitj  to  this  poor  drowned  man. 

With  that  resolve  he  boldly  mounts 
Upon  the  pleased  and  thankful  Ass ; 
And  then,  without  a  moment's  stay. 
That  earnest  Creature  turned  away. 
Leaving  the  body  on  the  grass. 

Intent  upon  his  faithful  watch, 
The  Beast  four  days  and  nights  had  past 
A  sweeter  meadow  ne'er  was  seen. 
And  there  the  Ass  four  days  had  been. 
Nor  ever  once  did  break  his  fast : 

Yet  firm  his  step,  and  stout  his  heart ; 
The  moad  is  crossed,  the  quarry's  mouth 
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Is  reached ;  bat  there  the  trustj  guide 

Into  a  thicket  turns  aside, 

And  deftly  ambles  towards  the  south. 

When  hark  a  burst  of  doleful  sound  1 
And  Peter  honestly  might  say, 
The  like  came  never  to  his  ears, 
Though  he  has  been,  full  thirty  years, 
A  rover,  night  and  day  I 

T  is  not  a  plover  of  the  moors, 

T  is  not  a  bittern  of  the  fen  ; 

Nor  can  it  be  a  barking  fox, 

Nor  night-bird  chambereil  in  the  rockSi 

Nor  wild-cat  in  a  woody  glen  ! 

The  Ass  is  startled,  and  stops  short 
Bight  in  the  middle  of  the  thicket ; 
And  Peter,  wont  to  whistle  loud 
Whether  alone  or  in  a  crowd, 
Is  silent  as  a  silent  cricket 

What  ails  you  now,  my  little  Bess  ? 
Well  may  you  tremble  and  look  grave 
This  cry,  that  rings  along  the  wood, 
This  cry,  that  floats  adown  the  flood. 
Comes  from  the  entrance  of  a  cave : 

I  see  a  blooming  Wood-boy  there, 
And  if  I  had  the  power  to  say 
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How  sorrowful  the  wanderer  w. 
Your  heart  would  be  as  sad  as  his 
Till  70a  had  kissed  his  tears  awaj  ! 

Grasping  a  hawthorn  branch  in  hand. 
All  bright  with  berries  ripe  and  red, 
Into  the  cavern's  mouth  he  peeps  ; 
Thence  back  into  the  moonlight  creeps ; 
Whom  seeks  he, — whom? — the  silent  dead 

His  father !  —  him  doth  he  require,  — 
Him  hath  he  sought,  with  fruitless  pains. 
Among  the  rocks,  behind  the  trees ; 
Now  creeping  on  his  hands  and  knees, 
Now  running  o'er  the  open  plains. 

And  hither  is  he  come  at  last. 
When  he  through  such  a  day  has  gone. 
By  this  dark  cave  to  be  distrest 
Like  a  poor  bird, —  her  plundered  nea^ 
Hovering  around  with  dolorous  moan  ^ 

Of  that  intense  and  piercing  cry 
The  listening  Ass  conjectures  well ; 
Wild  as  it  is,  he  there  can  read 
Some  intermingled  notes  that  plead 
With  touches  irresistible. 

But  Peter,  when  he  saw  the  Ass 
Not  only  stop,  but  turn,  and  change 
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The  cherished  teDor  of  his  pace 

That  lamentable  cry  to  chase,  — 

It  wrought  io  him  conviction  strange ;  — 

A  &ith  that,  for  the  dead  man's  sake 
And  this  poor  slave  who  loved  him  wefl, 
Vengeance  upon  his  head  will  fall 
Some  visitation  worse  than  all 
Which  ever  till  this  night  befelL 

Meanwhile  the  Ass  to  reach  his  home 
Is  striving  stoutly  as  he  may  ; 
But  while  he  climbs  the  woody  hill, 
The  cry  grows  weak  —  and  weaker  stiD ; 
And  now  at  last  it  dies  away. 

So  with  his  freight  the  Creature  turns 
Into  a  gloomy  grove  of  beech, 
Along  the  shade  with  footsteps  true 
Descending  slowly,  till  the  two 
The  open  moonlight  reach. 

And  there,  along  the  narrow  deU, 
A  fair,  smooth  pathway  you  discern, 
A  length  of  green  and  open  road,  — 
As  if  it  from  a  fountain  flowed,  — 
Winding  away  between  the  fern. 

The  rocks  that  tower  on  either  side 
Build  up  a  wild,  fantastic  scene ; 
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Temples  like  those  among  the  Hindous, 
And  mosques,  and  spires,  and  abbey- wiudowij 
And  castles  all  with  ivy  green  ! 

And  while  the  Ass  pursues  his  way 

Along  this  solitary  dell, 

As  pensively  his  steps  advance, 

The  mosques  and  spires  change  counteuanca, 

And  look  at  Peter  Bell ! 

That  unintelligible  cry 
Hath  left  him  high  in  preparation,  ^ 
Convinced  that  he,  or  soon  or  late. 
This  very  night  will  meet  his  fate,  — 
And  so  he  sits  in  expectation  I 

The  strenuous  Animal  hath  clonib 
With  the  green  path ;  and  now  he  wends 
Where,  shining  like  the  smoothest  sea, 
In  undisturbed  immensity 
A  level  plain  extends. 

But  whence  this  faintly-rustling  sound 
By  which  the  journeying  pair  are  chased  ? 
A  withered  leaf  is  close  behind, 
Light  plaything  for  the  sportive  wind 
Upon  that  solitary  waste. 

When  Peter  spied  the  moving  thing. 
It  only  doubled  his  distress : 
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"  Where  there  is  not  a  bush  or  tree. 
The  very  leaves  thej  follow  me, — 
So  huge  hath  been  my  wickedness !  * 

To  a  close  lane  thej  now  are  come, 
Where,  as  before,  the  enduring  Ass 
Moves  on  without  a  moment's  stop. 
Nor  once  turns  round  his  head  to  crop 
A  bramble-leaf  or  blade  of  grass. 

Between  the  hedges  as  thej  go. 
The  white  dust  sleeps  upon  the  lane; 
And  Peter,  ever  and  anon 
Back-looking,  sees,  upon  a  stone, 
Or  in  the  dust,  a  crimson  stain. 

A  stain,  —  as  of  a  drop  of  blood 

Bj  moonlight  made  more  faint  and  wan ; 

Ha !  why  these  sinkings  of  despair  ? 

He  knows  not  how  the  blood  comes  there, - 

And  Peter  is  a  wicked  man. 

At  length  he  spies  a  bleeding  wound. 
Where  he  had  struck  the  Ass's  head ; 
He  sees  the  blood,  knows  what  it  is,  — 
A  glimpse  of  sudden  joy  was  his, 
But  then  it  quickly  fled  ;  — 

Of  him  whom  sudden  death  had  seized 
He  thought,  —  of  thee,  O  faithful  .\ss  I 
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And  once  agcun  those  ghastly  pains, 
Shoot  to  and  fro  through  heart  and  roinsy 
And  through  his  brain  like  lightning  paao. 


PART   THIRD. 

I  'ye  heard  of  one,  a  gentle  Soul, 
Though  given  to  sadness  and  to  gloom, 
And  for  the  fact  wJU  vouch,  —  one  night 
It  chanced  that  by  a  taper's  light 
This  man  was  reading  in  his  room ; 

Bending,  as  you  or  I  might  bend 
At  night  o'er  any  pious  book, 
When  sudden  blackness  overspread 
The  snow-white  page  on  which  he  read. 
And  made  the  good  man  round  him  look. 

The  chamber  walls  were  dark  all  round,— 
And  to  his  book  he  turned  again  ;  — 
The  light  had  left  the  lonely  taper. 
And  formed  itself  upon  the  paper 
Into  large  letters,  bright  and  plain  I 

The  goodly  book  was  in  his  hand,  — 
And,  on  the  page,  more  black  than  ooal^ 
Appeared,  set  forth  in  strange  array, 
A  wordy  —  which  to  his  dying  day 
Perplexed  the  good  man's  gentle  soul. 
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The  ghostly  word,  thus  plainly  seen, 
Did  never  from  his  lips  depart ; 
But  he  hath  said,  poor  gentle  wight  I 
It  brought  full  many  a  sin  to  light 
Out  of  the  bottom  of  his  heart 

Dread  Spirits !  to  confound  the  meek 
Why  wander  from  your  course  so  far, 
Disordering  color,  form,  and  stature  I 
—  Let  good  men  feel  the  soul  of  nature 
And  see  things  as  they  are. 

Yet,  potent  Spirits !  well  I  know 
How  ye,  that  play  with  soul  and  sense, 
Are  not  unused  to  trouble  friends 
Of  goodness,  for  most  gracious  ends,  — 
And  this  I  speak  in  reverence  I 

But  might  I  give  advice  to  you, 
Whom  in  my  fear  I  love  so  well ; 
From  men  of  pensive  virtue  go, 
Dread  Beings !  and  your  empire  show 
On  hearts  like  that  of  Peter  BelL 

Your  presence  often  have  I  felt 

In  darkness  and  the  stormy  night ; 

And,  with  like  force,  if  need  there  be, 

Ye  can  put  forth  your  agency 

When  earth  is  calm,  and  heaven  is  bright. 
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Then,  coming  from  the  wayward  world, 
That  powerful  world  in  which  ye  dwell, 
Come,  Spirits  of  the  Mind  !  and  try, 
To-night,  beneath  the  moonlight  sky, 
What  may  be  done  with  Peter  Bell  I 

—  O,  would  that  some  more  skilful  voioe 
My  further  labor  might  prevent  I 
Kind  Listeners,  that  around  me  sit, 
I  feel  that  I  am  all  unfit 
For  such  high  argument. 

I  'to  played,  I  Ve  danced,  with  my  narralkm  { 

I  loitered  long  ere  I  began : 

Ye  waited  then  on  my  good  pleasure ; 

Pour  out  indulgence  still,  in  measure 

As  liberal  as  ye  can  I 

Our  Travellers,  ye  remember  well, 
Are  thridding  a  sequestered  lane ; 
And  Peter  many  tricks  is  trying, 
And  many  anodynes  applying. 
To  ease  his  conscience  of  its  pain. 

By  this  his  heart  is  lighter  far ; 

And,  finding  that  he  can  account 
•    So  snugly  for  that  crimson  stain, 

His  evil  spirit  up  again 

Does  like  an  empty  bucket  mount 
roL.  n.  20 
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And  Peter  is  a 'deep  logician 

Who  hath  no  lack  of  wit  mercurial ; 

"  Blood  drops,  leaves  rustle,  yet,",  quoth  lie, 

'*  This  poor  man  never,  but  for  me, 

Could  have  had  Christian  burial. 

"  And,  say  the  best  you  can,  *t  is  plain. 
That  here  has  been  some  wicked  dealing : 
No  doubt  the  Devil  in  me  wrought ; 
I  'm  not  the  man  who  could  have  thought 
An  Ass  like  this  was  worth  the  stealing  1  ** 

So  from  his  pocket  Peter  takes 
His  shining  horn  tobacco-box ; 
And,  in  a  liglit  and  careless  way, 
As  men  who  with  their  purpose  play. 
Upon  the  lid  he  knocks. 

Let  them  whose  voice  can  stop  the  clouds, 

Whose  cunning  eye  can  see  the  wind. 

Tell  to  a  curious  world  the  cause 

Why,  making  here  a  sudden  pause. 

The  Ass  turned  round  his  head,  and  gr%n.^ed. 

Appalling  process  !    I  have  marked 
The  like  on  heath,  in  lonely  wood ; 
And,  verily,  have  seldom  met 
A  spectacle  more  hideous,  —  yet 
It  suited  Peter's  present  mood* 
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And,  gi'inning  in  his  turn,  his  teeth 
He  in  jocose  defiance  showed,  — 
When,  to  upset  his  spiteful  mirth, 
A  murmur,  pent  within  the  earth, 
In  the  dead  earth  beneath  the  road, 

Rolled  audibly !  it  swept  along, 
A  muffled  noise,  —  a  rumbling  sound  I  — 
T  was  by  a  troop  of  miners  made, 
Plying  with  gunpowder  their  trade. 
Some  twenty  fathoms  underground. 

Small  cause  of  dire  effect !  for,  surely. 
If  ever  mortal.  King  or  Cotter, 
Believed  that  earth  was  charged  to  quake 
And  yawn  for  his  unworthy  sake, 
'T  was  Peter  Bell  the  Potter. 

But,  as  an  oak  in  breathless  air 
Will  stand  though  to  the  centre  hewn ; 
Or  as  the  weakest  things,  if  frost 
Have  stiffened  them,  maintain  their  post  ( 
So  he,  beneath  the  gazing  moon  !  — 

The  Beast  bestriding  thus,  he  reached 
A  spot  where,  in  a  sheltering  cove, 
A  little  chapel  stands  alone, 
With  greenest  ivy  overgrown. 
And  tufted  with  an  ivy  grove ; 
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Dying  insensibly  away 

From  human  thoughts  and  purposes, 

It  seemed— wall,  window,  roof,  and  tower - 

To  bow  to  some  transforming  power, 

And  blend  with  the  surrounding  trees. 

As  ruinous  a  place  it  was, 
Thought  Peter,  in  the  shire  of  Fife 
That  served  ray  turn,  when,  following  stfll 
From  land  to  land  a  reckless  will, 
I  married  my  sixth  wife  1 

The  unheeding  Ass  moves  slowly  on, 
And  now  is  passing  by  an  inn 
BrimfuU  of  a  carousing  crew, 
That  make,  with  curses  not  a  few, 
An  uproar  and  a  drunken  din. 

I  cannot  well  express  the  thoughts 
Which  Peter  in  those  noises  found  ;  — 
A  stifling  power  compressed  his  frame, 
While-as  a  swimming  darkness  came 
Over  that  dull  and  dreary  sound. 

For  well  did  Peter  know  the  sound; 
The  language  of  those  drunken  joys 
To  him,  a  jovial  soul,  I  ween. 
But  a  few  hours  ago  had  been 
A  gljidsome  and  a  welcome  noise. 
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Nbtn  turned  adrift  into  the  past^ 
He  finds  no  solace  in  his  coarse ; 
Like  planet^tricken  men  of  jore, 
He  trembles,  smitten  to  the  core 
Bj  strong  compunction  and  remorse. 

But,  more  than  all,  his  heart  is  stung 
To  think  of  one,  almost  a  child ; 
A  sweet  and  playful  Highland  girl, 
As  light  and  beauteous  as  a  squirrel. 
As  beauteous  and  as  wild ! 

Her  dwelling  was  a  lonely  house^ 
A  cottage  in  a  heathy,  dell ; 
And  she  put  on  her  gown  of  green. 
And  lefl  her  mother  at  sixteen. 
And  followed  Peter  BelL 

But  many  good  and  pious  thoughts 

Had  she  ;  and,  in  the  kirk  to  pray. 

Two  long  Scotch  miles,  through  rain  or  snow. 

To  kirk  she  had  been  used  to  go. 

Twice  every  Sabbath  day. 

And  when  she  followed  Peter  Bell, 
It  was  to  lead  an  honest  life  ; 
For  he,  with  tongue  not  used  to  falter, 
Had  pledged  his  troth  before  the  altar 
To  love  her  as  his  wedded  wife. 
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A  mothered  hope  is  hers ;  —  but  soon 
She  drooped  and  pined  like  one  forlorn ; 
From  Scriptures  she  a  name  did  borrow  i 
Bcnoni,  or  the  child  of  sorrow, 
She  called  her  babe  unborn. 

For  she  had  learned  how  Peter  lived. 
And  took  it  in  most  grievous  port ; 
She  to  the  very  bone  was  worn, 
And,  ere  that  little  child  was  bom. 
Died  of  a  broken  heart. 

And  now  the  Spirits  of  the  Mind 
Are  busy  with  poor  Peter  Bell ; 
Upon  the  rights  of  visual  sense 
Usurping,  with  a  prevalence 
More  terrible  than  magic  spelL 

Close  by  a  brake  of  flowering  furze 
(Above  it  shivering  aspens  play) 
He  sees  an  unsubstantial  creature, 
His  very  self  in  form  and  feature, 
Not  four  yards  from  the  broad  highway : 

And  stretched  beneath  the  fuize  he  seet 
The  Highland  giri, —  it  is  no  other; 
And  hears  her  crying  as  she  cried. 
The  very  moment  that  she  died, 
••  My  mother !  O  ray  mother  I " 
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The  sweat  pours  down  from  Peter's  face, 
So  grievous  is  his  heart's  contrition ; 
With  agony  his  eyeballs  ache 
While  he  beholds  by  the  furze-brake 
This  miserable  vision  I 

Calm  is  the  well-deserving  brute, 
His  peace  hath  no  offence  betrayed ; 
But  now,  while  down  that  slope  he  wends, 
A  voice  to  Peter's  ear  ascends, 
Resounding  from  the  woody  glade : 

The  voice,  though  clamorous  as  a  horn 

Re-echoed  by  a  naked  rock, 

Comes  from  that  tabernacle.  —  List  I 

Within,  a  fervent  Methodisl 

Is  preaching  to  no  heedless  flock ! 

**  Repent  I  repent  I "  he  cries  aloud, 
**  While  yet  ye  may  find  mercy  ;  —  strive 
To  lovo  the  Lord  with  all  your  might ; 
Turn  tc  him,  seek  him  day  and  night, 
And  save  your  souls  alive  I 

^  Repent  I  repent  I  though  ye  have  gone, 
Through  paths  of  wickedness  and  woe, 
After  the  Babylonian  harlot ; 
And,  though  your  sins  be  red  as  scarlet, 
They  shall  be  white  as  snow  1 " 
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Even  as  he  passed  the  door,  these  words 
Did  plainly  come  to  Peter's  ears ; 
And  thej  such  joyful  tidings  were, 
The  joy  was  more  than  he  could  bear !  — 
He  melted  into  tears. 

Sweet  tears  of  hope  and  tenderness ! 
And  fast  they  fell,  a  plenteous  shower  I 
His  norres,  his  sinews,  seemed  to  melt ; 
Through  all  his  iron  frame  was  felt 
A  gentle,  a  relaxing  power  I 

Each  fibre  of  his  frame  was  weak ; 
Weak  all  the  animal  within ; 
But,  in  its  helplessness,  grew  mild 
And  gentle  as  an  infant  child, 
An  infant  that  has  known  no  sin. 

^r  is  said,  meek  Beast !  that,  thro*  Heaven'tf  grace. 
He  not  unmoved  did  notice  now 
The  cross  upon  thy  shoulder  scored, 
For  lasting  impress,  by  the  Lord 
To  whom  all  human-kind  shall  bow ; 

Memorial  of  his  touch,  that  day 
When  Jesus  humbly  deigned  tc  rida^ 
Entering  the  proud  Jerusalen^ 
By  an  immeasurable  stream 
Of  shouting  people  deified ! 
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Meanwhile  the  persevering  Ass 
Turned  towards  a  gate  that  hung  in  view 
Across  a  shady  lane ;  his  chest 
Against  the  yielding  gate  he  pressed. 
And  quietly  passed  through. 

And  up  the  stony  lane  he  goes ; 
No  ghost  more  sofUy  ever  trod ; 
Among  the  stones  and  pebbles,  he 
Sets  down  his  hoofs  inaudibly, 
As  if  with  felt  his  hoofs  were  shod. 

Along  the  lane  the  trusty  Ass 

Went  twice  two  hundred  yards  or  more. 

And  no  one  could  have  guessed  his  aim,  — 

Till  to  a  lonely  house  he  came, 

And  8topf>ed  beside  the  door. 

'Thought  Peter,  't  is  the  poor  Man's  home  I 
He  listens,  —  not  a  sound  is  heard, 
Save  from  the  trickling  household  rill ; 
But,  stepping  o'er  the  cottage-sill. 
Forthwith  a  little  Girl  appeared. 

She  to  the  Meeting-house  was  bound, 
In  hopes  some  tidings  there  to  gather : 
No  glimpse  it  is,  no  doubtful  gleam ; 
She  saw,  —  and  uttered  with  a  scream, 
«  My  father  1  here  *s  my  father  I " 
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The  very  word  was  plainly  heaitl, 
Heard  plainly  by  the  wretched  Mother;— > 
Her  joy  was  like  a  deep  aflfright : 
And  forth  she  rushed  into  the  light. 
And  saw  it  was  another ! 

And,  instantly,  upon  the  earth, 
Beneath  the  full  moon  shining  bright, 
Close  to  the  Ass's  feet  she  fell ; 
At  the  same  moment  Peter  Bell 
Dismounts  in  most  unhappy  plight. 

As  he  beheld  the  Woman  lie 
Breathless  and  motionless,  the  mind 
Of  Peter  sadly  was  confused ; 
But,  though  to  such  demands  unused. 
And  helpless  almost  as  the  blind, 

He  raised  her  up ;  and,  while  he  held 
Her  body  propped  against  his  knee, 
The  Woman  waked,  —  and  when  she  spied 
The  poor  Ass  standing  by  her  side, 
She  moaned  most  bitterly. 

"  0  God  be  praised  I  —  my  heart 's  at  ea^e,  — 
For  he  is  dead,  —  I  know  it  well ! " 
—  At  this  she  wept  a  bitter  flood ; 
And,  in  the  best  way  that  he  could, 
.  His  tale  did  Peter  tell. 
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He  trembles,  —  he  is  pale  as  death  ; 
His  voice  is  weak  with  perturbation  ; 
He  turns  aside  his  head,  he  pauses : 
Poor  Peter  from  a  thousand  causes 
Is  crippled  sore  in  his  narration. 

At  length  she  learned  how  he  espied 
The  Ass  in  that  small  meadow-ground ; 
And  that  her  Husband  now  lay  dead. 
Beside  that  luckless  rivei-'s  bed 
In  which  he  had  been  drowned. 

A  piercing  look  the  Widow  cast 
Upon  the  Beast  that  near  her  stands ; 
She  sees  't  is  he,  that 't  is  the  same ; 
She  calls  the  poor  As8  by  his  name, 
And  wriags,  and  wrings  her  hands. 


"  0  wretched  loss  !  —  untimely  stroke  \ 
If  he  had  died  upon  his  bed ! 
He  knew  not  one  forewarning  pain  ; 
He  never  will  come  home  again,  — 
Is  dead,  for  ever  dead !  " 

Beside  the  Woman  Peter  stands ; 
His  heart  is  opening  more  and  more ; 
A  holy  sense  pervades  his  mind  ; 
He  feels  what  he  for  human-kind 
Had  never  felt  before. 
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At  length,  by  Peter's  arm  sustained. 
The  Woman  rises  from  the  ground : 
^  0  mercy  !  something  must  be  done  1 
My  little  Rachel,  you  must  run,  — 
Some  willing  neighbor  must  be  found. 

**  Make  haste,  my  little  Rachel,  do, 
The  first  you  meet  with,  bid  him  come ; 
Ask  him  to  lend  his  horse  to  night, 
And  this  good  Man,  whom  Heaven  requite^ 
Will  help  to  bring  the  body  home." 

Away  goes  Rachel  weeping  loud ;  — 
An  Infant,  waked  by  her  distress. 
Makes  in  the  house  a  piteous  cry ; 
And  Peter  hears  the  Mother  sigh, 
**  Seven  are  they,  and  all  fatherless  I  ** 

And  now  is  Peter  taught  to  feel 
That  man*§  heart  is  a  holy  thing ; 
And  Nature,  through  a  world  of  death. 
Breathes  into  him  a  second  breath, 
More  searching  than  the  breath  of  Sprkif 

Upon  a  stone  the  Woman  sits 

In  agony  of  silent  grief,  — 

From  his  own  thoughts  did  Peter  start ; 

He  longs  to  press  her  to  hk  heart, 

From  love  that  cannot  find  relief. 
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But  rodsed,  as  if  through  every  limb 
Had  passed  a  sudden  shock  of  dread, 
The  Mother  o'er  the  threshold  flies, 
And  up  the  cottage  stairs  she  hies. 
And  on  the  pillow  lays  her  burning  head. 

And  Peter  turns  his  steps  aside 
Into  a  shade  of  darksome  trees. 
Where  he  sits  down,  he  knows  not  how. 
With  his  hands  pressed  against  his  brow, 
His  elbows  on  his  tremulous  knees. 

There,  self-involved,  does  Peter  sit 
Until  no  sign  of  life  he  midces, 
As  if  his  mind  were  sinking  deep 
Through  years  that  have  been  long  asleep ! 
The  trance  is  passed  avray,  —  he  wakes: 

He  lifts  his  head,  and  sees  the  Ass 
Yet  standing  in  the  clear  moonshine : 
''  When  shall  I  be  as  good  as  thou  ? 
0  would,  poor  beast,  that  I  had  now 
A  heart  but  half  as  good  as  thine  I" 

But  He^  who  deviously  hath  sought 
His  Father  through  the  lonesome  woods, 
Hath  sought,  proclaiming  to  the  ear 
Of  night  his  grief  and  sorrowful  fear,  — 
He  comes,  escaped  from  fields  and  floods ;  — 
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With  weary  pace  is  drawlDg  nigh; 
He  sees  the  Ass,  —  and  nothing  liying 
Had  ever  such  a  fit  of  joy 
As  hath  this  little  orphan  Boy, 
For  he  has  no  misgiving  I 

Forth  to  the  gentle  Ass  he  springs. 
And  up  about  his  neck  he  climbs ; 
In  loving  words  he  talks  to  him, 
He  kisses,  kisses  face  and  limb,  — > 
He  kisses  him  a  thousand  times! 

This  Peter  sees,  while  in  the  shade 
He  stood  beside  the  cottage  door  ; 
And  Peter  Bell,  the  ruffian  wild. 
Sobs  loud,  he  sobs  even  like  a  child, 
"  0  God,  I  can  endure  no  more ! " 

Here  ends  my  Tale :  for  m  a  trice 
Arrived  a  neighbor  with  his  horse ; 
Peter  went  forth  with  him  straightway 
And,  with  due  care,  ere  break  of  day. 
Together  they  brought  back  the  Corse 

And  many  years  did  this  poor  Ass, 
Whom  once  it  was  my  luck  to  see 
Cropping  the  shrubs  of  Leming  Lane^ 
Help  by  his  labor  to  maintain 
The  Widow  and  her  family. 
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And  Peter  Bell,  who  till  that  night 
Had  been  the  wildest  of  his  clan, 
Forsook  his  crimes,  renounced  his  folly, 
Aod.  after  ten  months'  melancholy; 
Became  a  good  and  honest  man* 
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DEDICATION. 

TO  . 

Hafft  the  feeling  finom  the  boeom  thrown 

In  perfect  shape,  (whose  beauty  Time  shall  spare 

Though  a  breath  made  it,)  like  a  babble  blown 

For  summer  pastime  into  wanton  air; 

Happj  the  thought  best  likened  to  a  stone 

Of  the  sea-beach,  when,  polished  with  nice  care, 

Veins  it  discovers  exquisite  and  rare, 

Wliich  for  the  loss  of  that  moist  gleam  atone 

That  tempted  first  to  gather  it    That  here, 

0  chief  of  Friends!  such  feelings  I  present 

To  thy  regard,  with  thoughts  so  fortunate, 

Were  a  vain  notion ;  but  the  hope  is  dear, 

Thnt  thou,  if  not  with  partial  Joy  elate, 

Wilt  imfle  upon  this  gUt  with  more  than  mild  cootnl 


PART  L 
I. 


Ndn8  fret  not  at  their  convent's  narrow  room; 
And  hermits  are  contented  with  their  cells ; 
And  students  with  their  pensive  citadels ; 
Maids  at  the  wheel,  the  weaver  at  his  loom. 
Sit  blithe  and  happy ;  bees  that  soar  for  bloom, 
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High  as  the  highest  Peak  of  Furness-fells, 
Will  munnur  by  the  hoar  in  foxglove  bells : 
In  truth  the  prison,  unto  which  w^  doom 
Ourselves,  no  prison  is :  and  hence  for  me, 
In  sundry  moods,  't  was  pastime  to  be  bound 
Within  the  Sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground ; 
Pleased  if  some  Souls  (for  such  there  needs  must  be) 
Who  have  felt  the  weight  of  too  much  liberty, 
Should  find  brief  solace  there,  as  I  have  found. 


n. 

ADMomnoir. 

Intended  more  particularly  for  the  peruflal  of  those  who  may 
have  happened  to  be  enamored  of  some  beautifal  plaee  of 
retreat,  in  the  Country  of  the  Lakes. 

Well  mayst  thou  halt,  and  gaae  with  bright- 
ening eye ! 
The  lovely  Cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 
Hath  stirred  thee  deeply ;  with  its  own  dear  brook, 
Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky ! 
But  covet  not  the  Abode  ;  —  forbear  to  sigh, 
As  many  do,  repining  while  they  look ; 
Intruders,  who  would  tear  from  Nature's  book 
This  precious  leaf,  with  harsh  impiety. 
Think  what  the  Home  must  be  if  it  were  thine. 
Even  thine,  though  few  thy  wants  I  —  Roof,  win- 
dow, door) 
Tlie  very  flowers  are  sacred  to  the  Poor, 
The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine : 
voi^  n.  21 
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Yea,  all,  that  no^  enchants  thee,  from  the  daj 
Cki  which  it  shoald  he  touched,  would  melt  awsf. 


m. 

•*  Beloved  Vale  ! ''  I  said,  «  when  I  shall  con 
Those  many  records  of  my  childish  years, 
Remembrance  of  myself  and  of  my  peers 
Will  press  mc  down :  to  think  of  what  is  gone 
Will  be  an  awful  thought,  if  life  have  one." 
But  when  into  the  Vale  I  came,  no  fears 
Distressed  me ;  from  mine  eyes  escaped  no  tears ; 
Deep  thought,  or  dread  remembrance,  had  I  none. 
By  doubts  and  thousand  petty  fancies  crost 
I  stood,  of  simple  shame  the  blushing  Thrall ; 
So  narrow  seemed  the  brooks,  the  fields  so  small! 
A  Juggler's  balls  old  Time  about  him  tossed ; 
I  looked,  I  stared,  I  smiled,  I  laugh«^d ; 
The  weight  of  sadness  was  in  wonder  lost. 

IV. 

AT  AFPLETnWAITB,  NEAR  KESWICK. 

1804. 

Beaumont  !  it  was  thy  wish  that  I  should  rear 

A  seemly  Cottage  in  this  sunny  Dell, 

On  favored  ground,  thy  gifl,  where  I  might  dwell 

In  neighborhood  with  One  to  mb  most  dear, 

That  undivided  we  from  year  to  year 

Might  work  in  our  high  Calling,  —  a  bright  hope 
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To  which  our  fancies,  mingling,  gave  free  scope 

Till  checked  by  some  necessities  severe. 

And  should  these  slacken,  honored  Beaumoht 

BtUl 

Even  then  we  may  perhaps  in  vain  implore 
Leave  of  our  fate  thy  wishes  to  fulfil 
Whether  this  boon  be  granted  us  or  not. 
Old  Skiddaw  will  look  down  upon  the  Spot 
With  pride,  the  Muses  love  it  evermore. 

V. 

1801. 

Pelion  and  Ossa  flourish  side  by  side, 

Together  in  immortal  books  enrolled : 

His  ancient  dower  Olympus  hath  not  sold 

And  that  inspiring  Hill,  which  "  did  divide 

Into  two  ample  horns  his  forehead  wide," 

Shines  with  poetic  radiance  as  of  old  ; 

While  not  an  English  Mountain  we  behold 

By  the  celestial  Muses  glorified. 

Yet  round  our  sea-girt  shore  they  rise  in  crowds 

What  was  the  great  Parnassus*  self  to  Thee, 

Mount  Skiddaw  ?    In  his  natural  sovereignty 

Our  British  Hill  is  nobler  far  ;  he  shrouds 

His  double  front  among  Atlantic  clouds, 

And  pours  forth  streams  more  sweet  than  Castaly 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


324  POEMS    OF   THE   IHAgINATIOX. 


VI. 

Theri:  is  a  little  unpretending  Rill 
Of  limpid  water,  humbler  far  than  aught 
That  ever  among  Men  or  Naiads  sought 
Notice  or  name !  —  It  quivers  down  the  hill. 
Furrowing  its  shallow  way  with  dubious  will ; 
Yet  to  my  mind  this  scanty  stream  is  brought 
Oftener  than  Granges  or  the  Nile ;  a  thought 
Of  private  recollection  sweet  and  still ! 
Months  perish  with  their  moons ;  year  treads  oa 

year; 
But,  faithful  Emma  I  thou  with  me  canst  say, 
Tiiat,  while  ten  thousand  pleasures  disappear. 
And  flies  their  memory  fast  almost  as  they, 
The  immortal  Spirit  of  one  happy  day 
Lingers  beside  that  Rill,  in  vision  clear. 


VII. 

Her  only  pilot  the  soft  breeze,  the  boat 

Lingers,  but  Fancy  is  well  satisfied ; 

With  keen-eyed  Hope,  with  Memory,  at  her  stdei 

And  the  glad  Muse  at  liberty  to  note 

All  that  to  each  is  precious,  as  we  float 

Gently  along ;  regardless  who  shall  chide 

If  the  heavens  smile,  and  leave  us  free  to  glide, 

Hapi>y  Associates,  breathing  air  remote 

From  trivial  cares.     But,  Fancy  and  the  Muse, 

Why  have  I  crowded  ^his  small  bark  with  yoa 
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And  others  of  jour  kind,  ideal  crew  ! 
While  here  sits  One  whose  brightness  owes  its  hues 
To  flesh  and  blood ;  no  Groddess  from  above, 
No  fleeting  Spirit,  but  mj  own  true  Love? 


vin. 

The  fairest,  brightest  hues  of  ether  fade ; 
The  sweetest  notes  must  terminate  and  die  ; 
O  Friend !  thy  flute  has  breathed  a  harmony 
Softly  resounded  through  this  rocky  glade ; 
Such  strains  of  rapture  as  *  the  Genius  played 
In  his  still  haunt  on  Bagdad's  summit  high ; 
He  who  stood  visible  to  Mirza's  eye, 
Never  before  to  human  sight  betrayed. 
Lo,  in  the  vale,  the  mists  of  evening  spread  I 
The  visionary  Arches  are  not  there, 
Nor  the  green  Islands,  nor  the  shining  Seas;. 
Yet  sacred  is  to  me  this  Mountain's  head. 
Whence  I  have  risen,  uplifted  on  the  breeze 
Of  harmony,  above  all  earthly  care. 

IX. 
0P02f  THE  SIGHT  OF    A  BEAUTIFUL  PIOTUBB, 

Painted  by  Sir  G.  H.  Beaumont,  Bart. 

Praised  be  the  Art  whose  subtle  power  could  stay 
Yon  cloud,  and  fix  it  in  that  glorious  shape ; 

«  See  the  >n8ion  of  Ifirza  in  the  Spectator. 
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Nor  would  permit  the  thin  smoke  to  escape. 
Nor  those  bright  sunbeams  to  forsake  the  day ; 
Which  stopped  that  band  of  travelkrs  on  their  way, 
Ere  they  were  lost  within  the  shady  wood ; 
And  showed  the  Bark  upon  the  glassy  flood 
For  ever  anchored  in  her  sheltering  bay. 
Soul-soothing  Art!  whom  Morning,  Noontide,  Eyen, 
Do  serve  with  all  their  changeful  pageantry ; 
Thou,  with  ambition  mode:»t  yet  sublime, 
Here,  for  the  sight  of  mortal  man,  hast  given 
To  one  brief  moment  caught  from  fleeting  time 
The  appropriate  calm  of  blest  eternity. 


•*  Wht,  Minstrel,  these  un tuneful  murmu rings,  — 
Dull,  flagging  notes  that  with  each  other  jar?" 
"  Think,  gentle  Lady,  of  a  Harp  so  far 
From  its  own  country,  and  forgive  the  strings." 
A  simple  answer !  but  even  ,so  forth  springs, 
From  the  Castalian  fountains  of  the  heart, 
The  Poetry  of  Life,  and  all  that  Art 
Divine  of  words  quickening  insensate  things. 
From  the  submissive  necks  of  guiltless  men 
Stretched  on  the  block,  the  glittering  axe  recoils ; 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  all  struggle  in  the  toils 
Of  mortal  sympathy ;  what  wonder  then 
That  the  poor  Harp  distempered  music  yields 
To  its  sad  Lord,  far  from  his  native  fields  ? 
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XI. 

Serial  Rock,  —  whose  solitary  brow 
From  this  low  threshold  daily  meets  my  sight, 
When  I  step  forth  to  hail  the  morning  light, 
Or  quit  the  stars  with  a  lingering  farewell,  —  how 
Shall  Fancy  pay  to  thee  a  grateful  vow  ? 
Uow,  with  the  Muse's  aid,  her  love  attest  ? 
—  By  planting  on  thy  naked  head  the  crest 
Of  an  imperial  Castle,  which  the  plough 
Of  ruin  shall  not  touch.     Innocent  scheme  1 
That  doth  presume  no  more  than  to  supply 
A  grace  the  sinuous  vale  and  roaring  stream 
Want,  through  neglect  of  honr  Antiquity. 
Rise,  then,  ye  votive  Towers !  and  catch  a  g^ieam 
.Of  golden  sunset,  ere  it  fade  and  die. 


XII. 


0  GENTLE  Sleep  !  do  they  belong  to  thee, 
These  twinklings  of  oblivion  ?     Thou  dost  love 
To  sit  in  meekness,  like  the  brooding  Dove, 

A  captive  never  wishing  to  be  free. 

This  tiresome  night,  O  Sleep !  thou  art  to  me 

A  Fly,  that  up  and  down  himself  doth  shove 

Upon  a  fretful  rivulet,  now  above, 

Now  on  the  water  vexed  with  nvKikeiy. 

1  have  no  pain  that  calls  for  patience,  uo; 
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ileDce  am  I  cross  and  peevish  as  a  child : 
Am  pleased  by  fits  to  have  thee  for  my  fi>e, 
Yet  ever  willing  to  be  reconciled : 
0  gentle  Creature !  do  not  use  me  so, 
But  once  and  deeply  let  me  be  beguiled. 


xm. 


Fond  words  have  oft  been  spoken  to  thee,  Sleep ; 
And  thou  hast  had  thy  store  of  tenderest  names ; 
The  very  sweetest  Fancy  culls  or  frames, 
When  thankfulness  of  heart  is  strong  and  deep ! 
Dear  Bosom-child  we  call  thee,  that  dost  steep 
In  rich  reward  all  suffering ;  Balm  that  tames 
All  anguish ;  Saint  that  evil  thoughts  and  aims 
Takest  away,  and  into  souls  dost  creep, 
Like  to  a  breeze  fix)m  heaven.     Shall  I  alone, 
I  surely  not  a  man  ungently  made. 
Call  thee  worst  Tyrant  by  which  flesh  is  crost? 
Perverse,  self-willed  to  own  and  to  disown. 
Mere  slave  of  them  who  never  for  thee  prayed, 
Still  last  to  come  where  thou  art  wanted  most ! 


XIT. 
TO  SLEEP. 

A.  TLOOK  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by, 
One  after  one ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 
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Murmuring ;  the  fall  of  rivers,  winds  and  seas. 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  and  pure  sky ; 
I  have  thought  of  all  by  turns,  and  yet  to  lie 
Sleepless !  and  soon  the  small  birds*  melodies 
Must  hear,  first  uttered  from  my  orchard  trees ; 
And  the  first  cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 
Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  lay, 
And  could  not  win  thee,  Sleep !  by  any  stealth ; 
So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away  : 
Without  thee  what  is  all  the  morning's  wealth  ? 
Come,  blessed  barrier  between  day  and  day. 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health  I 


XV. 

THE  WILD  DUCK'S  ITEST. 

The  imperial  Consort  of  the  Fairy-king 
Owns  not  a  sylvan  bower ;  or  gorgeous  cell 
With  emerald  floored,  and  with  purpureal  shell 
Ceilinged  and  roofed  ;  that  is  so  fair  a  thing 
As  this  low  structure,  for  the  tasks  of  Spring 
Prepared  by  one  who  loves  the  buoyant  swell 
Of  the  brisk  waves,  yet  here  consents  to  dwell, 
And  spreads  in  steadfast  peace  her  brooding  wing. 
Words  cannot  paint  the  o'ershadowing  yew-tree 

bough, 
rfVnd  dunly-gleaming  Nest,  —  a  hollow  crown 
Of  golden  leaves  inlaid  with  silver  down, 
^ine  as  the  mother's  softest  plumes  allow : 
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I  gazed,  —  and,  self-accased  while  gazing,  sighed 
For  human-kind,  weak  slaves  of  cumbrous  pride . 


XYI. 

WBITIEH    7FON  A  BLAKK  LEAP  IN  **TnE  GOUPLETm 
AMGLKR.  ** 

While  flowing  rivers  yield  a  blameless  sport 

Shall  live  the  name  of  Walton :  Sage  benign ! 

Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  rod  and  line 

Unfolding,  did  not  fruitless  exhort 

To  reverend  watching  of  each  still  report 

That  Nature  utters  from  her  rural  shrine. 

Meek,  nobly  versed  in  simple  discipline, 

lie  found  the  longest  summer  day  too  short, 

To  his  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  Brook. 

Fairer  than  hfe  itself,  in  this  sweet  Book, 

The  cowslip-bank  and  shady  willow-tree; 

And  the  fresh  meads,  where  flowed,  from  everj 

nook 
Of  his  full  bosom,  gladsome  Piety  I 


xvn. 

TO  TKB  POET,  JOHN  DTEB. 

Bard  of  the  Fleece,  whose  sklful  genius  made 
That  work  a  living  landscape  fair  and  bright ; 
Nor  hallowed  less  with  musical  delight 
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Thiiik  those  soil  scenes  through  which  thy  child- 
hood strayed, 
Those  southern  tracts  of  Camhia,  *'  deep  embajed, 
With  green  hills  fenced,  with  ocean's  murmur 

lulled  " ; 
Though  hasty  Fame  hath  many  a  chaplet  culled 
For  worthless  brows,  while  in  the  pensive  shade 
Of  cold  neglect  she  leaves  thy  head  ungraced, 
Yet  pure  and  powerful  minds,  hearts  meek  and  still, 
A  grateful  few,  shall  love  thy  modest  Lay, 
Long  as  the  shepherd's  bleating  flock  shall  stray 
O'er  naked  Snowdon's  wide  aerial  waste ; 
Long  as  the  thrush  shall  pipe  on  Grongar  Hill ! 

XVIII. 

ON  TBS  DETRACTION  WHICH  FOLLOWED  THX  PUBLICATIOa 
or  A  CERTiUa  POEM. 

See  Mllton*8  Sonnet^  beginning,  "A  Book  was  wxit  of  late 
called  *  Tetrachordon/  *' 

A  Book  came  forth  of  late,  called  Peter  Bell  ; 
Not  negligent  the  style  ;  —  the  matter  ?  —  good 
As  aught  that  song  records  of  Robin  Hood ; 
Or  Roy,  renowned  through  many  a  Scottish  dell ; 
But  some  (who  brook  those  hackneyed  themes 

full  well. 
Nor  heat,  at  Tam  O'  Shanter's  name,  their  blood) 
Waxed  wroth,  and  with  foul  claws,  a  harpy  biood, 
On  Bard  and  Hero  clamorously  fell. 
Heed  not,  wild  Rover  once  through  heath  and  glen, 
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Who  mad'st  at  length  the  better  life  thy  choice^ 
Heed  not  such  onset !  nay,  if  praise  of  men 
To  thee  appear  not  an  unmeaning  voice. 
Loft  up  that  gray-haired  forehead,  and  rejoice 
In  the  just  tribute  of  thy  Poet's  pen  1 

XIX. 

Grief,  thou  hast  lost  an  ever  ready  friend 
Now  that  the  cottage  Spinning-wheel  is  mute ; 
And  Care,  a  comforter  that  best  could  suit 
Her  froward  mood,  and  softliest  reprehend ; 
And  Love,  a  charmer's  voice,  that  used  to  lend. 
More  efficaciously  than  aught  that  flows 
From  harp  or  lute,  kind  influence  to  compose 
The  throbbing  pulse, —  else  troubled  without  end: 
Even  Joy  could  tell,  Joy  craving  truce  and  rest 
From  her  own  overflow,  what  power  sedate 
On  those  revolving  motions  did  await 
Assiduously,  to  soothe  her  aching  breast ; 
And,  to  a  point  of  just  relief,  abate 
The  mantling  triumphs  of  a  day  too  blest. 

XX. 

TO  8.  n. 

Excuse  is  needless  when  with  love  sincero 
Of  occupation,  not  by  fashion  led. 
Thou  tum'st  the  Wheel  that  slept  with  dust  o'er 
spread ; 
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My  nerves  from  no  such  murmur  shrink,  thou|^ 

near, 
Soft  as  the  Dorhawk's  to  a  distant  ear, 
When  twilight  shades  darken  the  mountain's  head. 
Even  She  who  toils  to  spin  our  vital  thread  • 
IVIight  smile  on  work,  O  Lady,  once  so  dear 
To  household  virtues.     Venerable  Art, 
Tom  from  the  Poor !  yet  shall  kind  Heaven  prottsct 
Its  own ;  though  Rulers,  with  undue  respect. 
Trusting  to  crowded  factory  and  mart 
And  proud  discoveries  of  the  intellect, 
Heed  not  the  pillage  of  man's  ancient  heart. 

XXL 

00MP08SD  Ul  ONE  OF  THIC  VALLEYS  OF  WESTlIOBBLAmS 
ON    EASTEB  8UNPAY 

With  each  recurrence  of  this  glorious  mom 
That  saw  the  Saviour  in  his  human  frame 
Rise  from  the  dead,  erewhile  the  CJottage-dame 
Put  on  fresh  raiment, —  till  that  hour  unworn: 
Domestic  hands  the  home-bred  wool  had  shorn, 
And  she  who  span  it  culled  the  daintiest  fleece, 
In  thouglitful  reverence  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Whose  temples  bled  beneath  the  platted  thorn* 
A  blest  estate  when  piety  sublime 
These  humble  props  disdained  not !  0  green  dales ! 
Sad  may  /  be  who  heard  your  Sabbath  chime 
When  Art's  abused  inventions  were  unknown ; 
^nd  Nature's  various  wealth  was  all  your  own ; 
And  benefits  were  weighed  in  Reason's  scales  I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


884  POEMS  OF  THE  DCAQINATIOir. 


zxn. 

DECAY  OF  PIBTT. 

Oft  have  1  seen,  ere  Time  had  ploughed  mjcbed^ 
Matrons  and  Sires,  who,  punctual  to  the  call 
Of  their  loved  Church,  on  fast  or  festival 
Through  the  long  year  the  House  of  Prayer  would 

seek; 
By  Christmas  snows,  by  visitation  bleak 
Of  Easter  winds,  unscared,  from  hut  or  hall 
They  came  to  lowly  bench  or  sculptured  stall. 
But  with  one  fervor  of  devotion  meek. 
I  see  the  places  where  they  once  were  known. 
And  ask,  surrounded  even  by  kneeling  crowds, 
Is  ancient  Piety  for  ever  flown  ? 
Alas  I  even  then  they  seemed  like  fleecy  clouds 
That,  struggling  through  the  western  sky,  have  i 
Their  pensive  light  from  a  departed  sun ! 

xxm. 

COMPOSED  ON  THE  EVE  OP   THE  MARBIAGE  OP    A   PBIBl 
IN   THE  VALE  OP  GKASMERE,   1812. 

What  need  of  clamorous  bells,  or  ribbons  gay, 
Tiiese  humble  nuptials  to  proclaim  or  grace? 
Angels  of  love,  look  down  upon  the  place ; 
Shed  on  the  chosen  vale  a  sun-bright  day  I 
Yet  no  proud  gladness  would  the  Bride  display 
Even  for  such  promise  :  —  serious  is  her  face, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


.HISCELLA17EOL8    SOKNET8.  336 

Modest  her  mien ;  and  she,  whose  thoughts  keep 

pace 
With  gentleness,  in  that  becoming  way 
Will  thank  you.     Faultless  does  the  Maid  appear: 
No  disproportion  in  her  soul,  no  strife  : 
But  when  the  closer  view  of  wedded  life 
Hath  shown  that  nothing  human  can  be  clear 
From  frailty,  for  that  insight  may  the  Wife 
To  her  indulgent  lord  become  more  dear. 

XXIV. 
FROM  THK  ITALIAN   OP  MICHAEL  AUGELOw 
.       I. 

Yes  !  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  paoBf 

And  I  be  undeluded,  unbetrayed  ; 

For  if  of  our  affections  none  finds  grace 

In  sight  of  Heaven,  then  wherefore  hath  God  made 

The  world  which  we  inhabit  ?     Better  plea 

Love  cannot  have,  than  that  in  loving  thee 

Glory  to  that  eternal  Peace  is  paid, 

Who  such  divinity  to  thee  imparts 

As  hallows  and  makes  pure  all  gentle  hearts. 

His  hope  is  treacherous  only  whose  love  dies 

With  beauty,  which  is  varying  every  hour ; 

But  in  chaste  hearts  uninfluenced  by  the  power 

Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless  flcwer 

That  breathes  on  earth  the  air  of  paradise. 
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XXV. 
FBOX  THB  SAIOL 

n. 
No  mortal  object  did  these  eyes  behold 
When  first  they  met  the  placid  light  of  thine^ 
And  my  Soul  felt  her  destiny  divine, 
And  hope  of  endless  peace  in  me  grew  bold : 
Heavcn-bom,  the  Soul  a  heavenward  course  mcnl 

hold; 
Beyond  the  visible  world  she  soars  to  seek 
(For  what  delights  the  sense  is  false  and  weak) 
Ideal  Form,  the  universal  mould. 
The  wise  man,  I  affirm,  can  find  no  rest 
In  that  which  perishes :  nor  will  he  lend 
His  heart  to  aught  that  doth  on  time  depend* 
'T  is  sense,  unbridled  will,  and  not  true  love, 
That  kills  the  soul :  love  betters  what  is  best. 
Even  here  below,  but  more  in  heaven  above. 

XXVI. 
FBOX  THE  BAUtt,     TO  TBB  SUPBEXS   BSnO. 

m. 
The  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed 
If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pray : 
My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 
That  of  its  native  self  can  nothing  feed : 
Of  good  and  pious  works  Thou  art  the  seed. 
That  quickens  only  where  Thou  sa/st  it  may 
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Unless  Thou  show  to  us  thine  own  true  way 
No  man  can  iind  it ;  Father!  Thou  must  lead. 
Do  Thou,  then,  breathe  those  thoughts  into  my 

mind 
By  which  such  virtue  may  in  me  be  bred 
That  in  thy  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread  ; 
The  fetters  of  my  tongue  do  Thou  unbind. 
That  I  may  have  the  power  to  sing  of  thee, 
And  sound  thy  praises  everlastingly. 


XX  vn. 

Surprised  by  joy,  impatient  as  the  Wind 
I  turned  to  share  the  transport — oh  !  with  whom 
But  Thee,  deep  buried  in  the  silent  tomb, 
That  spot  which  no  vicissitude  can  find  ? 
Love,  faithful  love,  recalled  thee  to  my  mind,  — 
But  how  could  I  forget  thee  ?  Through  what  power, 
Even  for  the  least  division  of  an  hour, 
Have  I  been  so  beguiled  as  to  be  blind 
To  my  most  grievous  loss  !  —  That  thought's  re- 
turn 
Was  the  worst  pang  that  sorrow  ever  bore, 
Save  one,  one  only,  when  I  stood  forlorn. 
Knowing  my  heart's  best  treasure  was  no  more ; 
That  neither  present  time,  nor  years  unborn, 
Could  to  my  sight  that  heavenly  face  restore. 
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XXVTIT. 
I. 

Methought  I  saw  the  footsteps  of  a  throne 
Wliich   mists  and  vapors  from   mine  eyes   did 

shroud, 
Nor  view  of  who  might  sit  thereon  allowed ; 
But  all  the  steps  and  ground  about  were  strewn 
With  sights  the  ruefullest  that  flesh  and  bone 
Ever  put  on  ;  a  miserable  crowd, 
Sick,   hale,   old,  young,   who  cried  before   that 

cloud, 
"Thou  art  our  king,  0  Death!  to  thee  we  groan." 
Those  steps  I  clomb ;  the  mists  before  me  gave 
Smooth  way;  and  I  beheld  the  face  of  one 
Sleeping  alone  within  a  mossy  cave, 
With  her  face  up  to  heaven  ;  that  seemed  to  have 
Pleasing  remembrance  of  a  thought  foregone ; 
A  lovely  Beauty  in  a  summer  grave  I 

XXIX. 

NOVBMBEB,    1886. 
II. 

Even  so  for  me  a  Vision  sanctified 
The  sway  of  Death  ;  long  ere  mine  eyes  had  seen 
Thy  countenance, — the  still  rapture  of  thy  mien, — 
When  thou,  dear  Sister!   wert  become  Death's 

Bride : 
No  trace  of  pain  or  languor  could  abide 
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That  cliange :  —  age  on  thy  brow  was  smoothed,  — * 

thy  cold, 
Wan  cheek  at  once  was  privileged  to  unfold 
A  loveliness  to  living  youth  denied. 
Oh  I  if  within  me  hope  should  e'er  decline, 
The  lamp  of  faith,  lost  Friend  1  too  faintly  bum ; 
Then  may  that  heaven-revealing  smile  of  thine, 
The  bright  assurance,  visibly  return  : 
And  let  my  spirit  in  thy  power  divine 
Rejoice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased  to  mourn 


XXX. 

It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  and  free. 

The  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  Nun 

Breathless  with  adoration ;  the  broad  sun 

Is  sinking  down  in  its  tranquillity  ; 

The  gentleness  of  heaven  broods  o'er  the  .Sea : 

Listen  !  the  mighty  Being  is  awake, 

And  doth  with  his  eternal  motion  make 

A  sound  like  thunder  —  everlastingly. 

Dear  Child !  dear  Girl !  that  walkest  with  me  here; 

If  thou  appear  untouched  by  solemn  thought, 

Thy  nature  is  not  therefore  less  divine : 

Thou  liest  in  Abraham's  bosom  all  the  year ; 

And  worshipp'st  at  the  Temple's  inner  shrine 

God  being  with  thee  when  we  know  it  not. 
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XXXI. 

Whkre  lies  the  Land  to  which  yon  Ship  must  go' 
Fresh  as  a  lark  mounting  at  break  of  day, 
Festively  she  puts  forth  in  trim  array  ; 
Is  she  for  tropic  suns,  or  polar  snows  ? 
What  boots  the  inquiry  ?  —  Neither  friend  nor  foe 
She  cares  for ;  let  her  travel  where  she  may, 
She  finds  familiar  names,  a  beaten  way 
Ever  before  her,  and  a  wind  to  blow. 
Yet  still  I  ask,  what  haven  is  her  mark  ? 
And,  almost  as  it  was  when  ships  were  rare, 
(From  time  to  time,  like  Pilgrims,  here  and  there 
Crossing  the  waters,)  doubt,  and  something  dark. 
Of  the  old  Sea  some  reverential  fear, 
Is  with  me  at  thy  farewell,  joyous  Bark  ! 


xxxn. 

With  Ships  the  sea  was  sprinkled  far  and  nigh, 

Like  stars  in  heaven,  and  joyously  it  showed ; 

Some  lying  fiv<t  at  anchor  in  the  road, 

Some  veering  up  and  down,  one  knew  not  why* 

A  goodly  Vessel  did  I  then  espy 

Come  like  a  giant  from  a  haven  broad  ; 

A.nd  lustily  along  the  bay  she  strode, 

Her  tackling  rich,  and  of  apparel  high. 

This  Ship  was  naught  to  me,  nor  I  to  her, 

Yet  I  pursued  her  with  a  Lover's  look ; 

This  Ship  to  all  the  rest  did  I  prefer : 
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When  will  she  turn,  and  whither  ?  She  will  brook 
No  tarrying ;  where  she  comes  the  winds  must  stir : 
Qn  went  she,  and  due  north  her  journey  took. 


XXXllL 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us ;  late  and  soon, 
Gretting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers : 
Little  we  see  in  Nature  that  is  ours  ; 
We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon  I 
This  Sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon ; 
The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 
And  are  up-gathered  now  like  sleeping  flowers ; 
For  this,  for  everything,  we  are  out  of  tune ; 
It  moves  us  not.  —  Great  Grod !  I  'd  rather  be 
A  Pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn  ; 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 
Have  glimpses  that  would  make  me  less  forlorn ; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea, 
Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn. 


xxxrv. 

A  VOLANT  Tribe  of  Bards  on  earth  are  found. 
Who,  while  the  flattering  Zephyrs  round  themplaj,. 
On  "  coignes  of  vantage"  hang  their  nests  of  clay ; 
How  quickly  from  that  aery  hold  unbound. 
Dust  for  oblivion  !     To  the  solid  ground 
Of  nature  (rusts  the  Mind  that  builds  for  aye; 
Convinced  that  there,  there  only,  she  can  lay 
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Seeun^  foundations.     As  the  year  runs  round. 
Apart  she  toils  within  the  chosen  ring ; 
While  the  stars  shine,  or  while  day's  purple  eye 
Is  gently  closing  with  the  flowers  of  Spring; 
Where  even  the  motion  of  an  AngeFs  wing 
Would  interrupt  the  intense  tranquillity 
Of  silent  hills,  and  more  than  silent  sky. 


XXXV. 

^  Weak  is  the  will  of  Man,  his  judgment  blind  ; 
Remembrance  persecutes,  and  Hope  betrays ; 
Heavy  is  woe ;  —  and  joy,  for  human-kind, 
A  mournful  thing,  so  transient  is  the  blaze!" 
Thus  might  he  paint  our  lot  of  mortal  days 
Who  wants  the  glorious  faculty  assigned 
To  elevate  the  more-than-reasoning  Mind, 
And  color  life's  dark  cloud  with  orient  rays. 
Imagination  is  that  sacred  power, 
Imagination  lofty  and  refined : 
'T  is  hers  to  pluck  the  amaranthine  flower 
Of  Faith,  and  round  the  Sufferer's  temples  bind 
Wreaths  that  endure  affliction's  heaviest  shower, 
And  do  not  shrink  from  sorrow's  keenest  wind. 


xxxvr. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  RAI8LET  CALVERT. 

Calvert  !  it  must  not  be  unheard  by  them 
Who  may  respect  my  name,  that  I  to  thee 
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Owed  many  years  of  early  liberty. 
This  care  was  thine  when  sickness  did  condemn 
Thy  youth  to  hopeless  wasting,  root  and  stem,  — 
That  I,  if  frugal  and  severe,  might  stray 
Where'er  I  liked  ;  and  finally  array 
My  temples  with  the  Muse's  diadem. 
Hence,  if  in  freedom  I  have  loved  the  tnith ; 
If  there  be  aught  of  pure,  or  good,  or  great. 
In  my  past  verse ;  or  shall  be,  in  the  lays 
Of  higher  mood,  which  now  I  meditate  ;  — 
It  gladdens  me,  0  worthy,  short-lived  Youth  I 
To  thmk  how  much  of  this  will  be  thy  praise 


PART  n. 

I. 
Scorn  not  the  Sonnet ;  Critic,  you  have  frowned, 
Mindless  of  its  just  honors  ;  with  this  key 
Shakespeare  unlocked  bis  heart ;  the  melody 
Of  this  small  lute  gave  ease  to  Petrarch's  wound ; 
A  thousand  times  this  pipe  did  Tasso  sound ; 
With  it  Camoens  soothed  an  exile's  grief; 
The  Sonnet  glittered  a  gay  myrtle  leaf 
Amid  the  cypress  with  which  Dante  crowned 
His  visionary  brow :  a  glowworm  lamp. 
It  cheered  mild  Spenser,  called  from  Faery-land 
To  struggle  through  dark  ways  ;  and,  when  a  damp 
Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 
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The  Thing  became  a  trumpet ;  whence  he  blew 
Soul-aoimatiDg  strains,  —  alas  1  too  few. 


IL 

How  sweet  it  is,  when  mother  Fancj  rocks 
The  wajward  brain,  to  saunter  through  a  wood 
An  old  place,  full  of  man j  a  lovely  brood, 
Tall  trees,  green  arbors,  and  ground-flowers  in 

flocks; 
And  wild-rose  tiptoe  upon  hawthorn  stodcs, 
Like  a  bold  Girl,  who  pla3rs  her  agile  pranks 
At  Wakes  and  Fairs  with   wandering  Mounte- 
banks,— 
When  she  stands  cresting  the  Clown's  head,  and 

mocks 
The  crowd  beneath  her.     Verily  I  think 
Such  place  to  me  is  sometimes  like  a  dream 
Or  map  of  the  whole  world :  thoughts,  link  by  link, 
Enter  through  ears  and  eyesight,  with  such  gleam 
Of  all  things,  that  at  last  in  fear  I  shrink, 
And  leap  at  once  from  the  delidous  stream. 


in. 

TO  B.   R.  HAYDOlf. 

High  is  oar  calling,  Friend !  —  Creative  Art, 
(Whether  the  instrument  of  words  she  use, 
Or  pencil  pregnant  with  ethereal  hues,) 
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Though  sensitive,  yet,  in  their  weakest  part, 
Demands  the  service  of  a  mind  and  heart. 

Heroically  fashioned to  infuse 

Faith  in  the  whispers  of  the  lonely  Muse, 
While  the  whole  world  seems  adverse  to  desert 
And,  oh !  when  Nature  sinks,  as  oft  she  may, 
Through  long-lived  pressure  of  obscure  distresfl^ 
Still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward, 
And  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay. 
Brook  no  continuance  of  weak-mindedness,  — 
Great  is  the  glory,  for  the  strife  is  hard  ! 


IV. 

From  the  dark  chambers  of  dejection  freed, 

Spuming  the  unprofitable  yoke  of  care, 

Rise,  Gillies,  rise :  the  gales  of  youth  shall  beai 

Thy  genius  forward  like  a  winged  steed. 

Though  bold  Bellerophon  (so  Jove  decreed 

In  wrath)  fell  headlong  from  the  fields  of  air. 

Yet  a  rich  guerdon  waits  on  minds  that  dare, 

If  aught  be  in  them  of  immortal  seed. 

And  reason  govern  that  audacious  flight 

Which  heavenward   they   direct.  —  Then   droop 

not  thou, 
Eironeously  renewing  a  sad  vow 
In  the  low  dell  'mid  Roslin's  faded  grove : 
A  cheerful  life  is  what  the  Muses  love, 
A  soaring  spirit  is  their  prime  delight. 
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V. 

Fair  Prime  of  life  I  were  it  enough  to  gild 
With  ready  sunbeams  every  straggling  shower ; 
And,  if  an  unexpected  cloud  should  lower, 
Swiftly  thereon  a  rainbow  arch  to  build 
For  Fancy's  errands,  —  then,  from  fields  half-tilled 
Grathering  green  weeds  to  mix  with  poppy-flower, 
Thee  might  thy  Minions  crown,  and  chant  thy 

power, 
Unpitied  by  the  wise,  all  censure  stilled. 
Ah !  show  that  worthier  honors  are  thy  due  ; 
Fair  Prime  of  Life !  arouse  the  deeper  heart ; 
Confirm  the  Spirit  glorying  to  pursue 
Some  path  of  steep  ascent  and  lofty  aim ; 
And,  if  there  be  a  joy  that  slights  the  claim 
Of  grateful  memory,  bid  that  joy  depart. 

VI. 

I  WATCH,   and   long  have  watched,  with  calm 

regret 
Yon  slowly  sinking  star,  —  immortal  Sire 
(So  might  he  seem)  of  all  the  glittering  choir ! 
Blue  ether  still  surrounds  him  —  yet  —  and  yet  j 
But  now  the  horizon's  rocky  parapet 
Is  reached,  where,  forfeiting  his  bright  attire, 
He  burns,  —  transmuted  to  a  dusty  fire,  — 
Tlien  pays  submissively  the  appointed  debt 
To  the  flying  moments,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
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Aogels  and  gods !  We  struggle  with  our  fate, 
While  health,  power,   glory,   from   their  height 

decline, 
Depressed ;  and  then  extinguished :  and  our  state, 
Tn  this,  how  different,  lost  Star,  from  thine, 
That  no  to-morrow  shall  our  beams  restore  I 


VII. 

I  HEARD  (alas !  *t  was  only  in  a  dream) 
Strains, —  which,  as  sage  Antiquity  believed, 
By  waking  ears  have  sometimes  been  received 
Wafted  adown  the  wind  from  lake  or  stream ; 
A  most  melodious  requiem,  a  supreme 
And  perfect  harmony  of  notes,  achieved 
By  a  fair  Swan  on  drowsy  billows  heaved. 
O'er  which  her  pinions  shed  a  silver  gleam. 
For  is  she  not  the  votary  of  Apollo  ? 
And  knows  she  not,  singing  as  he  inspires, 
That  bliss  awaits  her  which  the  ungenial  Hollow  • 
Of  the  dull  earth  partakes  not,  nor  desires  ? 
Mqunt,  tuneful  Bird,  and  join  the  immortal  choirs! 
She  soared,  and  I  awoke,  struggling  in  vain  to 
follow. 

«SeethePb»doiiof  Plato,  by  which  this  Sonnet  was  rag. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


MS  POEMS   OF  THB   IMAGINATION. 


vin. 

BETlRKMBdrT. 

If  the  whole  weight  of  what  we  think  and  feeL 
Save  odIj  far  as  thought  and  feeling  hlend 
With  action,  were  as  nothing,  patriot  Friend ! 
From  thy  remonstrance  would  be  no  appeal; 
But  to  promote  and  fortify  the  weal 
Of  her  own  Being  is  her  paramount  end ; 
A  truth  which  they  alone  shall  comprehend 
Who  shun  the  mischief  which  they  cannot  heal 
Peace  in  these  feverish  times  is  sovereign  bliss: 
Here,  with  no  thirst  but  what  the  stream  can  slake, 
And  startled  only  by  the  rustling  brake, 
Cool  air  I  breathe ;  while  the  unencumbered  Mind, 
By  some  weak  aims  at  services  assigned 
To  gentle  Natures,  thanks  not  Heaven  amiss. 


IX. 

Not  Love,  not  War,  nor  the  tumultuous  swell 
Of  civil  conflict,  nor  the  wrecks  of  change. 
Nor  Duty  struggling  with  afflictions  strange, — 
Not  these  alone  inspire  the  tuneful  shell ; 
But  where  untroubled  peace  and  concord  dweO, 
There  also  is  the  Muse  not  loth  to  range. 
Watching  the  twilight  smoke  of  cot  or  grange. 
Skyward  a^^cending  from  a  woody  dell. 
Meek  aspirations  please  her,  lone  endeavor. 
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\nd  sage  coDtent,  and  placid  melancholj ; 
She  loves  to  gaze  upon  a  crystal  river,  — 
Diaphanous  because  it  travels  slowly ; 
Soft  is  the  music  that  would  charm  for  ever; 
The  flower  of  sweetest  smell  is  shy  and  lowly. 


X. 

BiABK  the  concentred  hazels  that  inclose 
Yon  old  gray  Stone,  protected  from  the  ray 
Of  noontide  suns: — and  even  the  beams  that  play 
And  glance,  while  wantonly  the  rough  wind  blows, 
Are  seldom  free  to  touch  tlie  moss  that  grows 
Upon  that  roof,  amid  embowering  gloom, 
The  very  image  framing  of  a  Tomb, 
In  which  some  ancient  Chieftain  finds  repose 
Among  the  lonely  mountains. — Live,  ye  trees! 
And  thou,  gray  Stone,  the  pensive  likeness  keep 
Of  a  dark  chamber  where  tlie  Mighty  sleep : 
For  more  than  Fancy  to  the  influence  bends 
When  solitary  Nature  condescends 
To  mimic  Time's  forlorn  humanities. 


XI. 


COXrOSSD  AFTEB  A  JOUBKBT  A0BO88  THE  HAXBLBTOM 

HILLS,  TORKSHIRE. 

^ARK  and  more  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fell ; 
The  wished-for  point  was  reached;  but  at  an  hour 
When,  little  could  be  gained  from  that  rich  dower 
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Of  prospect,  whereof  many  thousands  telL 
Yet  did  the  glowing  west  with  marvellous  power 
Salute  us  ;  there  stood  Indian  citadel, 
Temple  of  Greece,  and  minster  with  its  tower 
Substantially  expressed,  —  a  place  for  bell 
Or  clock  to  toll  from !     Many  a  tempting  isle. 
With  groves  that  never  were  imagined,  lay 
'Mid  seas  how  steadfast !  objects  all  for  the  eye 
Of  silent  rapture ;  but  we  felt  the  while 
We  should  forget  them ;  they  are  of  the  sky. 
And  from  our  earthly  memory  fade  away. 


XII. 

-— "  they  are  of  the  sky, 

And  from  our  earthly  memory  &de  awaj.** 

Those  words  were  uttered  as  in  pensive  mood 
We  turned,  departing  from  that  solemn  sight: 
A  contrast  and  reproach  to  gross  delight, 
And  life's  unspiritual  pleasures  daily  wooed ! 
But  now  upon  this  thought  I  cannot  brood ; 
It  is  unstable  as  a  dream  of  night ; 
Nor  will  I  praise  a  cloud,  however  bright, 
Disparaging  Man's  gifts,  and  proper  food. 
Grove,  isle,  with  every  shape  of  sky-built  dome, 
Though  clad  in  colors  beautiful  and  pure, 
Find  in  the  heart  of  man  no  natural  home 
The  immortal  Mind  craves  objects  that  endure : 
These  cleave  to  it ;  from  these  it  cannot  roam, 
N^or  they  from  it :  their  fellowship  is  secure. 
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xni. 

SEPTEMBER,  1815. 

While  not  a  leaf  seems  faded  ;  while  the  fields, 

With  ripening  harvest  prodigally  fair, 

In  brightest  sunshine  bask  ;  this  nipping  air, 

Sent  from  some  distant  clime  where  Winter  wields 

His  icy  scymitar,  a  foretaste  yields 

Of  bitter  change,  and  bids  the  flowers  beware  ; 

And  whispers  to  the  silent  birds,  "  Prepare 

Against  the  threatening  foe  your  trustiest  shields.'* 

For  me,  who  under  kindlier  laws  belong 

To  Nature's  tuneful  choir,  this  rustling  dry 

Through  leaves  yet  green,  and  yon  crystalline  sky, 

Announce  a  season  potent  to  renew, 

*Mid  frost  and  snow,  the  instinctive  joys  of  song, 

And  nobler  cares  than  listless  summer  knew. 

XIV. 
KOVEJIBER  1. 

How  clear,  how  keen,  how  marvellously  bright, 
The  effluence  from  yon  distant  mountain's  head, 
Which,  strewn  with  snow  smooth  as  the  sky  cao 

shed, 
Shines  like  another  sun,  —  on  mortal  sight 
Uprisen,  as  if  to  check  approaching  Night, 
&.nd  all  her  twinkling  stars.     Who  now  would 

tread. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


352  rOEHS   OF  THB  IMAGINATION. 

If  SO  he  might,  yon  mountain's  glittering  head, — 
Terrestrial,  but  a  surface  bj  the  flight 
Of  sad  mortality's  earth-sullying  wing 
Unswept,  unstained  ?     Nor  shall  the  aerial  Powen 
Dissolve  that  beauty,  destined  to  endure, 
White,  radiant,  spotless,  exquisitely  pure. 
Through  all  vicissitudes,  till  genial  Spring 
Has  filled  the  laughing  vales  with  welcome  flowera 


XV. 

COMPOSED   DURINO  A   8TOBK. 

One  who  was  suffering  tumult  in  his  soul, 
Yet  failed  to  seek  the  sure  relief  of  prayer. 
Went  forth,  his  course  surrendering  to  the  care 
Of  the  fierce  wind,  while  midday  lightnings  prowl 
Insidiously,  untimely  thunders  growl ; 
While  trees,  dim-seen,  in  frenzied  numbers,  tear 
The  lingering  remnants  of  their  yellow  hair. 
And  shivering  wolves,  surprised  with  darknese^ 

howl 
As  if  the  sun  were  not.     He  raised  his  eye 
Soul-smitten  ;  for,  that  instant,  did  appear 
Large  space  (*mid  dreadful  clouds)  of  purest  sky, 
An  azure  disc,  —  shield  of  tranquillity ; 
Invisible,  unlooked-for  minister 
Of  providential  goodness  ever  nigh  I 
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XVI. 

TO  A   SNOWDROP. 

Lone  Flower,  hemmed  in  with  snows  and  white 

as  thej 
Bat  hardier  far,  once  more  I  see  thee  bend 
Thy  forehead,  as  if  fearful  to  offend, 
Like  an  unbidden  guest.     Though  day  by  day, 
Storms,  sallying  from  the  mountain-tops,  waylay 
The  rising  sun,  and  on  the  plains  descend  ;  * 
Yet  art  thou  welcome,  welcome  as  a  friend 
Whose  zeal  outruns  his  promise !   Blue-eyed  May 
Shall  soon  behold  this  boj-der  thickly  set 
With  bright  jonquils,  their  odors  lavishing 
On  the  soft  West-wind  and  his  frolic  peers ; 
Nor  will  I  then  thy  modest  grace  forget, 
Chaste  Snowdrop,  venturous  harbinger  of  Spring, 
And  pensive  monitor  of  fleeting  years  I 

XVIL 
TO  THE   LADY  MART  LOWTHER. 

With  a  selection  from  the  Poems  of  Anne,  Countess  of  Win- 
chilsea ;  and  extracts  of  similar  character  from  other  Writwi ; 
transcribed  by  a  female  friend. 

Ladt  !  I  rifled  a  Parnassian  Cave 
(But  seldom  trod)  of  mildly  gleaming  ore ; 
Ajid  culled,  from  sundry  beds,  a  lucid  store 
3f  genuine  crystals,  pure  as  those  that  pave 

VOL.    TL  28 
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The  azure  brooks,  where  Dian  joys  to  lave 
Her  spotless  limbs ;  and  ventured  to  explore 
Dim  shades  —  for  relics,  upon  Lethe's  shore, 
Cast  up  at  random  bj  the  sullen  wave. 
To  female  hands  the  treasures  were  resigned ; 
And  lo  this  Work !  —  a  grotto  bright  and  clear 
From  stain  or  taint ;  in  which  thj  blameless  mind 
May  feed  on  thoughts  though  pensive  not  austere ; 
Or,  if  thy  deeper  spirit  be  inclined 
To  holy  musing,  it  may  enter  here. 


XVIII. 

TO  LADY  BEAUMONT. 

Lady  !  the  songs  of  Spring  were  in  the  grove 
While  I  was  shaping  beds  for  winter  flowers ; 
While  I  was  planting  green  unfading  bowers, 
And  shrubs,  —  to  hang  upon  the  warm  alcove, 
And  sheltering  wall ;  and  still,  as  Fancy  wove 
The  dream,  to  time  and  nature's  blended  powers 
I  gave  this  paradise  for  winter  hours, 
A  labyrinth,  Lady  !  which  your  feet  shall  rove. 
Yes !  when  the  sun  of  life  more  feebly  shines, 
Becoming  thoughts,  I  trust,  of  solemn  gloom 
Or  of  high  gladness  you  shall  hither  bring; 
And  these  perennial  bowers  and  murmuring  pine^ 
Be  gracious  as  the  music  and  the  bloom 
And  all  the  mighty  ravishment  of  Spring. 
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XTX. 

Thbrb  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains 

Which  only  Poets  know  ; — 't  was  rightlj  said ; 

Whom  could  the  Muses  else  allure  to  tread 

Their  smoothest  paths,  to  wear  their  lightest  chains P 

When  happiest  Fancy  has  inspired  the  strain^ 

How  oil  the  malice  of  one  luckless  word 

Pursues  the  Enthusiast  to  the  social  board, 

Haunts  him  belated  on  the  silent  plains  ! 

Yet  he  repines  not,  if  his  thought  stand  clear, 

At  last,  of  hindrance  and  obscurity, 

Fresh  as  the  star  that  crowns  the  brow  of  mom  j 

Bright,  speckless,  as  a  softly  moulded  tear 

The  moment  it  has  left  the  virgin's  eye. 

Or  rain-drop  lingering  on  the  pointed  thorn. 


XX. 

The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  softly  said. 

**  Bright  is  thy  veil,  0  Moon,  as  thou  art  brijicht'* 

Forthwith,  that  little  cloud,  in  ether  spread 

And  penetrated  all  with  tender  light, 

She  cast  away,  and  showed  her  fulgent  head 

Uncovered  ;  dazzling  the  beholder's  sight 

As  if  to  vindicate  her  beauty's  right. 

Her  beauty  thoughtlessly  disparaged. 

Meanwhile  that  veil,  removed  or  thrown  aside. 

Went  floating  from  her,  darkening  as  it  went ; 

And  a  huge  mass,  to  bury  or  to  hide, 
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Approached  this  glory  of  the  firmament ; 
Who  meekly  yields,  and  is  obscured,  —  content 
With  one  calm  triumph  of  a  modest  pride. 


XXI. 

When  haughty  expectations  prostrate  lie, 
And  grandeur  crouched  like  a  guilty  thing, 
Oft  shall  the  lowly  weak,  till  nature  bring 
Mature  release,  in  fair  society 
Survive,  and  Fortune's  utmost  anger  try ; 
Like  these  frail  snowdrops  that  together  clings 
And  nod  their  helmets,  smitten  by  the  wing 
Of  many  a  furious  whirl-blast  sweeping  by. 
Observe  the  faithful  flowers !  if  small  to  great 
May  lead  the  thoughts,  thus  struggling  used  to  stand 
The  Emathian  phalanx,  nobly  obstinate ; 
And  so  the  bright  immortal  Theban  band, 
Whom  onset  fiercely  urged  at  Jove's  command 
Might  overwhelm,  but  could  not  separate ! 


xxn. 

Hail,  Twilight,  sovereign  of  one  peaceful  hour ! 
Not  dull  art  thou  as  undisceming  Night ; 
But  studious  only  to  remove  from  sight 
Day's  mutable  distinctions.  —  Ancient  Power! 
Thus  did  the  waters  gleam,  the  mountains  lower 
To  the  rude  Briton,  when,  in  wolf-skin  vest 
Elere  roving  wild,  he  laid  him  down  to  rest 
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On  the  bare  rock,  or  through  a  leafy  bower 
Looked  ere  his  eyes  were  closed.     By  him  was 

seen 
The  selfsame  Vision  which  we  now  behold, 
At  thy  meek  bidding,  shadowy  Power  1  brought 

tbrth; 
These  mighty  barriers,  and  the  gulf  between ; 
The  flood,  the  stars,  —  a  spectacle  as  old 
As  the  beginning  of  the  heavens  and  earth  ! 


XXIII. 

With  how  sad  steps,  0  Moon,  thou  climb'st  the  sky, 
•*  How  silently,  and  with  how  wan  a  face  I " 
Where  art  thou  ?    Thou  so  often  seen  on  high 
Running  among  the  clouds  a  Wood-nymph's  race  I 
Unhappy  Nuns,  whose  common  breath  's  a  sight 
Which  they  would  stifle,  move  at  such  a  pace ! 
The  Northern  Wind,  to  call  thee  to  the  chase, 
Must  blow  to-night  his  bugle-horn.     Had  I 
The  power  of  Merlin,  Goddess  1  this  should  be ; 
And  all  the  stars,  fast  as  the  clouds  were  riven, 
Should  sally  forth,  to  keep  thee  company, 
Hurrying  and  sparkling  through  the  clear  blue 

heaven ; 
But,  Cynthia !  should  to  thee  the  palm  be  given, 
Queen  both  for  beauty  and  for  miyesty. 
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XXIY. 

Even  as  a  dragon*8  eye  that  feels  the  streflt 
Of  a  bed i mining  sleep,  or  as  a  lamp 
Suddenly  glaring  through  sepulchral  damp. 
So  burns  yon  Taper  *mid  a  black  recess 
Of  mountains,  silent,  dreary,  motionless : 
The  lake  below  reflects  it  not ;  the  sky, 
Muffled  in  clouds,  affords  no  company 
To  mitigate  and  cheer  its  loneliness. 
Yet,  round  the  body  of  that  joyless  Thing, 
Which  sends  so  far  its  melancholy  light. 
Perhaps  are  seated  in  domestic  ring 
A  gay  society  with  faces  bright, 
Conversing,  reading,  laughing ;  —  or  they  sip^ 
While  hearts  and  voices  in  the  song  unite. 


XXV. 

The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand, 
And,  haply,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immortal  vest; 
Huge  Ocean  shows,  within  his  yellow  strand, 
A-  habitation  marvellously  planned, 
For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest ; 
All  that  we  see  is  dome,  or  vault,  or  nest, 
Or  fortress,  reared  at  Nature*s  sage  command. 
Glad  thought  for  every  season  1  but  the  Spiing 
Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my  heart, 
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Mid  song  of  birds,  and  insects  murmuriug ; 
And  while  the  youthful  year's  prolific  art  — 
Of  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower  —  was  fashioning 
Abodes  where  self-<Usturbance  hath  no  part. 


XXVI. 

Dksponding  Father !  mark  this  altered  bougli, 

So  beautiful  of  late,  with  sunshine  warmed. 

Or  moist  with  dews ;  what  more  unsightly  now, 

Its  blossoms  shrivelled,  and  its  fruit,  if  formed. 

Invisible  ?  yet  Spring  her  genial  brow 

Knits  not  o*er  that  discoloring  and  decay 

As  false  to  expectation.     Nor  fret  thou 

At  like  unlovely  process  in  the  May 

Of  human  life ;  a  Stripling's  graces  blow. 

Fade,  and  are  shed,  that  from  their  timely  fall 

(Misdeem  it  not  a  cankerous  change)  may  grow 

Rich  mellow  bearings,  that  for  thanks  shall  call: 

In  all  men,  sinful  is  it  to  be  slow 

To  hope,  —  in  Parents,  sinful  above  all. 


XXVTI. 
CAPTIVrrY.  —  MART  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 

As  the  cold  aspect  of  a  sunless  way 
Strikes  through  the  Traveller's  frame  with  deadlier 

chill, 
Oft  as  appears  a  grove,  or  obvious  hill, 
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Glistening  with  un participated  my,    . 

Or  shining  slope  where  he  must  never  stray ; 

So  joys,  remembered  without  wish  or  wUl, 

Sharpen  the  keenest  edge  of  present  ill,  — 

On  the  crushed  heart  a  heavier  burden  lay. 

Just  Heaven,  contract  the  compass  of  my  mind 

To  fit  proportion  with  my  altered  state ! 

Quench  those  felicities  whose  light  I  find 

Reflected  in  my  bosom  all  too  late  !  — 

0  be  my  spirit,  like  my  thraldom,  strait ; 

And«  like  mine  eyes  that  stream  with  sorrow,  blind  I " 


XXVIIL 
8T.  OATRBRLf  K  OF  LEDBUBT. 

When  human  touch  (as  monkish  books  attest) 
Nor  was  applied  nor  could  be,  Ledbury  bells 
Broke  forth  in  concert  flung  adown  the  dells. 
And  upward,  high  as  Malvern's  cloudy  crest ; 
Sweet  tones,  and  caught  by  a  noble  lady  blest 
To  rapture  !     Mabel  listened  at  the  side 
Of  her  loved  mistress :  soon  the  music  died, 
And  Catherine  said,  l^ttt  3  6et  ttp  XXiXi  XteL 
Warned  in  a  dream,  the  Wanderer  long  had  sought 
A  home  that  by  such  miracle  of  sound 
Must  be  revealed :  —  she  heard  it  now,  or  felt 
The  deep,  deep  joy  of  a  confiding  thought ; 
And  there,  a  saintly  Anchoress,  she  dwelt 
Pill  she  exchanged  for  heaven  that  happy  groand 
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XXIX. 

"  gives  to  airy  nothing 

A  local  habitation  and  a  name.** 

Though  narrow  be  that  old  Man's  cares,  and  near, 

riie  poor  old  Man  is  greater  than  he  seems : 

For  he  hath  waking  empire,  wide  as  dreams ; 

An  ample  sovereignty  of  eye  and  ear. 

Rich  are  his  walks  with  supernatural  cheer ; 

The  region  of  his  inner  spirit  teems 

With  vital  sounds  and  monitory  gleams 

Of  high  astonishment  and  pleasing  fear. 

He  the  seven  birds  hath  seen,  that  never  part^ 

Seen  the   Seven   Whistlers  in  their  nightly 

rounds, 
And  counted  them :  and  oftentimes  will  start,  — 
For  overhead  are  sweeping  Gabriel's  Hounds, 
Doomed,  with  their  impious  Lord,  the  flying  Hart 
To  chase  for  ever,  on  aerial  grounds  1 


XXX. 

Four  fiery  steeds  impatient  of  the  rein 
Whirled  us  o'er  sunless  ground  beneath  a  sky 
As  void  of  sunshine,  when,  from  that  wide  plam, 
Clear  tops  of  far-off  mountains  we  descry, 
Like  a  Sierra  of  cerulean  Spain, 
All  light  and  lustre.     Did  no  heart  reply  ? 
Tes,  there  was  One  ;  —  for  One,  asunder  fly 
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The  thousand  links  of  that  ethereal  chain  ; 
And  green  vales  open  out,  with  grove  and  field, 
And  the  fair  front  of  many  a  happy  Home ; 
Such  tempting  spots  as  into  vision  come 
While  soldiers,  weary  of  the  arms  they  wield 
And  sick  at  heart  of  strifefiil  Christendom^ 
Qaze  on  the  moon  by  parting  clouds  revealed. 


XXXI. 

Brook  !  whose  society  the  poet  seeks* 
Intent  his  wasted  spirits  to  renew  ; 
And  whom  the  curious  painter  doth  pursue 
Through  rocky  passes,  among  flowery  creeks, 
And  tracks  thee  dancing  down  thy  water-breaks; 
If  wish  were  mine  some  type  of  thee  to  view, 
Thee,  and  not  thee  thyself,  I  would  not  do 
Like  Grecian  artists,  give  thee  human  cheeks. 
Channels  for  tears ;  no  Naiad  shouldst  thou  be,- — 
Have  neither  limbs,  feet,  feathers,  joints,  nor  haini 
It  seems  the  Eternal  Soul  is  clothed  in  thee 
With  purer  robes  than  those  of  flesh  and  blood. 
And  hath  bestowed  on  thee  a  safer  good ; 
Unwearied  joy,  and  life  without  its  cares. 


XXXII. 
COMPOSED  ON  THE  BA2CK8  OF  A  BOCKT  8TKKAX. 

Dogmatic  Teachers,  of  the  snow-white  furl 
Ye  wningling  Schoolmen,  of  the  scarlet  hood ! 
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Who,  with  a  keenness  not  to  be  withstood, 
Press  the  point  home,  or  falter  and  demur, 
Checked  in  your  course  by  many  a  teasing  burr; 
These  natural  council-seats  your  acrid  blood 
Might  cool ;  —  and,  as  the  Genius  of  the  flood 
Stoops  willingly  to  animate  and  spur 
Each  lighter  function  slumbering  in  the  brain. 
Yon  eddying  balls  of  foam,  these  arrowy  gleams 
That  o'er  the  pavement  of  the  surging  streams 
Welter  and  flash,  a  synod  might  detain 
With  subtle  speculations,  haply  vain, 
But  surely  less  so  than  your  far-fetched  themes  I 


xxxin. 

This,  and  the  two  following,  were  suggested  by  Mr.  W.  Wart- 
"  all's  Views  of  the  Caves,  etc.,  in  Yorkshire. 

Tube  element  of  waters  !  wheresoever 
Thou  dost  forsake  thy  subterranean  haunts. 
Green  herbs,  bright  flowers,  and  berry-bearing 

plants 
Rise  into  life  and  in  thy  train  appear : 
And,  through  the  sunny  portion  of  the  year, 
Swift  insects  shine,  thy  hovering  pursuivants  2 
And,  if  thy  bounty  fail,  the  forest  pants  ; 
And  hart  and  hind,  and  hunter  with  his  spear. 
Languish  and  droop  together.     Nor  unfelt 
In  man's  perturbed  soul  thy  sway  benign ; 
And,  haply,  fur  within  the  marble  belt 
Of  central  earth,  where  tortured  Spirits  pine 
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For  grace  and  goodness  lost,  thy  marmmrs  melt 
Their  anguish,  —  and  thej  hlend  sweet  songs 
thine.* 


XXXIV. 
MALHAM  OOVB. 

Was  the  aim  frustrated  by  force  or  guile, 
When  giants  scooped  from  out  the  rocky  ground, 
Tier  under  tier,  this  semicirque  profound  ? 
(Giants,  —  the  same  who  built  in  Erin's  isle 
That  Causeway  with  incomparable  toil !)  — 
0,  had  this  vast  theatric  structure  wound 
With  finished  sweep  into  a  perfect  round, 
No  mightier  work  had  gained  the  plausive  smile 
Of  all-beholding  PhoDbus  !     But,  alas  I 
Vain  earth  !  false  world !   Foundations  must  be  laid 
In  Heaven ;  for,  'mid  the  wreck  of  is  and  was, 
Things  incomplete  and  purposes  betrayed 
Make  sadder  transits  o'er  thought's  optic  glass 
Than  noblest  objects  utterly  decayed. 


XXXV. 

GORDALB. 

At  early  dawn,  or  rather  when  the  air 
Glimmers  with  fading  light,  and  shadowy  Eve 

*  Waters  (as  Mr.  Westall  informs  us  in  the  letter-press  pn- 
llxed  to  his  admimble  views)  are  invariably  found  to  flow 
•hrougli  these  caverns. 
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Is  busiest  to  confer  and  to  bereave ; 

Then,  pensive  Votary  1  let  thy  feet  repair 

T3  Sordale  chasm,  terrific  as  the  lair 

Where  the  young  lions  couch ;  for  so,  by  leaT« 

Of  the  propitious  hour,  thou  mayst  perceive 

The  local  Deity,  with  oozy  hair 

And  mineral  crown,  beside  his  jagged  urn 

Recumbent :  Him  thou  mayst  behold,  who  hidet 

His  lineaments  by  day,  yet  there  presides, 

Teaching  the  docile  waters  how  to  turn, 

Or  (if  need  be)  impediment  to  spurn, 

And  force  their  passage  to  the  salt-sea  tides  I 

XXXVL 

OOUPOSSD  UPON  WESTUnfSTER  BBlDGKf  SSFT.  8,  18031 

Earth  has  not  anything  to  show  more  fair : 
Dull  would  he  be  of  soul  who  could  pass  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  majesty  : 
This  City  now  doth,  like  a  garment,  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning ;  silent,  bare, 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  imto  the  fields,  and  to  the  sky, 
All  bright  and  glittering  in  the  smokeless  air. 
Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steep, 
In  his  first  splendor,  valley,  rock,  or  hill ; 
Ne'er  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  calm  so  deep  ! 
The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will : 
Dear  God  !  the  very  houses  seem  asleep ; 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lying  still  I 
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xxzyn. 

OOirCLUSlOV. 
TO  . 

If  these  brief  Records,  hy  the  MoBes'  ait 
Prodaoed,  as  lonelj  Natare  or  the  strife 
That  aDimates  the  scenes  of  pobHc  life  * 
Inspired,  may  in  thy  leisure  claim  a  part ; 
And  if  these  Transcripts  of  the  private  heart 
Have  gained  a  sanction  from  thj  falling  tears  ; 
Then  I  repent  not.     But  my  soul  hath  fears 
Breathed  from  eternity  ;  for  as  a  dart 
Cleaves  the  blank  air,  Life  flies :  now  every  day 
Is  but  a  glimmering  spoke  in  the  swifl  wheel 
Of  the  revolving  week.     Away,  away, 
All  fitful  cares,  all  transitory  zeal ! 
So  timely  Gh'ace  the  immortal  wing  may  healt 
And  honor  rest  upon  the  senseless  day. 


PART  IIL 


Tnouon  the  bold  wings  of  Poesy  affect 

The  clouds,  and  wheel  around  the  mountidn-tops 


't'  This  Hue  alludes  to  Sonnets  whloh  will  be  found  in  ta- 
^ther  Class. 
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Rejoicing,  from  her  loftiest  height  she  drops 
Well  pleased  to  skim  the  plain  with  wild-flowera 

deckt, 
Or  muse  in  solemn  grove  whose  shades  protect 
The  lingering  dew, — there  steals  along,  or  stops 
Watching  the  least  small  bird  that  round  her  hops, 
Or  creeping  worm,  with  sensitive  respect. 
Her  functions  are  they  therefore  less  divine, 
Her  thoughts  less  deep,  or  void  of  grave  intent 
Her  simplest  fancies  ?     Should  that  fear  be  thioe, 
Aspiring  Votary,  ere  thy  hand  present 
One  offering,  kneel  before  her  modest  shrine. 
With  brow  in  penitential  sorrow  bent ! 


II. 

OXFORD,  MAT  80,  1820. 

Ye  sacred  Nurseries  of  blooming  Youth  I 

In  whose  collegiate  shelter  England's  Flowers 

Expand,  enjoying  through  their  vernal  hours 

The  air  of  liberty,  the  light  of  truth  ; 

Much  have  ye  suffered  from  Time's  gnawing  tooth; 

Yet,  O  ye  spires  of  Oxford  !  domes  and  towers  I 

Gardens  and  groves  !  your  presence  overpower! 

The  soberness  of  reason  ;  till,  in  sooth, 

Transformed,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  exchauge, 

I  slight  my  own  beloved  Cam,  to  range 

Where  silver  Isis  leads  my  stripling  feet ; 

Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  adown 

The  stream-like  windings  of  that  glorious  street,— 

4.n  eager  Novice  robed  in  fluttering  gown  I 
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III. 
OXFORD,  MAT  80,  1820. 

Shahb  on  this  faithless  heart !  that  could  allow 
Such  transport,  though  but  for  a  moment's  space  i 
Not  while  —  to  aid  the  spirit  of  the  place  — 
The  crescent  moon  clove  with  its  glittering  prow 
The  clouds,  or  night-bird  sang  from  shady  bou^* 
But  in  plain  daylight :  —  She,  too,  at  my  side. 
Who,  with  her  heart's  experience  satisfied, 
Maintains  inviolate  its  slightest  vow ! 
Sweet  Fancy !  other  gifts  must  I  receive ; 
Proofs  of  a  higher  sovereignty  I  claim ; 
Take  from  her  brow  the  withering  flowers  of  ev«^ 
And  to  that  brow  life's  morning  wreath  restore ; 
Let  her  be  comprehended  in  the  frame 
Of  these  illusions,  or  they  please  no  more. 


rv. 


BBOOLLBOnON  OF  THB  PORTRAIT  OF  KINO  HKNRT 
TUIMITY   LODGE,  OAMBRIDGB. 

Thb  imperial  stature,  the  colossal  stride, 

Arc  yet  before  me  ;  yet  d<^  I  behold 

The  broad,  full  visage,  chest  of  amplest  mould, 

The  vestments  'broidered  with  barbaric  pride : 

And  lo !  a  poniard,  at  the  Monarch's  side, 

Hangs  ready  to  be  grasped  in  sympathy 

With  the  keen  threatenings  of  that  fulgent  eye, 
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Below  the  white-rimmed  bonnet  far  descried. 
Who  trembles  now  at  thy  capricious  mood  ? 
^Mid  those  surrounding  Worthies,  haughty  King, 
We  rather  think,  with  grateful  mind  sedate. 
How  Providence  educeth,  from  the  spring 
Of  lawless  will,  unlooked-for  streams  of  good. 
Which  neither  force  shall  check  nor  time  abate  I 


V. 

OH  THB  DEATH  OF  HIS  MAJESTY  (GEORGE  THE  THIBD;. 

Wabd  of  the  Law  !  — dread  Shadow  of  a  King  I 

Whose  realm  had  dwindled  to  one  stately  room; 

Whose  universe  was  gloom  immersed  in  gloom, 

Darkness  as  thick  as  life  o'er  life  could  fling, 

Save  haply  for  some  feeble  glimmering 

Of  Faith  and  Hope,  —  if  thou,  by  Nature's  doom, 

Gently  hast  sunk  into  the  quiet  tomb, 

Why  should  we  bend  in  grief,  to  sorrow  cling, 

When  thankfulness  were  best?  —  Fresh-flowing 

tears, 
Dr,  where  tears  flow  not,  sigh  succeeding  sigh. 
Yield  to  such  after-thought  the  sole  reply 
Which  justly  it  can  claim.     The  Nation  hears 
In  this  deep  knell,  silent  for  threescore  years, 
dn  unexampled  voice  of  awful  memory  I 


roL,  o. 
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TI. 
JUHB,  1820. 

Fame  tells  of  groves, — from  England  far  awar,  — 
•  Groves  that  inspire  the  Nightingale  to  trill 
And  modulate,  with  subtle  reach  of  skill 
Ebe where  unmatched,  her  ever-varying  lay ; 
Such  bold  report  I  venture  to  gainsay  : 
For  I  have  heard  the  choir  of  Richmond  Hill 
Chanting,  with  indefatigable  bill, 
Strains  that  recalled  to  mind  a  distant  day ; 
When,  haply  under  shade  of  that  same  wood, 
And  scarcely  conscious  of  the  dashing  oars 
Plied  steadily  between  those  willowy  shores, 
The  sweet-souled  Poet  of  the  Seasons  stood,  — 
Listening,  and  listening  long,  in  rapturous  mood, 
Ye  heavenly  Birds !  to  your  Progenitors. 

vn. 

A  PARSONAOB  IN  OXFORDSHIKK. 

Where  holy  ground  begins,  unhallowed  endfly 
Is  marked  by  no  distinguishable  line ; 
The  turf  unites,  the  pathways  intertwine ; 
/Vnd,  wheresoever  the  stealing  footstep  tends, 
Garden,  and  that  domain  where  kindred,  friendflb 
And  neighbors  rest  together,  here  confound 

*  Wallachia  is  the  conntry  alluded  to. 
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Their  several  features,  mingled  like  the  sound 

Of  many  waters,  or  as  evening  blends 

With  shady  night     Soft  airs,  from  shrub  and  flower, 

Waft  fragrant  greetings  to  each  silent  grave  ; 

And  while  those  lofty  poplars  gently  wave 

Their  tops,  between  them  comes  and  goes  a  sky 

Bright  as  the  glimpses  of  eternity 

To  saints  accorded  in  their  mortal  hour. 


vin. 

COMPOSED  AMONG  THB  RUINS  OF  A  CASTLE  IN  NORTH  WALBa 

Through  shattered  galleries,  'mid  roofless  halls, 
Wandering  with  timid  footsteps  oft  betrayed. 
The  Stranger  sighs,  nor  scruples  to  upbraid 
Old  Time,  though  he,  gentlest  among,  the  Thralls 
Of  Destiny,  upon  these  wounds  hath  laid 
His  lenient  touches,  soft  as  light  that  falls, 
From  the  wan  Moon,  upon  the  towers  and  walls, 
Light  deepening  the  profoundest  sleep  of  shade. 
Relic  of  Kings  !  Wreck  of  forgotten  wars. 
To  winds  abandoned  and  the  prying  stars, 
Time  loves  Thee  !  at  his  call  the  Seasons  twine 
Luxuriant  wreaths  around  thy  forehead  hoar ; 
A]id«  though  past  pomp  no  changes  can  restore, 
A  soothing  recompense,  his  gift,  is  thine  ! 
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IX. 

10  THB  LADT  B.  B.  AlfD  THS  HOX.  JOSS  P. 

Oompoted  in  the  Grounds  of  Plass  Newidd,  near  LlangoOen, 
183i. 

A  Streaji,  to  mingle  with  your  favorite  Dee, 
Along  the  Vale  op  Meditation*  flows ; 
So  styled  by  those  fierce  Britons,  pleased  to  see 
In  Nature's  face  the  expression  of  repose ; 
Or  haply  there  some  pious  hermit  chose 
To  live  and  die,  the  peace  of  heaven  his  aim; 
To  whom  the  wild,  sequestered  region  owes. 
At  this  late  day,  its  sanctifying  name. 
6ltn  Cafailloaroch,  in  the  Cambrian  tongue, 
In  ours,  the  Vale  of  Friendship,  let  this  spot 
Be  named ;  where,  faithful  to  a  low-roofed  Cot, 
On  Deva's  banks,  ye  have  abode  so  long ; 
Sisters  in  love,  a  love  allowed  to  climb, 
Even  on  this  earth,  above  the  reach  of  Time  I 


rO  THE  TORRENT  AT  THE  DEVIL'S  BRIDOB,  KORTII  WALES, 
1824. 

How  art  thou  named  ?    In  search  of  what  strange 

land, 
From  what  huge  height,  descending  ?    Can  such 

force 

•  Olyn  Myrvr. 
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Of  waters  issue  from  a  British  source, 
Or  hath  not  Pindus  fed  thee,  where  the  band 
Of  Patriots  scoop  their  freedom  out,  with  hand 
Desperate  as  thine  ?    Or  come  the  incessant  shoclu 
From  that  young  Stream,  that  smites  the  throb 

bing  i*ocks 
Of  Viamala  ?    There  I  seem  to  stand, 
As  in  life's  morn  ;  permitted  to  behold. 
From   the   dread   chasm,  woods  climbing  above 

woods, 
In  pomp  that  fades  not ;  everlasting  snows ; 
And  skies  that  ne'er  relinquish  their  repose ; 
Such  power  possess  the  family  of  floods 
Over  the  minds  of  Poets,  young  or  old  I 

XI. 

IN  THE  WOODS  OF  RTDAL 

Wild  Redbreast !  hadst  thou  at  Jemima's  lip 
Pecked,  as  at  mine,  thus  boldly.  Love  might  say, 
A  half-blown  rose  had  tempted  thee  to  sip 
Its  glistening  dews ;  but  hallowed  is  the  clay 
Which  the  Muse  warms ;  and  I,  whose  head  is 

gray, 
Am  not  unworthy  of  thy  fellowship  ; 
Nor  could  I  let  one  thought,  one  motion,  slip 
That  might  thy  sylvan  confidence  betray. 
For  are  we  not  all  His  without  whose  care 
Vouchsafed  no  sparrow  falleth  to  the  ground ; 
Who  gives  his  Angels  wings  to  speed  through  air, 
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And  rolls  the  planets  through  the  blue  profound? 
Then  peck  or  perch,  fond  Fluttertr  1  nor  forbear 
To  trust  a  Poet  in  still  musings  bound. 


xn. 

When  Philoctetes  in  the  Lemnian  isle 
Like  a  Form  sculptured  on  a  monument 
Lay  couched  ;  on  him  or  his  dread  bow  anbeni 
Some  wild  Bird  oft  might  settle,  and  beguile 
The  rigid  features  of  a  transient  smile, 
Disperse  the  tear,  or  to  the  sigh  give  vent, 
Slackening  the  pains  of  ruthless  banishment 
From  his  lov*d  home,  and  from  heroic  toil. 
And  trust  that  spiritual  Creatures  round  us  move^ 
Griefs  to  allay  which  Reason  cannot  heal ; 
Yea,  veriest  reptiles  have  sufficed  to  prove 
To  fettered  wretchedness,  that  no  Bastile 
Is  deep  enough  to  exclude  the  light  of  love. 
Though  man  for  brother  man  has  ceased  to  f&eL 

XIIL 

While  Anna's  peers  and  early  playmates  tread. 

In  freedom,  mountain-turf  and  river's  marge, 

Or  float  with  music  in  the  festal  barge. 

Rein  the  proud  steed,  or  through  the  dance  are  led, 

Her  doom  it  is  to  press  a  weary  bed,  — 

Till  oft  her  guardian  Angel,  to  some  charge 

More  urgent  called,  will  stretch  his  wings  at  large, 
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And  friends  too  rarely  prop  the  languid  head. 
Yet,  helped  by  Genius,  untired  comforter, 
The  presence  even  of  a  stuffed  Owl  for  her 
Can  cheat  the  time ;  sending  her  fancy  out 
To  ivied  castles  and  to  moonlight  skies, 
Though  he  can  neither  stir  a  plume,  nor  sbouty 
Nor  veil,  with  restless  film,  his  staring  eyes. 


XIV. 
TO  THB  CUCKOO. 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard, 
When  sunshine  follows  shower,  the  breast  can  thrill 
Like  the  first  summons,  Cuckoo !  of  thy  bill, 
With  its  twin  notes  inseparably  paired, 
The  captive  'mid  damp  vaults  unsunned,  unaired. 
Measuring  the  periods  of  his  lonely  doom, 
That  cry  can  reach ;  and  to  the  sick  man*s  room 
Sends  gladness,  by  no  languid  smile  declared. 
The  lordly  eagle-race  through  hostile  seai'ch 
May  perish ;  time  may  come  when  never  more 
The  wilderness  shall  hear  the  lion  roar ; 
But,  long  as  cock  shall  crow  from  household  perch 
To  rouse  the  dawn,  soft  gales  shall  speed  thy  win|^ 
And  tliy  erratic  voice  be  iaithful  to  the  Spring  1 
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XT. 

TO  * 

[Ififs  not  the  occasion:  by  the  forelock  take 
That  subtle  Power,  the  never-halting  Time, 
Leet  a  mere  moment's  patting-off  should  make 
Mischance  aknoet  as  heavy  as  a  crime.] 

•  Wait,  prithee,  wait ! "  this  answer  Lesbia  thren 
•Forth  to  her  Dove,  and  took  no  further  heed. 
Her  eye  was  busy,  while  her  fingers  fiew 
Across  the  harp,  with  soul-engrossing  speed ; 
But  from  that  bondage  when  her  thoughts  were 

freed 
She  rose,  and  toward  the  close-shut  casement  drew. 
Whence  the  poor,  unregarded  Favorite,  true 
To  old  affections,  had  been  heard  to  plead 
With  flapping  wing  for  entrance.     What  a  shriek 
Forced  from  that  voice  so  lately  tuned  to  a  strain 
Of  harmony !  —  a  shriek  of  terror,  pain, 
And  self-reproach  !  for,  from  aloft,  a  Kite 
Pounced,  —  and  the  Dove,  which  from  its  ruthleM 

beak 
She  could  not  rescue,  perished  in  her  sigbl ! 


Unquiet  Childhood  here  by  special  grace 
Forgets  her  nature,  opening  like  a  flower 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  iC 


MISCELLANEOUS    SONNETS.  877 

That  neither  feeds  nor  wastes  its  vital  power 
In  painful  struggles.     Months  each  other  chase, 
And  naught  untunes  that  Infant's  voice ;  no  trace 
Of  fretful  temper  sullies  her  pure  cheek ; 
Prompt,  lively,  self-sufficing,  yet  so  meek 
That  one  enrapt  with  gazing  on  her  face 
(Which  even  the  placid  innocence  of  death 
Could  scarcely  make  more  placid,  heaven  moiD 

bright) 
Might  learn  to  picture,  for  the  eye  of  faith, 
The  Virgin,  as  she  shone  with  kindred  light ; 
A  nursling  couched  upon  her  mother's  knee. 
Beneath  some  shady  palm  of  Galilee. 


XVII. 
TO  ,  IN  HER  8EVENTIBTU  YKAB. 

Such  age  how  beautiful !     0  Lady  bright, 

Whose  mortal  lineaments  seem  all  refined 

By  favoring  Nature  and  a  saintly  Mind 

To  something  purer  and  more  exquisite 

Than  flesh  and  blood !  whene'er  thou  meet'st  my 

sight, 
When  I  behold  thy  blanched,  unwithered  cheek, 
Thy  temples  fringed  with  locks  of  gleaming  white, 
And  head  that  droops  because  the  soul  is  meek, 
Thee  with  the  welcome  Snowdrop  I  compare ; 
That  child  of  winter,  prompting  thoughts  that  climb 
From  d'::solation  toward  the  genial  piime ; 
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Or  with  the  Moon  conquering  earth's  mistj  abv 
And  filling  more  and  more  with  crystal  light 
Ka  pensive  Evening  deepens  into  night* 


XVIII. 
TO  KOTHA  Q . 

RoTBA,  my  Spiritual  Child  I  this  head  was  gimj 
When  at  the  sacred  font  for  thee  I  stood ; 
Pledged  till  thou  reach  the  verge  of  womanhood. 
And  shalt  become  thy  own  sufficient  stay : 
Too  late,  I  feel,  sweet  Orphan  !  was  the  day 
For  steadfast  hope  the  contract  to  fulfil ; 
Yet  shall  my  blessing  hover  o'er  thee  still. 
Embodied  in  the  music  of  tliis  Lay, 
Breathed   forth  beside    the    peaceful    mountain 

Stream* 
Whose  murmur  soothed  thy  languid  Mother  s  ear 
After  her  throes, — this  Stream  of  name  more  dear 
Since  thou  dost  bear  it,  —  a  memorial  theme 
For  others ;  for  thy  future  self,  a  spell 
To  summon  fancies  out  of  Time's  dark  celL 

XIX. 

A    OBAVE8TONB  UPON  TIIR   FLOOR    IN    THB    CLOUTSBS  OT 
WOBCUSTKK  CATHEDBAL. 

MisERRiMUS  f  **  and  neither  name  nor  date, 
Prayer,  text,  or  symbol,  graven  upon  the  stone ; 

•  The  river  Rothn,  thnt  flows  Into  Windermere  finora  thf 
Lftkas  of  GntHmcre  nnd  Rvdal. 
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Naught  but  that  word  assigned  to  the  unknown, 
That  solitary  word,  —  to  separate 
From  all,  and  cast  a  cloud  around  the  fate 
Of  him  who  lies  beneath.     Most  wretched  one 
Who  chose  his  epitaph  ?  —  Himself  alone 
Could  thus  have  dared  the  grave  to  agitate. 
And  claim,  among  the  dead,  this  awful  crowo ; 
Nor  doubt  that  He  marked  also  for  his  own 
Close  to  these  cloistral  steps  a  burial-place, 
That  every  foot  might  fall  with  heavier  tread. 
Trampling  upon  his  vileness.     Stranger,  pass 
Softly  I  —  To  save  the  contrite,  Jesus  bled. 


XX. 

BOMAM  ANTIQUITIES  DISCOVBRBD  AT  BI8HOP8TONB, 
HEREFOimSHIRE. 

While  poring  Antiquarians  search  the  ground 
Upturned  with  curious  pains,  the  Bard,  a  Seer, 
Takes  fire :  —  The  men  that  have  been  reappear  ; 
Romans  for  travel  girt,  for  business  gowned  ; 
And  some  recline  on  couches,  myrtle-crowned, 
In  festal  glee :  why  not  ?     For  fresh  and  clear. 
As  if  its  hues  were  of  the  passing  year, 
Dawns  this  time-buried   pavement.     From   that 

mound 
Hoards  may  come  forth  of  Trajans,  Maximins, 
Shrunk  into  coins  with  all  their  wai'like  toil : 
Or  a  fierce  impress  issues  with  its  foil 
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Of  tenderness,  —  the  Wolf,  whose  suckling  Twioi 
The  unlettered  ploughboj  pities  when  he  wins 
The  casual  treasure  from  the  furrowed  soiL 


XXL 

1880. 

CuATSWORTH  !  thy  Stately  mansion,  and  the  {ffids 
Of  thy  domain,  strange  contrast  do  present 
To  house  and  home  in  many  a  craggy  rent 
Of  the  wild  Peak  ;  where  new-bom  waters  glide 
Through  fields  whose  thrifty  occupants  abide 
As  in  a  dear  and  chosen  banishment, 
With  every  semblance  of  entire  content ; 
So  kind  is  simple  Nature,  fairly  tried ! 
Yet  He  whose  heart  in  childhood  gave  her  troth 
To  pastoral  dales,  thin-set  with  modest  farms, 
May  learn,  if  judgment  strengthen  with  his  growthi 
That  not  for  Fancy  only  pomp  hath  charms ; 
And,  strenuous  to  protect  from  lawless  harms 
The  extremes  of  favored  life,  may  honor  both. 

XXII. 

A  TRADITION  OP  OKRR  HILL  IK  DARLBT  DAIJ^ 
DERBYSHIRE. 

•T  IS  said  that  to  the  brow  of  yon  fair  hill 
Two  lirothers  clomb,  and,  turning  face  to  face^ 
Nor  one  look  more  exchanging,  grief  to  still 
Or  feed,  each  planted  on  that  lofty  place 
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Al  chosen  Tree ;  then,  eager  to  fulfil 

Their  courses,  like  two  new-born  rivers,  they 

In  opposite  directions  urged  their  way 

Down  from  the  far-seen  mount.    No  blast  might  kill 

Or  blight  thai  fond  memorial ;  —  the  trees  grew, 

And  now  entwine  their  arms  ;  but  ne'er  again 

Embraced  those  Brothers  upon  earth's  wide  plaiD ; 

Nor  aught  of  mutual  joy  or  sorrow  knew 

Until  their  spirits  mingled  in  the  sea 

Hiat  to  itself  takes  all,  Eternity. 


xxin. 

PIUAL  rasTY. 

(On  the  Way-side  between  Preston  and  LiverpooL) 

Untouched  through  all  severity  of  cold ; 
Inviolate,  whate'er  the  cottage  hearth 
Might  need  for  comfort,  or  for  festal  mirth  ; 
That  Pile  of  Turf  is  half  a  century  old : 
Yes,  Traveller !  fifty  winters  have  been  told 
Since  suddenly  the  dart  of  death  went  forth 
Gainst  him  who  raised  it,  —  his  last  work  on  earth: 
Thence  has  it,  with  the  Son,  so  strong  a  hold 
Upon  his  Father's  memory,  that  his  hands, 
Through  reverence,  touch  it  only  to  repair 
Its  waste.  —  Though  crumbling  with  each  breath 

of  air, 
\u  annual  renovation  thus  it  stands,  — 
Rude  Mausoleum  !  but  wrens  nestle  there, 
4Lnd  redbreasts  warble  when  sweet  sounds  are  rare. 
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XXIV. 
TO  TIW  AUTHOR'S  PORTRAIT. 

rPainttd  at  Bydal  Mouut,  by  W.  Pickengill,  Esq^  for  it 
John's  CoUece,  Cambrids^I 

GrO,  faithful  Portrait !  and  where  long  hath  knelt 
Biargaret,  the  saintly  Foundress,  take  thy  place ; 
And,  if  Time  spare  the  colors  for  the  grace 
Which  to  the  work  surpassing  skill  hath  dealt, 
Thou,  on  thy  rock  reclined,  though  kingdoms  meU 
And  states  be  torn  up  by  the  roots,  wilt  seem 
To  breathe  in  rural  peace,  to  hear  the  stream, 
And  think  and  feci  as  once  the  Poet  felt. 
Whate*er  thy  fate,  those  features  have  not  grown 
Unrecognized  through  many  a  household  tear. 
More  prompt,  more  glad,  to  fall  than  drops  of  dew 
By  morning  shed  around  a  flower  half-blown : 
Tears  of  delight,  that  testified  how  true 
To  life  thou  art,  and,  in  thy  truth,  how  dear ! 

XXT. 

Why  ait  thou  silent  ?  Is  thy  love  a  plant 
Of  such  weak  fibre  that  the  treacherous  ail 
Of  absence  withers  what  was  once  so  fair? 
Is  there  no  debt  to  pay,  no  boon  to  grant  ? 
Yet  have  my  thoughts  for  thee  been  vigilaav 
Round  to  thy  service  with  unceasing  care, 
The  mind^s  least  generous  wish  a  mendicant 
For  naught  but  what  thy  happiness  could  spai^ 
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Speak,  —  though  this  soft  warm  heart,  once  free  to 

hold 
A  thousand  tender  pleasures,  thine  and  mine. 
Be  left  more  desolate,  more  dreary  cold, 
Than  a  forsaken  bird's-nest  filled  with  snow 
Tiiid  its  own  blush  of  leafless  eglantine,  — 
Speak,  that  my  torturing  doubts  then:  end  may  know  I 


XXTI. 

fO  B.  B.    HATDOH,  Oil  BREIIVO    HIS  PICTURE  OF    JXAFOlMOm 
BONAPARTB  OK  TkIS  ISLAND  OF  ST.  HELENA. 

Hatdon  !  let  worthier  judges  praise  the  skill 
Here  by  thy  pencil  shown  in  truth  of  lines 
And  charm  of  colors ;  /applaud  those  signs 
Of  thought,  that  give  the  true  poetic  thrill ; 
That  unencumbered  whole  of  blank  and  still. 
Sky  without  cloud,  ocean  without  a  wave ; 
And  the  one  Man  that  labored  to  enslave 
The  World,  sole-standing  high  on  the  bare  hill,  — 
Back  turned,  arms  folded,  the  unapparent  face 
Tinged,  we  may  fancy,  in  this  dreary  place 
With  light  reflected  from  the  invisible  sun. 
Set,  like  his  fortunes ;  but  not  set  for  aye. 
Like  them.    The  unguilty  Power  pursues  his  way, 
And  before  him  doth  dawn  perpetual  run. 


XXVIL 

A  Poet!  —  He  hath  put  his  heart  to  school, 
^or  dares  to  move  unpropped  upon  the  staff 
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Which  Art  hath  lodged  within  his  hand,  mustlaug^ 
By  precept  only,  and  shed  tears  by  rule. 
Thy  Art  be  Nature  ;  the  Hve  current  quaff, 
And  let  the  groveller  sip  his  stagnant  pool. 
In  fear  that  else,  when  Critics  grave  and  cool 
Have  killed  him,  Scorn  should  write  his  epitaph. 
How  does  the  Meadow-flower  its  bloom  unfold  ? 
Because  the  lovely  little  flower  is  free 
Down  to  its  root,  and,  in  that  freedom,  bold ; 
And  80  the  grandeur  of  the  Forest-tree 
Comes  not  by  casting  in  a  formal  mould. 
But  from  its  own  divine  vitality. 


xxvm. 

Thb  most  alluring  clouds  that  mount  the  sky 
Owe  to  a  troubled  element  their  forms, 
Their  hues  to  sunset.     If  with  raptured  eye 
We  watch  their  splendor,  shall  we  covet  storroa, 
And  wish  the  lord  of  day  his  slow  decline 
Would  hasten,  that  such  pomp  may  float  on  high? 
Behold,  already  they  forget  to  shine, 
Dissolve,  —  and  leave  to  him  who  ga/ed  a  sigfa. 
Not  loth  to  thank  each  moment  for  its  boon 
Of  pure  delight,  come  whensoe'er  it  may. 
Peace  let  us  seek,  —  to  steadfast  things  attune 
Calm  expectations,  leaving  to  the  gay 
Ai\d  volatile  their  love  of  transient  bowers, 
The  house  that  cannot  pass  away  be  ours. 
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XXIX. 

Ml  A  rOBTRAlT  OP  THB  DUKE   OF    WXLLINOTON  UFOH  TBF 
WnSLD  OF  WATBBLOO,  BT  HATOON. 

Bt  Art's  bold  privilege  Warrior  and  War-horse 

stand 
On  ground  yet  strewn  with  their  last  battle's  wreck ; 
Let  the  Steed  glory  while  his  Master's  hand 
Lies  fixed  for  ages  on  his  conscious  neck  ; 
But  by  the  Chieftain's  look,  though  at  his  side 
Hangs  that  day's  treasured  sword,  how  firm  a  check 
Is  given  to  triumph  and  all  human  pride ! 
Yon  trophied  Mound  shrinks  to  a  shadowy  speck 
In  his  calm  presence  !     Him  the  mighty  deed 
Elates  not,  brought  far  nearer  the  grave's  rest, 
As  shows  that  time-worn  face,  for  be  such  seed 
Has  shown  as  yields,  we  trust,  the  fruit  of  fame 
In  Heaven  ;  hence  no  one  blushes  for  thy  name, 
Conqueror,  'mid  some  sad  thoughts,  divinely  blest 


XXX. 

COMPOSED  ON  A  MAT  MORNING,  1888. 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  like  day,  is  just  begnn, 
Yet  Nature  seems  to  them  a  heavenly  guide. 
Does  joy  approach  ?  they  meet  the  coming  tide ; 
And  sullenness  avoid,  as  now  they  shun 
Pale  twilight's  lingering  glooms,  —  and  in  the  soo 
Couch  near  their  dams,  with  quiet  satisfied ; 
voi*  II.  26 
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Or  gambol,  each  with  his  shadow  at  his  side. 
Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  run. 
As  they  from  turf  yet  hoar  with  sleepy  dew 
All  turn,  and  court  the  shining  and  the  green. 
Where  herbs  look  up,  and  opening  flowers  are  seen  *, 
Why  to  God's  goodness  cannot  We  be  true, 
And  so,  His  giilp  5>nd  promises  between, 
Feed  to  the  last  on  pleasures  ever  new  ? 

XXXI. 

Lo  I  where  she  stands  fixed  in  a  saint-like  trance^ 
One  upward  hand,  as  if  she  needed  rest 
From  rapture,  lying  softly  on  her  breast  I 
Nor  wants  her  eyeball  an  ethereal  glance ; 
Bat  not  the  less — nay,  more — that  countenanoe^ 
While  thus  illumined,  tells  of  painful  strife 
For  a  sick  heart  made  weary  of  this  life 
By  love,  long  crossed  with  adverse  circumstance. 
—  Would  she  were  now  as  when  she  hoped  to  pass 
At  God's  appointed  hour  to  them  who  tread 
Heaven's  sapphire  pavement,  yet  breathed  weD 

content. 
Well  pleased,  her  foot  should  print  earth's  commoQ 

grass, 
Lived  thankful  for  day's  light,  for  daily  bread, 
Fw  health,  and  time  in  obvious  duty  spent. 
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XXXIL 
TO  A  PAINTEB. 

A.LL  prase  the  Likeness  by  thy  skill  portrayed ; 
But 't  is  a  fruitless  task  to  paint  for  me, 
Who,  yielding  not  to  changes  Time  has  made, 
By  the  habitual  light  of  memory  see 
Eyes  unbedimmed,  see  bloom  that  cannot  fade, 
And  smiles  that  from  their  birthplace  ne'er  sliall 

flee 
Into  the  land  where  ghosts  and  phantoms  be ; 
And,  seeing  this,  own  nothing  in  its  stead. 
Couldst  thou  go  back  into  far-distant  years, 
Or  share  with  me,  fond  thought !  that  inward  eye, 
Then,  and  then  only.  Painter  !  could  thy  Art 
The  visual  powei*s  of  Nature  satisfy. 
Which  hold,  whatever  to  common  sight  appears, 
Their  sovereign  empire  in  a  faithful  heart. 

XXXIIL 
ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  surprise 
This  Work,  I  now  have  gazed  on  it  so  long 
I  see  its  truth  with  unreluctant  eyes ; 
0  my  Beloved !  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 
Conscious  of  blessedness,  but  whence  it  sprung 
Ever  too  heedless,  as  T  now  perceive : 
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Mom  into  noon  did  pass,  noon  into  eve, 
And  tbe  old  day  was  welcome  as  the  jouog^ 
As  welcome,  and  as  beautiful,  —  in  sooth 
More  beautiful,  as  being  a  thing  more  holj : 
Thanks  to  thj  virtues,  to  the  eternal  youth 
Of  all  thy  goodness,  never  melancholy ; 
To  thy  large  heart  and  humble  mind,  that 
Into  one  vision  future,  present,  past. 


xxxiv. 

Hark  !  't  is  the  Thrush,  undaunted,  undepretti 
By  twilight  premature  of  cloud  and  rain ; 
Nor  does  that  roaring  wind  deaden  his  strain 
Who  carols  thinking  of  his  Love  and  nest. 
And  seems,  as  more  incited,  still  more  blest. 
Thanks ;  thou  hast  snapped  a  fireside  Prisoner^a 

chain. 
Exulting  "Warbler !  eased  a  fretted  brain. 
And  in  a  moment  charmed  my  cares  to  rest. 
Yes,  I  will  forth,  bold  Bird !  and  front  the  blast. 
That  we  may  sing  together,  if  thou  wilt. 
So  loud,  so  clear,  my  Partner  through  life's  day, 
Mute  in  her  nest  love-chosen,  if  not  love-built 
Like  thine,  shall  gladden,  as  in  seasons  past. 
Thrilled  by  loose  snatches  of  the  social  Laj. 

Bffdal  Mount,  ^888. 
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XXXV. 

T  IS  He  whose  yester-evening^s  high  disdain 
Beat  back  the  roaring  storm,  —  but  how  subdaed 
His  daj-break  note,  a  sad  vicissitude  ! 
Does  the  hour's  drowsy  weight  his  glee  restnua  ? 
Or,  like  the  nightingale,  her  joyous  vein 
Pleased  to  renounce,  does  this  dear  Thrush  attune 
His  voice  to  suit  the  temper  of  yon  Moon 
Doubly  depressed,  setting,  and  in  her  wane  ? 
Bise,  tardy  Sun  !  and  let  the  songster  prove 
(The  balance  trembling  between  night  and  mom 
No  longer)  with  what  ecstasy  upborne 
He  can  pour  forth  his  spirit.    In  heaven  above, 
And  earth  below,  they  best  can  serve  true  gladness 
Who  meet  most  feelingly  the  calls  of  sadness. 

XXXVL 

0  WHAT  a  Wreck  !  how  changed  in  mien  and 

speech ! 
Yet  —  though  dread  Powers,  that  work  in  mys- 
tery, spin 
Entanglings  of  the  brain,  though  shadows  stretch 
O'er  the  chilled  heart  —  reflect ;  far,  far  within 
Hers  is  a  holy  Being,  freed  from  Sin. 
She  is  not  what  she  seems,  a  forlorn  wretch, 
But  delegated  Spirits  comfort  fetch 
To  her  from  heights  that  Reason  may  not  win. 
Like  Children,  she  is  privileged  to  hold 
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DiTine  communion  ;  both  to  live  and  move, 
Whate'er  to  shallow  Faith  their  ways  unfold^ 
Inly  illumined  by  Heaven's  pitying  love ; 
Love  pitying  inoocence  not  long  to  last. 
In  them,  —  in  her  our  sins  and  sorrows  past 


XXXVII. 

Intent  on  gathering  wool  from  hedge  and  bi-ake. 

Yon  busy  Little-ones  rejoice  that  soon 

A  poor  old  Dame  will  bless  them  for  the  boon : 

Great  is  their  glee  while  flake  they  add  to  flake, 

With  rivjd  earnestness  ;  far  other  strife 

Than  will  hereafter  move  them,  if  they  make 

Pastime  their  idol,  give  their  day  of  life 

To  pleasure  snatched  for  reckless  pleasure's  sake. 

Can  pomp  and  show  allay  one  heart-bom  grief? 

Pains  which  the  World  inflicts  can  she  requite  ? 

Not  for  an  interval  however  brief; 

The  silent  thoughts  tliat  search  for  steadfast  light, 

Love  from  her  depths,  and  Duty  in  her  might, 

And  Faith,  —  these  only  yield  secure  relief. 

March  6th,  1842. 

xxxvni. 

A  PLBA  FOR  AUTHORS,  MAT,  1888. 

Failing  impartial  measure  to  dispense 

To  every  suitor.  Equity  is  lame ; 

And  social  Justice,  stripped  of  reverence 
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For  natural  rights,  a  mockery  and  a  shame ; 
Law  but  a  servile  dupe  of  false  pretence, 
[f,  guarding  grossest  things  from  common  claim 
Now  and  for  ever,  she,  to  works  that  camo 
From  mind  and  spirit,  grudge  a  short-lived  fence. 
•*  What  I  lengthened  privilege,  a  lineal  tie. 
For  Books  I  **  Yes,  heartless  Ones,  or  be  it  proved 
That 't  is  a  fault  in  Us  to  have  lived  and  loved 
Like  others,  with  like  temporal  hopes  to  die ; 
No  public  harm  that  Genius  from  her  course 
Be  turned ;  and  streams  of  truth  dried  up,  even  at 
their  source ! 

XXXIX. 

VALEDICTORY  SONNET. 

OloBing  the  Volame  of  Sonnets  published  in  1888. 

Sbbying  no  haughty  Muse,  my  hands  have  here 
Disposed  some  cultured  Flowerets  (drawn  from 

spots 
Where  they  bloomed  singly,  or  in  scattered  knots), 
Each  kind  in  several  beds  of  one  parterre ; 
Both  to  allure  the  casual  Loiterer, 
And  that,  so  placed,  my  Nurslings  may  requite 
Studious  regard  with  opportune  delight, 
Nor  be  unthanked,  unless  I  fondly  err. 
But  metaphor  dismissed,  and  thanks  apart, 
Reader,  farewell !    My  last  words  let  them  be,*  — 
if  in  this  book  Fancy  and  Truth  agree ; 
If  simple  Nature  trained  by  careful  Art 
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Through  It  have  won  a  passage  to  thy  heart ; 
Grant  me  thy  love,  I  crave  no  other  fee ! 


XL. 

lO   THB    REV.  CHBISTOFBKR  WOBD8WORTB,    D.D.,    MARBI 
OF  HARROW  BCHOOLi 

After  the  perusal  of  his  Theophilas  AngUcauus,  notntij 
published. 

Enlightened  Teacher,  gladly  &om  thy  hand 
Have  I  received  this  proof  of  pains  bestowed 
By  thee  to  guide  thy  Pupils  on  the  road 
That,  in  our  native  isle,  and  every  land, 
The  Churcli,  when  trusting  in  divine  command 
And  in  her  Catholic  attributes,  hath  trod : 
O  may  these  lessons  be  with  profit  scanned 
To  thy  heart's  wish,  thy  labor  blest  by  God  1 
So  the  bright  faces  of  the  young  and  gay 
Shall  look  more  bright,  —  the  happy,  happier  still ; 
Catch,  in  the  pauses  of  their  keenest  play, 
Motions  of  thought  which  elevate  the  will, 
And,  like  the  Spire  that  from  your  classic  EUll 
Points  heavenward,  indicate  the  end  and  way. 
Bjfdal  Mount,  Dec  11,  1843. 

XLL 

TO  THE  PLANET  VENUSi 

Upon  its  approzimatioQ  (as  an  Evening  Star)  to  the  Eartbi 
Jan.  1888. 

What  strong  allurement  draws,  what  spirit  guides, 
Thee,  Vesper  I  brightening  still,  as  if  the  nearer 
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rhou  com'st  to  man's  abode  the  spot  grew  dearer 
Night  after  night  ?     True  is  it  Nature  hides 
Her  treasures  less  and  less.  —  Man  now  presides 
In  power,  where  once  he  trembled  in  his  weakness; 
Science  advances  with  gigantic  strides ; 
But  are  we  aught  enriched  in  love  and  meekness  ? 
Aught  dost  thou  see,  bright  Star!  of  pure  and  wise 
More  than  in  humbler  times  graced  human  story ; 
That  makes  our  hearts  more  apt  to  sympathize 
With  heaven,  our  souls  more  fit  for  future  glory, 
When  earth  shall  vanish  from  our  closing  eyes, 
Ere  we  lie  down  in  our  last  dormitory  ? 


XLn. 

Wansfell  I  ♦  this  Household  has  a  favored  lot, 

Living  with  liberty  on  thee  to  gaze, 

To  watch  while  Mom  first  crowns  thee  with  her 

rays, 
Or  when  along  thy  breast  serenely  float 
Evening's  angelic  clouds.     Yet  ne'er  a  note 
Hath  sounded  (shame  upon  the  Bard !)  thy  praise 
For  all  that  thou,  as  if  from  heaven,  hast  brought 
Of  glory  lavished  on  our  quiet  days. 
Bountiful  Son  of  Earth  !  when  we  are  gone 
From  every  object  dear  to  mortal  sight, 
As  soon  we  shall  be,  may  these  words  attest 
How  oft,  to  elevate  our  spirits,  shone 

*  The  HOI  that  rises  to  the  southeast,  above  Aroblesidft 
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Thy  visionary  majesties  of  light, 

How  in  thy  pensive  glooms  our  hearts  found 

Ike  24, 1842. 

XLIII. 

While  beams  of  orient  light  shoot  wide  and  high, 
Deep  in  the  vale  a  little  rural  Town  * 
Breathes  forth  a  cloud-like  creature  of  its  own, 
That  mounts  not  toward  the  radiant  morning  skj, 
But,  with  a  less  ambitious  sympathy, 
Hangs  o'er  its  Parent  waking  to  the  cares, 
Troubles,  and  toils  that  every  day  prepares. 
So  Fancy,  to  the  musing  Poet's  eye. 
Endears  that  Lingerer.     And  how  blest  her  swmy 
(Like  influence  never  may  my  soul  reject) 
If  the  calm  Heaven,  now  to  its  zenith  decked 
With  glorious  forms  in  numberless  array, 
To  the  lone  shepherd  on  the  hills  disclose 
Gleams  from  a  world  in  which  the  saints  repose. 
Jan.  1, 1843. 

XLIV. 

In  my  mind's  eye  a  Temple,  like  a  cloud 
Slowly  surmounting  some  invidious  hill 
Rose  out  of  darkness :  the  bright  Woiic  stood  stiB 
^nd  might  of  its  own  beauty  have  been  proud, 

«  Ambleside. 
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But  it  was  fashioned  and  to  God  was  vowed 
By  Virtues  that  diffused,  in  every  part, 
Spirit  divine  through  forms  of  human  art : 
Faith  had  her  arch,  —  her  arch,  when  winds  blow 

loud, 
Into  the  consciousness  of  safety  thrilled ; 
And  Love  her  towers  of  dread  foundation  laid 
Under  the  grave  of  things ;  Hope  had  her  spire 
Star-high,  and  pointing  still  to  something  higher : 
Trembling  I  gazed,  but  heard  a  voice,  —  it  said, 
^'Hell-gates  are  powerless  Phantoms  when  W€ 

build/' 


XLV. 

ON  THE  FBOJECTED  KENDAL  AND  WINDERMERE  RAILWAY 

Is  then  no  nook  of  English  ground  secure 

From  rash  assault  ?  *  Schemes  of  retirement  sown 

In  youth,  and  'mid  the  busy  world  kept  pure 

As  when  their  earliest  flowers  of  hope  were  blown, 

Must  perish ;  —  how  can  they  this  blight  endure  ' 

*  The  degree  and  kind  of  attachment  which  many  of  the 
yeomanry  feel  to  their  small  inheritances  can  scarcely  be  over- 
fated.  Near  the  house  of  one  of  them  stands  a  magnificent 
true,  which  a  neighbor  of  the  owner  advised  him  to  foil  for 
profit*s  sake.  "  Fell  it!  "  exclahned  the  yeoman, "  I  had  rather 
fkU  on  my  knees  and  worship  it."  It  happens,  I  believe,  that 
the  intended  railway  would  pass  through  this  little  property, 
ftnd  I  hope  that  an  apology  for  the  answer  will  not  be  thought 
necessary  by  one  who  enters  into  the  strength  of  the  feeling. 
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And  must  he  too  the  ruthless  change  bemoan 
Who  scorns  a  false  utilitarian  lure 
'Mid  his  paternal  fields  at  random  thrown  ? 
Baffle  the  threat,  bright  Scene,  from  Orrest-head 
Given  to  the  pausing  traveller's  rapturous  glance: 
Plead  for  thy  peace,  thou  beautiful  romance 
Of  nature ;  and,  if  human  hearts  be  dead, 
Speak,  passing  winds ;  je  torrents,  with  jour  strong 
And  constant  voice,  protest  against  the  wrong. 
Octofter  12a,  1844. 

XL  VI. 

Proud  were  ye,  Mountains,  when,  in  times  of  old, 
Your  patriot  sons,  to  stem  invasive  war. 
Intrenched  your  brows ;  ye  gloried  in  each  scar : 
Now,  for  your  shame,  a  Power,  the  Thirst  of  Gold, 
That  rules  o'er  Britain  like  a  baneful  star. 
Wills  that  your  peace,  your  beauty,  shall  be  sold, 
And  clear  way  made  for  her  triumphal  car 
Through  the  beloved^etreats  your  arras  enfold ! 
Heard  te  that  Whistle  ?     As  her  long-linked  Train 
Swept  onwards,  did  the  vision  cross  your  view  ? 
Yes,  ye  were  startled ;  —  and,  in  balance  true 
Weighing  the  mischief  with  the  promised  gain. 
Mountains,  and  Vales,  and  Floods,  I  call  on  JOQ 
To  share  the  passion  of  a  just  disdain. 
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XLvn. 

AT  FURNE88  ABBST. 

Hbbb,  where,  of  havoc  tired  and  rash  undoing 
Man  left  this  Structure  to  become  Time's  prey, 
A  soothing  spirit  follows  in  the  way 
That  Nature  takes,  her  counter-work  pursuing. 
See  how  her  Ivy  clasps  the  sacred  Ruin, 
Fall  to  prevent  or  beautify  decay ; 
And,  on  the  mouldered  walls,  how  bright,  how  gay, 
The  flowers  in  pearly  dews  their  bloom  renewing  I 
Thanks  to  the  place,  blessings  upon  the  hour; 
Even  as  I  speak,  the  rising  Sun's  first  smile 
Gleams  on  the  grass-crowned  top  of  yon  tall  Tower 
Whose  cawing  occupants  with  joy  proclaim 
Prescriptive  title  to  the  shattered  pile 
Where,  Cavendish,  thine  seems  nothing  but 
name! 

XLVIII« 
AT  FUIUIESS  ABBEY. 

Well  have  yon  Rixilway  Laborers  to  this  ground 
Withdrawn  for  noontide  rest.     They  sit,  they  walk 
Among  the  Buins,  but  no  idle  talk 
Is  heard ;  to  grave  demeanor  all  are  bound ; 
And  from  one  voice  a  Hymn  with  tuneful  sound 
Hallows  once  more  the  long-deserted  Choir, 
And  thrills  the  old,  sepulchral  earth  around. 
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Others  look  up,  and  with  fixed  ejes  admire 
That  wide-spanned  arch,  wondering  how  it 

raised, 
To  keep,  so  high  in  air,  its  strength  and  grace : 
All  seem  to  feel  the  spirit  of  the  place, 
And  bj  the  general  reverence  God  is  praised : 
Profane  Despoilers,  stand  ye  not  reproved, 
While  thus  these  simple-hearted  VMa  are  mofed  1 
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Page  83. 
^  To  ike  Daisy,'' 

Thii  Poem,  and  two  others  to  the  same  Flower,  were  written 
in  the  year  1802;  which  is  mentioned,  because  in  some  of  the 
ideas,  thongh  not  hi  the  manner  m  which  those  ideas  are  con- 
nected, and  likewise  even  in  some  of  the  expressions,  there  is  a 
resemblance  to  passages  m  a  Poem  (lately  published)  of  Mr. 
Montgomery's,  entitled,  A  Field  Flower.  This  being  said,  Mr. 
Montgomery  will  not  think  any  apology  due  to  him;  I  cannot, 
however,  help  addressing  Iiim  in  the  words  of  the  Father  of 
English  Poets. 

"  Though  it  happe  me  to  rehersin  — 
That  ye  ban  in  your  freshe  sougis  saied^ 
Forberith  me,  and  beth  not  ill  apaied, 
Sith  that  ye  se  I  doe  it  in  the  honour 
Of  Love,  and  eke  in  service  of  the  Flour." 

1807. 

Page  46. 

"  The  Seven  Sisten.'* 

The  Stoiy  of  this  Poem  is  from  the  German  of  Frkdsbioa 
Bbuk. 

Page  86. 

"  The  Wagoner:' 

Several  years  after  the  event  that  forms  the  subject  of  the 
Poem,  in  company  with  my  friend,  the  late  Mr.  Coleridge,  I 
happened  to  fall  m  with  the  person  to  whom  the  name  of  Beo- 
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jamin  b  given.  Upon  our  expressing  regret  tliat  we  had  not, 
for  a  long  time,  seen  upon  the  road  either  him  or  his  wagon,  bs 
said;  ^^Theyocnld  not  do  without  me;  and  as  to  the  man 
who  was  put  in  my  place,  no  good  could  come  out  of  him;  ha 
was  a  man  of  no  idem.*' 

The  fact  of  my  discardea  boO's  getting  the  horses  out  of  a 
great  difficulty  with  a  word,  as  related  hi  tiie  Poem,  was  told 
me  by  an  eyewitness. 

Page  86. 

**  The  biaang  Dor-hawk,  round  and  rovndf  it  wkuBng,^ 

When  the  Poem  was  first  written  the  note  of  the  bird  was 
thus  described:  — 

**  The  Night-hawk  is  singing  his  frog-like  tune. 
Twirling  his  watchman*s  rattle  about — " 

but  from  unwillingness  to  startle  the  reader  at  the  outset  by  so 
bold  a  mode  of  expression,  the  passage  was  ahered  as  it  now 
stands. 

Page  108. 

After  the  line,  ** Com anymortalcJog come (ohert^*  followed  in 
the  MS.  an  incident  which  has  been  kept  back.  Part  of  the 
suppressed  verses  shall  here  be  given,  as  a  gratification  of  pri« 
vate  feeling,  which  the  well-disposed  reader  will  find  no  diffi 
v5ulty  in  excusing.    They  are  now  printed  for  the  first  time. 

**  Can  any  mortal  clog  come  to  her? 
It  can: 


But  Bci^amin,  in  his  vexation, 

Possesses  inward  consolation; 

He  knows  his  ground,  and  hopes  to  find 

A  spot  with  all  tilings  to  his  mind, 

An  ^ipright  mural  block  of  stone. 

Moist  with  pure  -^-ater  tricklhig  down. 

A  slender  spring;  but  kind  to  roan 

It  is,  a  true  Samaritan ; 

Close  to  the  highway,  pouring  oat 
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Its  ofiering  from  a  chiuk  or  spout; 
Whence  all,  liowe'er  athirst,  or  drooping 
With  toil,  may  drink,  and  without  stooping. 

"Cries  Benjamin,  *  Where  Is  it,  where? 
Voice  it  hath  none,  but  must  be  near.' 
—A  star,  declining  towards  the  west, 
Upon  the  watery  surface  tlirew 
Its  image  tremulously  imprest, 
That  just  marked  out  the  object  and  withdrew  t 
Bight  welcome  service! 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

RockofNambsI 
Ught  is  the  strain,  but  not  unjust 
To  thee,  and  tliy  memorial-trust 
That  once  seemed  only  to  express 
Love  that  was  love  in  idleness; 
Tokens,  as  year  hath  followed  year 
How  clianged,  alas!  in  character! 
For  they  were  graven  on  thy  smootli  breast 
By  hands  of  those  my  soul  loves  best; 
Meek  women,  men  as  true  and  brave 
As  ever  went  to  a  hopeful  grave: 
Their  hands  and  mme,  when  side  by  side, 
With  kindred  zeal  and  mutual  pride. 
We  worked  until  the  Initials  took 
Shapes  that  defied  a  scornful  look.  — 
Long  as  for  us  a  genial  feeling 
Survives,  or  one  in  need  of  healing, 
f  he  power,  dear  Rock,  around  thee  cast, 
Thy  monumental  power,  shall  last 
For  me  and  mine !    0  thought  of  pdn, 
That  would  impdr  it  or  profane! 
Take  all  in  kmdness  then,  as  said 
With  a  staid  heart  but  playful  head; 
And  fail  not  thou,  loved  Rock!  to  keep 
Thy  chai-ge  when  we  are  laid  asleep.'* 

fOI»  IL  26 
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Page  179. 

**  Song  at  the  Feast  of  Brougham  CattUy 

Henry  Lord  Clifford,  &c.,  &c.,  who  is  the  subject  of  this  Poem 
w^as  the  soti  of  John  Lord  Clifford,  who  was  slain  at  Towton 
Field,  which  John  Lord  Clifford,  as  is  known  to  the  read^  of 
English  History,  was  the  person  who  after  the  battle  of  Wake- 
field slew,  in  the  pursuit,  the  young  Earl  of  Butlond,  son  of  tho 
Duke  of  York,  who  had  fallen  m  the  battle,  "in  part  of  t% 
venge"  (say  the  Authors  of  the  History  of  Cumberland  and 
Westmoreland ) ;  "  for  the  Earl's  father  had  slain  his."  A  deed 
which  wortliily  blemished  the  author  (saith  Speed);  but  who, 
as  he  adds,  "  dare  promise  anything  temperate  of  himself  in 
the  heat  of  martial  fury  ?  chiefly,  when  it  was  resolved  not  to 
leave  any  branch  of  the  York  line  standing;  for  so  one  maketh 
this  Lord  to  speak."  This,  no  doubt,  I  would  observe  by  the  by, 
was  an  action  suflSciently  in  the  vindictive  spirit  of  the  times, 
and  yet  not  altogether  so  bad  as  represented;  "for  tho  Ear! 
was  no  child,  as  some  writers  would  have  him,  but  able  to  bear 
arras,  being  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age,  as  is  evident  from 
this,  (say  the  Memoirs  of  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,  who  was 
laudably  anxious  to  wipe  away,  as  far  as  could  be,  this  stig- 
ma from  the  illustrious  name  to  which  slie  was  bom,)  that  he 
was  the  next  child  to  King  Edward  the  Fourth,  which  his 
mother  had  by  Richard  Duke  of  York,  and  that  King  was  then 
eighteen  years  of  age:  and  for  the  small  distance  betwixt  her 
children,  see  Austin  Vincent,  in  his  Book  of  Nobility,  p.  622, 
where  he  writes  of  them  all.  It  may  flirther  be  observed,  that 
Lord  Clifford,  who  was  then  himself  only  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  had  been  a  leading  man  and  coounander,  two  or  three 
years  together,  in  the  anpy  of  Lancaster,  before  this  time ;  and, 
therefore,  would  be  less  likely  to  think  that  the  Earl  of  Rutland 
might  be  entitled  to  mercy  from  his  youth.  —  But,  mdependent 
of  this  iu:t,  at  best  a  cruel  and  savage  one,  the  Family  of  Clif- 
ford had  done  enough  to  draw  upon  them  tlie  vehement  hatred 
of  the  House  of  York :  so  that  ailer  the  Battle  of  Towton  there 
was  no  hope  for  them  but  in  flight  and  concealment.  Henry, 
tho  subject  of  the  Poem,  was  deprived  of  his  estate  and  honors 
during  the  space  of  twenty-four  years;  all  which  time  he liTtd 
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M  a  shepherd  in  Yorkshire  or  iu  Cumberland,  where  the  estate 
of  his  father-in-law  (Sir  Lancelot  Threlkeld)  lay.  He  was 
restored  to  his  estate  and  honors  in  the  first  year  of  Henry  the 
Seventh.  It  is  recorded  that,  **  when  called  to  Parliament,  he 
behaved  nobly  and  wisely;  but  otherwise  came  seldom  to 
London  or  the  Court;  and  rather  delighted  to  live  in  the  coun- 
try, where  he  repaired  several  of  his  Castles,  which  had  gone 
to  decay  during  the  late  troubles."  Thus  far  is  chiefly  o<^ 
ieoted  from  Nicholson  and  Burn;  and  I  can  add,  from  my  own^ 
knowledge,  that  there  is  a  tradition  current  in  the  village  of 
Threlkeld  and  its  neighborhood,  his  principal  retreat,  that,  in 
the  course  of  his  shepherd  life,  he  had  acquired  great  astro- 
nomical knowledge.  1  cannot  conclude  this  note  without  adding 
a  word  upon  the  subject  of  those  numerous  and  noble  feudal 
edifices,  spoken  of  in  the  Poem,  the  ruins  of  some  of  which 
are,  at  this  day,  so  great  an  ornament  to  that  uiteresting  coun- 
try. The  Cliflbrds  had  always  been  distinguished  for  an  hon- 
orable pride  in  these  Castles ;  and  we  have  seen  that,  after  the 
wars  of  York  and  Lancaster,  they  were  rebuilt;  in  the  civil 
wars  of  Charles  the  First  tliey  were  again  laid  waste,  and 
again  restored  almost  to  their  former  magnificence  by  the  cel- 
ebrated Lady  Anne  CliflTcrd,  Countess  of  Pembroke,  &c.,  &c. 
Not  more  than  twenty-five  years  after  this  was  done,  when  the 
estates  of  Clifford  had  passed  into  the  Family  of  Tufkon,  three 
of  these  Castles,  namely,  Brough,  Brougham,  and  Pendragon, 
were  demolished,  and  the  timber  and  other  materials  sold  by 
Thomas  Earl  of  Thanet  We  will  hope  that,  when  this  order 
was  issued,  the  Earl  had  not  consulted  the  text  of  Isaiah,  58th 
clmp.  12th  verse,  to  which  the  inscription  placed  over  the  gate 
of  Pendragon  Castle,  by  the  Countess  of  Pembroke  (I  believe 
his  grandmother),  at  the  time  she  repaured  that  structure,  re- 
fers the  reader:  —  ^'And  they  that  shall  be  of  thee  AaU  build  the 
old  XDoste  placet:  thou  tHiaU  raise  up  the  foundationt  of  Tnanjf 
generations ;  and  thuu  shall  be  called  the  repairer  of  the  breech, 
the  restorer  of  path*  to  dwell  in.''  The  Earl  of  Thanet,  the 
present  possessor  of  the  Estates,  with  a  due  respect  for  the 
memory  of  his  ancestors,  and  a  proper  sense  of  the  value  and 
beauty  of  these  remains  of  antiquity,  has  (I  am  told)  giver; 
orders  that  they  should  be  preserved  from  all  depredations. 
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Paj^  180. 

^EaHh  helped  him  wth  the* cry  of  blood.'' 

This  line  is  from  **  The  Battle  of  Boeworth  Field,"  by  Sb 
John  Beanmont  (brother  to  the  Dramatist),  whose  poems  are 
written  with  mach  spirit,  elegance,  and  liarmony;  and  have 
deservedly  been,  reprinted  lately  in  Chalmers's  Collection  ol 
English  Poets. 

Page  183. 

*^Andboth  (he  undying  Fi^  that  swim 
Through  BowKaU-Tar%''  Sfc 

It  is  imagined  by  &e  people  of  the  country  that  there  are 
two  immortal  Fbh,  inhabitants  of  this  Tarn,  which  lies  in  the 
monntidns  not  far  fVom  Threlkeld. — Blencathara,  mentioned 
before,  is  the  old  and  proper  name  of  the  mountain  vnlgariy 
called  Saddle-back. 

Page  184. 

*^Armor  rusting  in  his  halls 
On  the  blood  of  Clifford  calls:* 

The  martial  character  of  the  Cliffords  is  well  known  to  the 
readers  of  English  history;  but  it  may  not  be  Improper  here  to 
say,  by  way  of  comment  on  these  lines  and  what  follows,  that, 
besides  several  others  who  perished  in  same  manner,  the  four 
immediate  progenitors  of  the  person  In  whose  hearing  this  is 
supposed  to  be  spoken,  all  died  in  the  field. 

Page  204. 

•*J)im:* 

This  poem  began  with  the  following  stanza,  which  has  been 
displaced  on  account  of  its  detaining  the  reader  too  long  from 
the  subject,  and  as  rather  precluding,  than  preparing  for,  the 
iue  effect  of  the  allusion  to  the  genius  of  Plato:  — 

Faur  is  the  Swan,  whose  mi^ty,  prevailing 
O'er  breezeless  water,  on  Locarno's  lake. 
Bears  him  on  while  proudly  sailing 
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He  leaves  behind  a  moon-illumlned  wake: 

Behold  I  the  mantling  spirit  of  reserve 

Fashions  his  neck  into  a  goodly  curve; 

An  arch  thrown  back  between  luxuriant  wingc 

Of  whitest  garniture,  like  fir-tree  boughs 

To  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning,  clings 

A  flaky  weight  of  winter's  purest  snows  I 

—  Behold  I  —  as  with  a  gushing  impulse  heaves 

That  downy  prow,  and  softly  cleaves 

The  mirror  of  the  crystal  flood, 

Vanish  inverted  hill,  and  shadowy  wood, 

And  pendent  rocks,  where'er,  in  gliding  state. 

Winds  the  mute  Creature  without  visible  Mate 

Or  Rival,  save  the  Queen  of  night 

Showering  down  a  silver  light. 

From  heaven,  upon  her  chosen  Favorite! 

Page  216. 

"Awhile  the  living  hiU 
Heaved  with  convulsive  throes,  and  all  was  still.** 

Dr.  Dabwui 

Page  233. 

**Tke  WidUng-GcUer 

^  In  the  Vale  of  Grasmere,  by  the  side  of  the  old  highwa; 
leading  to  Ambleside,  is  a  gate  which,  time  out  of  min<l,  hai 
been  called  the  Wishing  Oate.** 

Uaving  been  told,  upon  what  1  thougnc  good  authority,  that 
this  gate  had  been  destroyed,  and  the  opening  where  it  hung 
walled  up,  I  gave  vent  immediately  to  my  fce!ing<«  in  thc«o 
itanzns.  But  going  to  the  place  some  time  after,  I  found,  witb 
nuch  deliglit,  my  old  favorite  unmolested. 

Page  320. 
**Snmdhing  leu  Hhanjotfy  bui  more  than  dull  content*^ 

COUHTKSS  OK   WiNCHILWEA 
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Page  873. 

'' Wild  JiedbreaH;'  ^-c. 

This  Sonnet,  as  Poetry,  explains  itself,  yet  the  scene  jf  the 
incident  having  been  a  wild  wood,  it  may  be  doubted,  as  a 
point  of  natural  history,  whether  the  bird  was  aware  that  his 
attentions  were  bestowed  upon  a  human,  or  even  a  living  crea- 
ture. Rut  a  Redbreast  will  perch  upon  the  foot  of  a  gnrdener 
>it  work,  and  alight  on  the  handle  of  the  spade  when  his  hand 
is  half  upon  it ;  —  this  I  have  seen.  And  under  my  own  roof  I 
have  witnessed  aiffedting  instances  of  the  creature*s  friendly 
visits  to  the  chambers  of  sick  persons,  as  described  in  the  verses 
to  the  Redbreast,  p.  873,  Vol.  1.  One  of  these  welcome  JT^tru- 
ders  used  frequently  to  roost  upon  a  nail  in  tlie  wail,  from  which 
a  picture  had  hung,  and  was  ready,  as  morning  came,  to  pipe 
his  song  in  the  hearing  of  the  Invalid,  who  had  been  long  con 
fined  to  her  room.  These  attachments  to  a  particular  person, 
when  marked  and  continued,  used  to  be  reckoned  CHniitous ;  but 
the  superstition  is  pa.ssing  away. 


BJii>  OF  VOL.  n. 
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